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BOOK I. 



CHAPTER 1. 

INTRODUCTION. 

The honest and peaceful inhabitants 
of Mannheim, the capital of the Pa- 
latinate, had long since retired to rest ; 
the streets were deserted, and the 
houses wrapped in darkness. Only high 
up in the little bow window of a 
corner house on the Palace Square 
stiU glimmered a faint light like the 
subdued gleam of a lamp in a sick- 
chamber. 

But the watch, jWho had just pro- 
claimed at the corner in stentorian 
tones the third hour of the morning, 
knew better; and, as he entered the 
square, he again looked up at the illu- 
minated window, gravely shaking his 
head. 

" Mr. Schiller has not yet gone to 
bed," said he j;o himself; " writing all 
night again, I suppose. But I will not 
stand it I Did I not promise Mr. 
Streicher that I would always look up 
at his window, and, whenever I found 
the light burning after one o^clock, 
protest against it? Well, then, PU 
try it to-night, and keep my word, as 
an honest man should." 

And in stentorian tones the watch- 
man cried out, " Mr. Schiller I Halloo I 
Mr. Schiller I" 

For a moment the window was 
darkened by a shadow, and then 



opened, and a hoarse voice demanded, 
" Who called? who called my name? " 

"I, Mr Schiller. I, the watchman, 
Fabian," roared the man in response. 

"And what do you desire of me, 
worthy guardian of the worthy city 
of Mannheim?" 

" I wish to beg of you, Mr. Schiller, 
to be so good as to put out your light 
and go to bed." 

" What brought you to this strange 
and ridiculous idea?" exclaimed the 
voice from above, laughing loudly. 
" What does the light behind my win- 
dows concern you, a watchman and a 
guardian of the streets ? " 

" Really it doesn't concern me at all," 
cried the watchman. "I know that 
very well, but I liave promised the 
music-teacher of my daughter, Mr. 
Streicher, to pay attention to your 
window, and every time I see the light 
burning in your room after one o'clock, 
to call you, and beg you in the name 
of your dear friend to be kind enough 
to put out your light and go to bed." 

"A very ridiculous idea of Mr. 
Streicher," said the voice of the in- 
visible poet, laughingly, "and I am 
only surprised that you should do his 
bidding, and take this task upon your- 
self." 

"Don't be surprised, sir, for I am 
not doing it gratis. Mr. Streicher 
told me that whenever I had called 
you, and begged you in his name to 
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go to bed, I should have to pay only 
half-price for the next piano-lesson of 
my daughter; and I beg yon, there- 
fore, Mr. Schiller, to be good enough 
to tell Mr. Streicher to-morrow that 
I have done his bidding. And here- 
after do as you please, sleep or wake. 
I have done my duty. Good-night, 
Mr. SchiUer!" 

"Bood-nightl" 

The poet rapidly closed the win- 
dow, and drew the folds of the old 
threadbare coat which served him as a 
dressing-gown closer around his shiver- 
ing form. 

"The good and true Streicher," he 
murmured in a low voice, "is an 
honest soul, and means well, and does 
not know how he has injured me to- 
day I I was in the grandest flow of 
enthusiasm; all the discomforts and 
necessities of life had disappeared! 
I was no longer cold, there were 
no more tormenting creditors, no cares, 
and no pangs of love ! I was in thy 
heaven, Father Zeus! And the mes- 
senger of my friend comes and calls 
me back to the cold, inhospitable 
earth. The fire of my enthusiasm is 
extinguished, and now I am sensible 
that there is no fire in the stove ! " 

He raised his large blue eyes, and 
glanced through the dimly - lighted 
space toward the high black stove, 
within the open grate of which only a 
few glimmering coals were visible. 

" No fire," sighed Schiller, shrugging 
his shoulders, "and no wood to make 
one. Poor, feeble man ! The fire of 
the soul does not suffice to warm thy 
shivering body, and the prose of life 
ever recalls thee from the Elysian 
fields of poetry. But it shall have no 
power over me. I will defy it! For- 
give me, friend Streicher, but I cannot 
do your bidding! Your watchman 
calls to me to sleep, but Don Carlos 
calls to me to be wakeful ! I cannot 
let the Spanish prince call in vain! 



Fortunately the coffee-pot is still stand- 
ing in the stove. If it is yet warm, 
something can be done for the poor, 
shivering body." 

He rapidly went across the room to 
the stove, knelt down before the fire- 
place, drew the brown coffee-pot from 
its bed of ashes, raised it to his lips 
and refreshed himself with several long 
draughts, after which he carefully re- 
stored the vessel to its former place. 

Truly a strange sight, this long, thin 
figure in the gray-yellow flannel gown, a 
pointed nightcap on his head, stooping 
before the stove and occupying himself 
with a coffee-pot ! If the admirers of 
the tragic poet Schiller could have seen 
him in this position, they would never 
have believed that the young man in 
this miserable apparel — the long, lean, 
angular figure, with the bony, homely 
face and yellow hair, loosed from 
the confinement of the queue, and fall- 
ing in dishevelled masses over his 
sunken cheeks — ^that this man was the 
author of the three tragedies which for 
the last few years had filled all Ger- 
many with astonishment, admiration, 
and terror. Like the column of fire, 
harbinger of a new era, they towered 
on the grave of the old, licking the 
heavens with tongues of fiame. 

About ten years before, Goethe's 
"Sufferings of Young Werther" had 
fiooded Germany with great enthusiasm. 
This wonderful book, half romance, 
half reality, had pierced the hearts of 
all like lightning^as if these hearts had 
been but tinder awaiting ignition and 
destmction at the touch of this elo- 
quence, this passion of love, and revel- 
ling in destruction by such heavenly 
agents! In the impassioned and ex- 
cited state of the public mind, Goethe's 
" "Werner " had been received by the 
youth of Germany — yes, of all Europe — 
as a revelation of the spirit of the uni- 
verse, as a proclaiming angel. On bended 
knees and in ecstatic devotion they 
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listened to the heavenly voice which 
aroused their hearts from sleep with 
the holy sirocco of passion, and 
awakened them out of the tameness of 
prose to the passion and vehemence of 
poeA7 ; to the blissfal pain of unsatisfied 
longing and heaven-achieving love. 

And now, when the excited minds 
had hardly quieted down, when the 
dazzled eyes had hardly hecome accus- 
tomed to the heavenly effulgence shed 
upon them by " Werther " — ^now, aftet 
scarcely ten years, another wonder oc- 
curred, another of the stormy, impas- 
sioned periods, of which Elinger had 
been the father and' creator, with his 
soul stirring-dramas, had given birth to 
a new genius, and a new light was 
diffused over Germany. 

In the year 1774 Goethe had pub- 
lished his romance, "Sufferings of 
Young Werther." Carried away with 
sympathy by his lofty enthusiasm, all 
Germany-— yes, all Europe — applauded 
and hailed him as the wonderful poet 
who had embodied the sorrows and 
pangs which agitate the heart and soul 
of each individual, in a sublime sym- 
phony, in which every sigh and every 
thought of suffering, weeping, rejoicing, 
and exulting humanity, found expres- 
fflon. Schiller's first tragedy, " The Rob- 
bers," was produced upon the stage for 
the first time in 1782; and its effects 
and results were of tlie most vast and 
enduring character. 

Goethe, with his "Werner," had 
imbued all hearts with enthusiasm for 
love and feeling ; Schiller, with his 
" Robbers," filled all hearts with yearn- 
ings after liberty and hatred of tyranny. 
The pergonal grandeur and freedom of 
man were idealized in the noble rob- 
ber Charles Moor, and, not only was 
this magnanimous robber the hero 
of all young girls, but the hearts of 
all the young men were filled with ab- 
horrence of and contempt for the ty- 
rants who had compelled this high- 



minded man to flee to the Bohemian for- 
ests and become a robber in order to 
escape the galling chains of efubserviency 
to princes. 

Enthusiasm for this champion of lib- 
erty, this robber, Charles Moor, at the 
same time imbued all with detestation 
of tyrants. 

The lion-rampant which was to be 
seen on the printed copies of " The Rob- 
bers," and which bpre the motto " In 
Tyraniws^'^^ was only a representation of 
the German people, who, moved to the 
core by Schiller's tragedy, and made 
conscious of the worth and dignity of 
man, asserted itself in itsmigesty against 
tyranny. 

" Had I been present at the creation 
of the world as God," said a German 
prince at that time, " and had I foreseen 
that * The Robbers ' would be written in 
this world, I would never have created 
it." 

Id a German city where " The Rob- 
bers " was produced on the stage, the per- 
formance had so powerful an effect on 
the minds of the youth, that twelve 
young men formed the plan of fleeing 
secretly from the houses of their parents 
to the Bohemian forests, in order to 
make up a band of robbers. All tlie 
preparations had been made, end the 
twelve juvenile robbers had agreed to 
meet on the following night at a desig- 
nated place outside the city gate ; when 
one of the young heroes, in giving his 
mother a last good-night kiss, could no 
longer restrain his tears, and in this 
manner led to the discovery of the great 
secret and the prevention of the plan by 
the arrest of the youthfdl band of aspi- 
rants. 

As the German public was filled with 
rapture for the suicidal love-hero Wer- 
ther, it now worshipped the suicidal 
robber-hero Charles Moor : while love 
then excited its transports, liberty and 
the rights of humanity were now the 
objects of its enthusiasm. 
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And the poet Schiller «dded fuel to 
the flames of this enthnsiasm. A new* 
tragedy, the theme of which wasliherty, 
" Fiesco," soon followed his " Bobhers ; " 
and the sensation which it caused was 
still to be surpassed by that excited 
throughout all Germany by his third 
tragedy, " Louise Müllerin, or Latrigues 
and Love." This was, at the same time, 
an exaltation of noble love, and of the 
proud human heart, and a condemna- 
tion and denunciation of the established 
prejudices which arrogantly recognized 
nobility and gentle birth as conferring 
prerogatives and privileges. 

" The Robbers," " Fiesco," and " Lou- 
ise Müllerin," these were the flaring 
torches of the revolution which in Ger- 
many was to work out its ends in the 
minds of men, as it had done in a more 
material manner, in France, on their 
bodies. In France royalty and the nobil- 
ity were conducted to the guillotine, in 
Germany they were pilloried in public 
opinion by the prince and court marshal 
in " Intrigues and Love." 

Goethe had given the German public 
the ideal of love— Schiller gave them the 
ideal of liberty. And the poet of " The 
Robbers" was as warmly enshrined in 
the heart of the German people as the 
poet of " Werther " had been. 

But alas I the admiration and enthu- 
siasm of the German public shows itself 
in words and praises, but not in deeds 
in material proofs. True, the Germans 
give their poets a portion of their hearts, 
but not a portion of their fortune. 

ßchiller had given the Germans his 
three tragedies; they had made their 
triumphal march over every stage in 
Germany ; but Schiller had nevertheless 
remained the poor poet, whose only pos- 
session was the invisible laurel-wreath 
which adorned.his noble brow, accorded 
him by the German people. 

His countless admirers saw him in 
their inspired thoughts with his youth- 
ful head entwined with laurel, and 



would, no doubt, have been horrified if 
they could have seen him in his dressing- 
gown, the nightcap pulled down over 
the laurel, stooping in front of his iron 
stove and endeavoring to rekindle the 
coals with his breath, in order that Ms 
coffee might be warmed a little. 

But it was a vain endeavor. The fire 
was almost out, the coals glowed but 
faintly, and the poet's breath was not 
strong enough to renew the flame. 

"All in vain," sighed Schiller, re- 
placing the coffee-pot on the ashes, with 
a disconsolate shrug of the shoulders; 
where there is no ftiel, there can be no 
fire." 

He slowly arose from his kneeling 
position, and, his hands folded behind 
his back, walked with rapid strides to 
and fro in his little chamber. The dim- 
ly-burning tallow-candle which stood 
on the table, covered with papers and 
books, flared up whenever he passed, 
and illuminated, for the moment, the 
large rugged figure and the pale counte- 
nance, with the high forehead and light- 
blue eyes. At first this countenance 
wore a gloomy, troubled look. But by 
degrees it assumed another expression ; 
and soon the flaring light showed in 
this dingy little room the features of an 
inspired poet, with sparkling eyes, and 
an exulting smile. 

" Yes," he exclaimed, in a loud voice, 
" yes, it shall be so I I will append this 
scene to the third act, and it must be 
the loftiest and grandest of the entire 
tragedy. Not to Prince Carlos or to 
the. queen shall Posa proclaim his sub- 
lune ideas of liberty and his plans for the 
happiness of the people. No, he shall 
hurl them in the face of the tyrant, of 
King Philip himself. "With the light- 
ning of his words he shall warm this rock 
of tyranny, and unseal the spring of in- 
spiration in the breast of the man- 
despising, bigoted ruler, and make tlje 
waters of human love play joyfully I 
Oh, ye eternal gods, give me words, fire 
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my thoughts, and give wings to my 
inspiration, that I may be able to ^ve 
expression, in a flow of raptnre and 
poetry, to that which now fills my whole 
soul I» 

H.e rushed to his table and threw him- 
self with such violence into his old stool 
that it groaned and cracked beneath 
him. But Schiller paid no attention to 
this ; his whole soul was in his work, 
his whole heart was filled with enthu- 
maam and delight HLs hand fiew over 
the paper, his smile brightened, his 
countenance became more radiant. At 
times he dictated to himself in a loud, 
energetic voice, the words which his 
flying pen conveyed to the paper, that 
they might henceforth to all eternity be 
indelibly imprinted in the hearts of his 
readers. But Schiller was not thinking 
of his readers, nor of the possible effect 
of his words ; he thought only of his 
work. There was no room in his soul 
but for poetry, for the sublime and lofty 
scene which he wished to add to his 
tragedy. " Oh," he now exclaimed, his 
pen speeding like an arrow over the 
rustling paper, " oh, conld the combined 
eloquence of all the thousands who are 
interested in this lofty hour, but tremble 
on my lips, to fan the spark which I 
feel into a flame! Abandon this un- 
natural idolatry that destroys us. Be 
our model of the eternal aud the true, 
and-—" 

A severe and painfal cough interrupted 
the enraptured poet ; he was compelled 
to discontinue his recitation; the pen 
faltered in hia quivering hand ; and from 
the sublime reakns of the ideal, bodily 
pain recalled the poet to reality. 

He let fall the pen, the arrow which 
the gods had bestowed, to enable him 
to divide the clouds of prejudice and 
throw open to enraptured humanity the 
heaven of poetry, — he let fall the pen, 
and raised his hand to his trembling, 
panting breast. 

"How it pains, how it pricks! " he 



groaned. " }b it not as if the tyrant 
Philip had thrust his dagger into the 
breast of poor Posa, in the anger of his 
offended megesty, and — " 

Another attack of coughing silenced 
him, and resounded through the quiet 
solitary chamber. The sound struck 
upon his ear so dismally that he cast a 
hasty glance behind him into the gloomy 
space, as if looking for the ghost which 
had uttered such dreary tones. 

" If this continues, I am hardly repaid 
for having fled from my tyrannical duke, " 
murmured Schiller. "Truly I had better 
have remained and served out my poor 
miserable existence as regimental sur- 
geon, than cough my life out as a Ger- 
man, that is, as a hungry poet." 

But as he said this, his lips quivered, 
and self-reproach was depicted in his 
countenance. 

" Be still," he exclaimed, " be still ! 
Shame upon you, Schiller, for uttering 
such unmanly, cowardly words! You 
a poet, Frederick Schiller? you are not 
even a man I You aspire to ascend the 
heights of Parnassus, and sink down dis- 
heartened and discouraged when an evil 
annoys you on the way, and admonishes 
you that you are only a man, a mortal 
who aspires to climb to the seat of the 
gods. If you are a poet, Frederick 
Schiller, remember that the gods are 
watching over you, and that they will 
not cruelly abandon you before the goal 
is half achieved. 

" ]!To," he exclaimed in a loud voice, 
raising his head, and looking upward, 
"no, the gods will not abandon me! 
They will give me strength and health 
and a long life, that I may accomplish the 
task which my soul and mind and heart 
tell me is required at my hands. No, Par- 
nassus st^mds before me, and I will climb 
it ! " His beaming eye glanced upward 
in ecstasy and saw not the low dusty 
ceiling, the want and indigence by 
which he was surrounded. He gazed 
into immensity ; the low ceiling opened 
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to his view, and throngh it "be saw 
the heavens and the countenance of the 
blessed I " 

A loud noise in the street awakened 
him from his trance. It was the watch- 
man blowing his horn and calling the 
hour in stentorian tones. 

"Fonr o'clock," mnrmared Schiller, 
"the night approaches its end! — ^and 
mj candle also," he continued, smiling, 
as he looked at the brass candlestick, 
from the upper rim of which the soft- 
ened tallow was falling in heavy drops, 
wliile the wick had sank down into the 
liquid mass. 

Schiller shrugged his shoulders. " It 
appears that I must stop in the middle 
of my grand scene and go to bed. My 
good friend Streicher has in vain begged 
me to do so, through his musical mes- 
senger of love; and now a tallow-candle 
compels me to do so 1 What poor, mis- 
erable beings we men are I A trifling, 
inanimate, material thing has more 
power over us than the spirit, and while 
we oppose the latter we must submit to 
be overcome by the former 1 Therefore 
to bed, to bed I Farewell, my Posa I 
The poor human creature leaves you for 
a few hours, but the lofty human mind 
will soon return to you! Good-night, 
my Posa ! " 

The wick of the miserable candle 
flared up once more and then expired 
with a crackling noise in the liquid tal- 
low. "That is as it should be," laughed 
Schiller; " the poet, like the mule, must 
be able to find his way in the dark on 
the verge of an abyss ! " 

He groped his way through the little 
room to his bedchamber, and undressed 
himself rapidly ; and the loud, regular 
breathing soon announced that the young 
poet, Frederick Schiller, was wrapped 
in health-giving and refreshing slumber. 



CHAPTER n. 

THE TBIALS OF UFS. 

FsEDERiCK SoHiLLEB fttill slcpt, al- 
though the pale winter sun of December 
stood high in the heavens, and the 
streets of the little city of Mannheim 
had long since awakened to new life 
and activity. Frederick Schiller still 
slept, and, worn out by his long vigils, 
his work, and his cough, might have 
slept on for a long time, had he not 
been aroused by a loud knocking at the 
door, and an audible step in the adjoin- 
ing room. 

A young man stood on the threshold 
of the bedchamber and wished Schiller 
a hearty good-morning, 

" I can account for this, Fritz," said 
he, raising his finger threateningly — 
" not into bed at night, not out of bed 
in the morning I Bid I not send you 
my watchman as a love-messenger ? But, 
he has already complained to me that 
it was unavailing." 

"Do not be angry, my Andrew," 
exclaimed Schiller, extending his hand 
to his friend with a cordial smile. " A 
poet must ^bove all things wait upon 
the muses submissively, and may not 
show them the door when they pay him 
a visit at an unseemly hour of the 
night." 

"Ah, the nine muses would have 
been satisfied if you had shown them 
out, and had graciously accorded them 
the privilege of knocking at your door 
again this morning ! But get up, Fritz I 
Unfortunately, I- have something of 
pressing and grave importance to com- 
municate ! " 

With one bound Frederick Schiller 
was out of his bed. " Of pressing and 
grave importance," he repeated, dress- 
ing rapidly, "that sounds very mystical, 
Andrew. And now that I look at yon, I 
find that your usually open brow is 
clouded. It is no misfortune that you 
have to announce?" 
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"No, Fritz, no misfortune, thank 
God; but a very great annoyance. 
Miserable, grovelling poverty once more 
stretches out its ravenous claws.^' 

" TVJiat is it? " asked Schiller, breath- 
lessly, as he drew the dressing-gown 
over his shoulders with trembling 
hands. "I am now composed and 
ready to hear all! Some impatient 
creditor who wishes to throw me into 
prison. Is it not so? Speak it right 
out, Andrew, without hesitation." 

" Well, then, come with me into the 
other room. There you shall learn all," 
answered Andrew Streicher, taking his 
Mend's hand and throwing the chamber 
door open, which he had closed behind 
him on his entrance. " Oome and see I " 

"Mr. Schwelm," exclaimed^ Schiller, 
as he observed on crossing the threshold 
a gentleman standing in a window- 
niche, whose countenance indicated 
that he was very ill at ease. "Yes, 
truly, this is my loved and faithful 
friend, Oswald Schwelm, from Stutt- 
gart, the literary godfather of my career 
as a poet, and — But how mournful you 
look; dear Schwelm I and not a single 
word of friendship for me, no greet- 
ing?" 

" Ah, Schiller, these are hard times," 
sighed Oswald Schwelm. "Anxiety 
and want have driven me from Stutt- 
gart, and I come to you as a right un- 
welcome guest. Only believe that I 
deplore it deeply myself, but I cannot 
help it, and it is not my fault. I would 
gladly sacrifice every thing for my friend 
Schiller, but I have nothing more ; and 
painful necessity compels me to remind 
you of the old debt." 

" Do not judge him harshly, Schiller," 
said Streicher, in a low voice. " Poor 
Schwelm's diflSculties are of a very 
urgent nature. You know very well 
that at a time when no printer could be 
found to put your * Robbers ' in press, 
Schwelm guaranteed to the publisher in 
Stuttgart the expense incurred in its 



publication, because he was convinced, 
as we all were, that the 'Robbers' 
would make you a celebrated poet, 
and not only insure you a harvest of 
honor and renown, but also of money. 
Now, unfortunately, the money has 
not yet been harvested, and poor 
Oswald Schwelm has had the additional 
misfortune of losing his capital by the 
failure of the commercial house in 
which it was deposited. Since then the 
publisher has dunned him in an out- 
rageous manner, and has even obtained 
a warrant for his arrest ; and, in order 
to escape, Schwelm fled from Stuttgart 
and came here I " 

" Forgive me, friend Schwelm," said 
Schiller, rushing forward and embra- 
cing the young merchant. "Ah, my 
dear friends, it seems that you have 
mistaken me and my future; it seems 
that the lofty plans formed in our 
youthful days are not to be realized." 

" They have already been realized in 
part," said Schwelm, gently. "You 
are a renowned poet; all Grermany 
admires and praises you I The * Rob- 
bers ' has been given on every stage, 
and—" 

" And I have not even three hundred 
florins," interrupted Schiller, sadly, 
" not even a paltry three hundred florins 
to meet the just demands of the friend 
who confided in and gave his bond for 
me, and who must now become in- 
volved in danger and diflSculty on my 
account." 

"Then you have not succeeded in 
getting the money together?" said 
Streicher, mournfully. " I imparted to 
you two weeks ago the contents of the 
letter containing an anxious appeal for 
help, which Schwelm had written to 
me, and you promised to procure the 
money. Since then I disliked to speak 
of the matter again, because I knew 
you would surely leave no means un- 
tried to raise the amount." 

" And I have left no means untried," 
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exclaimed Schiller, with an angry 
gesture. *' What can I do? No one is 
willing to lend or advance money on 
the pitifol capital of a poet's talent! 
The few florins which I have received 
for the representation of the * Rob- 
bers ' and ' Fiesco ' have hardly sufficed 
to purchase the bare necessities of life ; 
and when I begged the manager, Mr. 
von Dalberg, to advance me on 
" Lonisa Müllerin " at least three hun- 
dred florins, as he had determined to 
put it on the stage, he refused me, and 
I had the mortification of being turned 
off by this nobleman like a miserable 
beg^g writer." 

"And your fether," said Andrew 
Schwelm, timidly. " Did you not say 
that you would apply to your father. 
Major Schiller?" 

"I have done sOj" replied Schiller, 
with a sigh. " I wrote urgently, rep- 
resenting my want and troubles, and 
begging him to have pity on his poor 
son, and to lend him a helping hand for 
this once. But it seems my words 
have not had power to touch his 
paternal heart, for until now I have 
in vain awaited a reply on every mail 
day. And it seems that the mail which 
comes from Stuttgart to-day has brought 
me no letter, for I believe the hour at 
which letters are delivered has long 
since passed. I must therefore pa- 
tiently wait another three days for a 
reply, and the next mail will perhaps 
condemn me to another trial of pa- 
tience. Oh, my friends, if you could 
see my heart, if you could estimate the 
pain this mortification causes me ! 
For myself, I am ready to suffer want, 
to content myself with the bare ne- 
cessities of life — ^yes, even to hunger 
and thirst, to attain the lofty ends to 
which I aspire. The path of a poet 
has ever been a thorny one, and 
poverty has always been the companion 
of poetry. This I am ready to bear. 
I do not crave riches; and even if the 



tempter sliould approach in this try- 
ing hour and offer me a miUion, but 
with the condition that I should for- 
swear poetry, and write nothing more 
for the stage, I would reject the 
million with contempt, and a thousand 
times prefer to remain a poor poet 
than become a rich idler. Bat to see 
you, my friends, in trouble and suffering 
on my account, and powerless to re- 
lieve yon, is tmly bitter, and — ^" 

"The letter-carrier," exclaimed Strei- 
cher, joyftilly, as, after a timid knock, 
the door was softly opened, and a man 
in the uniform of the Thum and Taxis 
post-office officials entered the room. 

"A letter from Ludwigsburg. Ten 
kreutzers postage," said the carrier, 
holding out a large sealed letter. 

"Ten kreutzers," murmured Schiller, 
as he nervously fumbled in the pockets 
of his dressing-gown and then in the 
table-drawer. 

" Here are the ten kreutzers, in case 
you should not happen to have tho 
small change," said Streicher, hastily, 
as he handed the carrier the money 
and received the letter. " And here it 
is, friend Schiller. Is it from your 
father?" 

" Yes, my friends, it is from him. 
And may the gods have been gra- 
ciously inclined, and have opened my 
father's heart to his son's prayer I " 

He hastily tore off the cover and 
threw open the large folded sheet. 
" Alas, my friends," he sighed, " it is a 
very long letter, and that bodes no 
good, for he who gives says but little, 
but he who denies clothes his refusal 
in many prettily-turned phrases. Let 
me read ! " 

A few moments of silence followed, 
Schiller, seated on his chair, his arm 
resting on the table, was reading his 
father's letter, while Andrew Streicher 
and Oswald Schwelm were standing 
opposite him, in the window-niche, 
regarding him anxiously and inquir- 
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ingly. They saw that Schiller's brow- 
grew darker and darker ; that his cheek 
beeame paler ; and that the corners of 
h» mouth quivered, as they always 
did wlien the poet's soul was moved 
with anger or pain. 

"Read, Andrew," said Schiller, hand- 
ing the letter to Andrew Streicher, 
after a long silence. ^^Bead my fa- 
ther's letter aloud, that you may both 
know whafc I have to expect ; that you 
may perceive that I am nothing but a 
poor, miserable dreamer, in whom no 
one believes, not even his own father, 
and who must be awakened from his 
illusions by harsh words. Andrew, 
read the lecture addressed by my father 
to his miserable son. To hear these 
unhappy words from your lips will 
serve as a penance, and may perhaps 
have the effect of bringing you to the 
conclusion that my father is right in 
giving me up. Bead it, Streicher." 

Streicher took the proffered letter and 
read aloud : 

***Mt Son!— Here I sit with his 
letter before me, audits perusal has pro- 
voked tears of displeasure. I have long 
since foreseen his present position, the 
foundation of which has already been laid 
in Stuttgart. I have faithfully warned 
him against it, given him the best ad- 
vice, and cautioned him against ex- 
pending any thing over his income, and 
thereby involving himself in debts, 
which are very readily made, but not 
80 easily paid. I gave him an adequate 
outfit upon leaving the academy. To 
give him a start in the world, our 
gracious duke gave him for his ser- 
vices what, together with the little his 
parents were able to do for him from 
day to day, would have been an ample 
support for him as an unmarried man. 
But all these advantages, all my teach- 
ings, and all hopes of better prospects 
here, have been able to effect nothing. 
He has combated all my reasons, made 
light of my experience and of 4h6 ex- 



perience of others, and has only 
listened to such counsels as would in« 
evitably insure his destruction. (Jod in 
His wisdom and goodness could choose 
no other way to bring him to a knowl- 
edge of himself than by sending this 
affliction to convince him that aU our 
intellect and power, all reliance upon 
other men, and upon accidental and 
happy contingencies, are for the most 
part vain, foolish, and fallacious, and 
that it is He alone who helps all those 
who pray to Him earnestly and pa- 
tiently.' " 

" As if I had not done so ! " inter- 
rupted Schiller. " As if I had not be- 
sought the great Buler of the destinies 
of men, in deep fervor and humility of 
soul, to cast a ray of enlightening graoe 
upon the head of him who had believed 
it to be his duty to follow the divine 
call of poetry, and who for its own 
sake had joyfully relinquished all other 
earthly prospects and hopes I But my 
fervid prayers were in vain ; no ray of 
mercy has iUumined my poor, gloomy 
chamber ; and from God and man alike 
the poet receives an angry refusal, 
and is dismissed as a beggar I — ^Beadon, 
Streicher! I will drink the cup of 
bitterness to the dregs; not a single 
drop of gall shall remain untasted. 
Bead on, my friend 1 " 

" But, Frederick," said Streicher, in 
a tender, imploring voice, " why impose 
upon yourself and us the penance of 
reading these hard words ? Tour father 
means well with you undoubtedly. He 
is a good and honorable man, but from 
his stand-point the world has a different 
appearance than from that of the heights 
of Parnassus. Heestilhates you by an 
ordinary scale, and that is noir adapted 
to Frederick Schiller. That your father 
will not furnish you the required three 
hundred florins was evident from the 
commencement of the letter, and that 



"No, that is not enough," exclaimed 
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Schiller, earnestly. "You shall know 
what my own father thinks of me, that 
yon may be 'under no more illusions 
concerning me, and not have to re- 
proach me some day with having in- 
fected you with my fantasies, and 
held out hopes that would never be 
realized. I beg you, therefore, to read 
on. It seems as if the scorching words 
of paternal anger might in some degree 
expiate the criminality of my conduct. 
Read!" 

"Well, Fritz, if you insist upon it, I 
will do so," sighed Streicher ; and in a 
loud voice he resumed the reading: 
" * He has not been humbled by all the 
chastening administered to him since 
his departure, and experience only has 
made him wiser. That he has suffered 
from intermittent fever for eight entire 
months, does no credit to his profes- 
sional studies ; and in the same case he 
would certainly have bitterly reproach- 
ed a patient for not having followed 
instructions in regard to diet and mode 
of living. Man is not always dependent 
upon circumstances, or he would be a 
mere machine. My dear son has 
never striven with himself and it is 
highly improper and sinful to throw 
the responsibility of his not having 
done so upon his education in the acad- 
emy. Many young men have grown 
up in this institution who demanded 
and received as little assistance, and 
they are now doing well, and are 
much esteemed and provided for. How 
does be suppose we poor parents feel 
when we reflect that these troubles 
would not have overtaken him, that we 
would have been spared a thousand 
cares on his account, and that he would 
certainly have achieved what he sought 
if he had remained here ? In brief, he 
would have been happier, more con- 
tented, and more useful in his day and 
generation, if he had been satisfied to 
pursue a medium course in life, and had 
not aspired to take so high a flight. 



"Sot is it necessary that a superior 
talent should be made manifest out- 
wardly, at least not until the benefits 
accruing from its exercise can be shown 
and proven, and it can be said, "These 
are the fruits of diligence and intelli- 
gence." Pastor Hahn and Pastor Fulda 
are both great men, and are visited by 
all travelling scholars, and yet they 
look like other men. As for the 
three hundred florins, I must say that 
this demand has excited my great dis- 
pleasure. I have never given him 
cause to think, " My father can and will 
rescue me when I become involved in 
diflSculties." And he knows himself that 
I have three other children, none of I 
whom are provided for, and from | 
whom much has already been withheld 
on his account. On his prospects, 
hopes, plans, and promises, I can ad- 
vance nothing, as I have already been | 
so badly deceived. Even if it were 
possible to place some faith in them, I 
could not raise the money ; for, although 
I am known as an honest man, my 
financial condition, and the amount of 
my salary, are also well known ; and it 
is evident that I would not be able to 
pay a debt of from two to three hun- 
dred florins out of my income. I can 
do nothing but pray for my son I His 
faithful father, ScHiLtEE.' " * 

" Can do nothing but pray and 
scold," exclaimed Schiller, emphatically. 
" There you see what an unworthy, tri- 
fling fellow I am. All the hopes which 
my family and friends entertained for 
me, yes, which I entertained for myself 
and my talents, are blighted, dissolved in 
smoke like burning straw, li^othlng 
real is left; but the burden of my debts, 
and my poverty. My good Oswald, you 
have had the weakness to believe in me, 
and to accept a draft on my future. To 
your own detriment, you must now per- 
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ceive that this draft is worthless, and 
that my father was right in reproaching 
me for having had the temerity to at- 
tempt to make a German poet oat of 
a Wnrtemberg regimental surgeon." 

" Do not speak so, Frederick Schiller," 
exclaimed Streicher, indignantly. * * Your 
words are blasphemons; and all Ger- 
many would be angrj»- with you if it 
heard them 1 " 

" But all Germany would take good 
care not to pay my debts. While I, in 
holy and true disinterestedness, am 
ready to consecrate my whole being to 
the service of my country, and to devote 
all the powers of my mind and talents 
to its benefit, its instruction and enter- 
tainment, if I should demand of the Ger- 
man nation that it should also bring me 
an offering, that each individual who had 
read and seen my tragedies should give 
me a groschen, each one would deny 
that he had ever seen or read them, and, 
with a shrug of his shoulders, would 
turn from the beggar who had the te- 
merity to require any thing of the public 
but its applause and its momentary de- 
light. My friends, I am very miserable, 
for you must know that this is not 
the only large debt which troubles me. 
There were other noble souls who had 
confidence in my success, and allowed 
themselves to be bribed by * The Rob- 
bers.' Vy noble friend, Madame von 
Wolzogen, who gave the homeless one 
an asylum on her estate in Bauerbach, 
when he had fied from Ludwigsbarg, did 
more than this. When, after a sojourn 
of seven months in her beautiful Tuscu- 
lum, I marched out into the world again, 
she loaned me two hundred florins, 
which I solemnly promised to return in 
a year. The year has expired, my noble 
friend depends on this sum to make a 
necessary payment on a mortgage which 
is attached to her estgte, and I am not 
able to keep my word. I must expect 
her to consider me a swindler who has 
cheated her with empty promises! " 



" No, Madame von WoUogen will not 
think so, for she knows you," exclaimed 
Streicher, indignantly. 

'^ She will be as far from thinking so 
as I am," said Oswald Schwelm, gently. 
" It is not your fault that you are in 
pecuniary difficulties; the blame does 
not attach to you, but to the German 
public, to the German nation, which al- 
lows its poets to suffer want, even while 
enraptured with their works. The Ger- 
man people are prodigal with lanrels 
and wreaths, but cannot be taught that 
laurels do not sustain life, and that 
wreaths are of no avail to the poet if 
they do not also prepare a home for him, 
where he can await the muses at his 
ease, and rest on his laurels. Ah, 
Frederick Schiller, when I see how you, 
one of the noblest of poets, are torment- 
ed by the want of a paltry sum of money, 
my eyes fill with tears of compassion, 
not for you, but for the German father- 
land, which disowns its most exalted 
sons, while it worships the foreigner and 
gives a warm reception to every stranger 
charlatan who condescends to come and 
pocket German money for his hackneyed 
performances." 

" jN'o, no," said Schiller, hastily. " You 
must not abuse and condemn the object 
of my highest and holiest love. As a 
true son never reviles his mother, even 
when he believes that she has been un- 
just to him, so the true son of Germany 
must never scold his sublime mother, 
but must love her tenderly and endear- 
ingly, even if she should accord him 
nothing but a cradle and a grave. As 
we say, * what God does is well done,' 
we must also say what Germania does 
is well done. And believe me, my 
friends, if I truly deserve it, and if, as 
you say, and I hope, I am really a poet, 
the German fatherland will smile upon 
me, and give me the bread of life for the 
manna of poetry. Men will not let 
him die of hunger to whom the gods 
have given the kiss of immortality." 



16 



GOETHE AND SCHILLER. 



" Amen,'' said Strekher, with a slight 
touch of derision. 

" Yes, amen," repeated SchiDer, smil- 
ing. " It was well, friend Oswald, that 
yon awakened the patriot in me by yoor 
indignation in my behalf, for the patriot 
has helped me to overiook my little 
earthly necessities. My friends, be pa- 
tient and indnlgent with me. Better 
times are conung, and if I am really a 
poet' the gods will take pity on me, and 
a day of recognition and renown will 
also come I To be sore, I have nothing 
to oflfer you at present but hope. The 
draft on the ftiture is all I can give yon, 
my good Oswald,^ for the money you 
loaned me." 

" This draft is, in my eyes, the most 
beantifal coin," said Oswald Schwelm, 
heartily, " and truly it is not your fault 
that my hard-hearted creditor cannot 
take the same view of the matter, but 
demands payment for the publication 
of * The Bobbers.' Well, we will speak 
of it no more. Forgive me, Schiller, for 
having caused you disquiet by coming 
here. But, as I said before, I did not 
think of the ingratitude of the German 
fatherland, but only of the German poet 
who had given it * llieRobbers,' 'Fiesoo,' 
and ^ Louise Müllerin ; ' and I hoped that 
applause had made him rich. Give me 
your hand, Schiller, and let us say fare- 
well." 

"And what will you do, my poor 
friend? "asked Schiller, feelingly. "Will 
you return to Stuttgart, where the hard- 
hearted creditor awaits you? " 

"No, no," aswered Oswald, "I will 
not return to.Stuttgart, for the warrant 
of arrest would hang over my head like 
the sword of Damocles I I wiU go to 
Oarlsrnhe, where ^ I have an old uncle, 
and will endeavor to soften his heart. 
Do not trouble yourself about me, my 
friend ; and may your cheerfulness and 
the creative power of the poet not for 
a single moment be darkened by the re- 
membrance of me ! We prosaic sons of 



humanity are often aided by accident, 
and find some li^e avenue of escape 
from the embarrassments of life, while 
you poets march through the grand 
portals into the temple of fame, where 
you are more exposed to the attacks of 
enemies. Farewell, friend Schiller, and 
may great Jupiter ever be with you I " 

" Adieu, friend Schwelml" said Schil- 
ler, extending his hand and gazing sadly 
at his kind, open countenance. - " You 
assume to be gay, in order to hide your 
anxiety; but I see through the veil 
which friendship and the goodness of 
your heart have prompted you to as- 
sume, and behind it I detect a care- 
worn, anxious look. Oh, my friends, I 
am a poor man, and am only worthy of 
commiseration ; and it is all in vain that 
I endeavor to arm myself against a 
knowledge of this fact." 

"No, you are a great and enviable 
man," exclaimed Streicher, with enthu- 
siasm. " Of that we are all assured, 
and you also shall become convinced of it. 
You are ascending the mountain which 
leads to renown, and, although now en- 
veloped in a cloud, you will at last attain 
the heights above, and be surrounded 
with a halo of sunshine and glory." 

"I wish, my friend," said Schiller, 
pointing with a sad smile to the ashes 
in the stove, " I wish we had some of 
this sunshine now, and were not com- 
pelled to warm the room with such ex- 
pensive coals. But patience, patience 1 
You are right, Andrew, I am ascending 
a mountain, and am now in a cloud, and 
therefore it is not surprising that I feel 
chilly and uncomfortable. But better 
times are coming, and my health will 
improve, and this bad cough and fever 
will no longer retard my footsteps,, and 
I will be able to mount ak>ft to the 
abode of the gods with more rapid 
strides. Farewell^ my friends I My writ- 
ing-table seems to regard me with aston- 
ishment, as if asking why I have not 
brought it my customary ovation." 
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" Let it look and inquire," said Strei- 
cher. " Yoa must make no reply, but 
mnst first break your fast, as any other 
honest man would do. Come and break- 
fast with us at the inn, Frederick. A 
man must eat, and, although I unfortu- 
nately have not enough money to satisfy 
this Cerberus of a creditor, I have at 
least enough to pay for a breakfast and 
a glass of wine for us three. Come, 
Frederick, get yourself ready quickly, 
and let us tread the earth with manly 
footsteps, and compel it to recognize us 
as its lords." 

" N'o, you good, thoughtless man of 
the world," said Schiller, smiling ; " no, 
I must remain here ! I must work on 
at *Don Carlos,' who gives my mind no 
rest by day or night, and insists on being 
completed I " 

" But promise me, at least, Fritz, that 
you will breakfast before you go to 
work?" 

" I promise you I Now go, Andrew, 
for the good Schwelm is already liolding 
the door open, and waiting for you." 



CHAPTER in. 

HEITEIETTA VON WOLZOGEN". 

"Beeakfast," murmured Schiller, 
after his two friends had taken leave of 
him. "Oh, yes, it were certainly no 
bad idea to indulge in a hot cup of 
coffee and fresh sweet rolls. But it 
costs too much, and one must be con- 
tented if one can only have a cup of 
fresh water and a piece of bread." 

He stood up and returned to the 
chamber, to complete the toilet so 
hastily made before, to adjust his hair, 
and put on the sober, well-worn suit 
which constituted alike his work-day and 
holiday attire. 

After having finished his toilet, 
Schiller took the pitcher, which stood 



on a tin waiter by the side of a glass, 
and bounded gayly down the stairway 
into the large courtyard and to the 
fountain, to fill his pitcher at the mouth 
of the tragic mask from which a stream 
of water constantly gushed. 

This was Schiller's first morning 
errand. Every morning the people in 
the house could see the jsale, thin young 
man go to the fountain with his 
pitcher ; and it amused them to watch 
him as he walked up and down the 
yard with long strides, looking heaven- 
ward, his head thrown back, and his 
chest expanded with the fresh morning 
air, which he inhaled in long draughts. 
Then, when he had stretched and exer- 
cised his limbs, breathed the air, and 
looked at the heavens, he returned to 
the fountain, took* up his pitcher, run- 
ning over with water, ran into the 
bouse, up the stairway, and reentered 
his dingy little room. 

But he brought the heavens and the 
fresh morning air with him, and his 
soul was gladdened and strengthened 
for its poetic labors. 

To-day the fresh air had done him ' 
much good; and, after he had drunk 
his first glass of water, and eaten his 
bread and butter, which he took from 
a closet in the wall, he looked pleased 
and comfortable; a smile glided over 
his features, and his eyes brightened. 

"How rich is he who has few 
wants," he said softly to himself, " and 
how freely the spu'it soars when its 
wings are unencumbered with the 
vanities of life ! Come, ye Muses and 
Graces, keep a loving watch around my 
table, and guide my hand that I may 
write nothing that does not please 
you ! " 

He threw himself on the chair before 
the table, took up his pen, rapidly read 
what he had last written, and with a 
few strokes finished the last great scene 
of the third act of his new tragedy, 
" Don Carlos." 
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"Und jetzt verlaszt mich I " * recited 
Schiller, as his pen flew over the 
paper; and then he continued, in a 
changed voice : " Kann ich es mit einer 
erföUten Hoffiiung,— dann ist dieser 
Tag der schönste meines Lebens I " And 
then he added, in the first voice : "Er 
ist kein verlorener in dem meinigem I " 

"Yes," exclaimed Schiller, in a loud 
voice, as he threw his pen aside, " and it 
is not a lost one in mine. At some future 
day I will think of this hour with joy 
and satisfaction — of the hour in which I 
wrote the closing scene of the third act 
of a tragedy, a dramatist's greatest and 
most difficult task. Oh, ye Moses and 
Graces^ whom I invoked, were you near 
me, blessing my labors? I laid my 
human sacrifice of pain and suffering on 
your altar tjiis morning, and my poor 
head once more received the baptism 
of tears. Bless me with your favor, 
ye Moses and Graces, and let me hope 
that the tears of the man were the 
baptism of the poet I Y^s, my soul 
persuades me that I am a poet; and 
this new work will attest it before the 
world and mankind, and — " 

A cry of surprise and dismay escaped 
his lips, and he stared towai'd the door 
which had just been opened, and in 
which a lady appeared who was com- 
pletely wrapped up in furs, and whose 
face was entirely shaded by a hood. 

"Madame von "Wolzogen," he ex- 
claimed, rising quickly. "Is it pos- 
sible? Can it be you?" He rushed 
forward and seized her hand, and when 
he encountered her mournful gaze he 
sank on his knees and wept bitterly. 

" Ob, my Mend, my mother, that we 



* Fragment of a dialogue between the King 
and the Marquis, laet Scene, Act JII., of " Don 
Carlos : " 

" King. And now leaye me. 

" Marquis. If I can do so with an accomplished 
hope, this will be the most glorious day of my 
Ufe. 

" Marquis. It is no lost one in mine ! ^* 



should meet under such circumstances ! 
That I should be compelled to throw 
myself at your feet in shame and peni- 
tence I " 

" And why, Schiller ? " asked Madame 
von WoLzogen, in her soft, kindly 
voice. "Why must you throw your- 
self at my feet, and why this penitence ? 
Be still. Do not reply yet, my poor 
child. First, hear me I My only rea- 
son in coming here was to see you. It 
seemed impossible, unnatural, that I 
should pass through Mannheim without 
seeing my friend, my son, my Frederick 
Schiller I My sister, who lives in Mein- 
ingen, has suddenly fallen ill, and has 
called me to her bedside. Well, I am 
answering her call ; for no one has ever 
appealed to Henrietta von "Wolzogen in 
vain. I have ridden all night, and will 
soon resume my journey. The carriage 
is waiting for me at the corner. I in- 
quired my way to Schiller's dwelling ; 
and here I am, and I wish to know, 
Frederick Schiller, what this silence 
means, and why you have not written 
to me for so long a time? That I must 
know ; and I am only here for the pur- 
pose of putting this one question : Schil- 
ler, have you forgotten your friends in 
Bauerbach ? have you forgotten me, who 
was your friend and your mother ? " 

"No, no," he cried, rising and 
throwing his arms tenderly around 
Madame von Wolzogen 's neck, and 
pressing her to his heart. " No, how 
could I forget your goodness, your 
generosity, and friendship ? But can 
you not comprehend, my friend, why 
your arrival could have a terrible 
effect on me — could bring me to the 
verge of despair?" 

"Only see how the poetic flame 
bursts forth when we prosaic people 
ask a practical question — ^when we have 
to remind poets that, unfortunately, we 
are not fed upon ambrosia falling from 
heaven 1 But I imagined that my wild 
boy would be once more tearing his 
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own flesh, and terribly dissatisfied with 
his destiny. And I am here, Schiller, 
to tell you that yon must think better 
of me and better of yourself, and not 
confound noble friendship widi ignoble 
gold, which shrewd people call the 
mainspring of life, but which is, for- 
tunately, not the mainspring of friend- 
ship, and — " 

" Oh, my friend, if you knew — " 
" Silence 1 The philippic which I 
had time to prepare at my leisure dur- 
ing my night ride, and which I am de- 
termined to inflict upon the capricious 
and wayward boy, if not upon the man, 
is not yet ended. Is it possible that 
your heart could be forgetful of and 
untrue to the past ? And why ? Be- 
cause his poor motherly friend has 
written him in confidence that she 
would be glad if he would return at 
least a part of the sum of money she 
had loaned him. And what is his re- 
ply ? Nothing, nothing at aU I He 
throws his friend's letter into the fire, 
and—" 

" Into the fire of his anguish, of his 
reproaching conscience," interrupted 
Schiller, passionately. " He was silent, 
because it wrung his heart to stand 
even for a moment in the category of 
those who had defrauded you. Oh, 
my dear friend, toward whom I feel 
drawn as a loving, obedient son, con- 
sider in your sensitive woman's heart 
if the thought of breaking my faith and 
becoming a traitor to you was not cal- 
culated to drive me to desperation! 
Confiding in my honesty, you loaned 
me a considerable sum of money, the 
more considerable as you were not 
rich, and were yourself compelled to 
borrow the money from a Jew. I 
solemnly promised to return the bor- 
rowed sum within the course of a 
year. The year has expired, the Jew 
urges payment; and now, when you 
gently remind me of my promise, I 
feel with shame and rage that I have 



broken my word, and acted dishonor- 
ably toward you; and, therefore — 
oh, out upon contemptible, cowardly 
human nature, which dares not look its 
own weakness in the face 1 — and there- 
fore I was silent. How often did my 
heart prompt me, in my distress of 
mind, to fly to your friendship for 
relief I but the painful consciousness of 
my inability to comply with your re- 
quest and pay my debt, held me back. 
My powerlessness to meet your just 
demand made the thought of you, 
which had ever been a source of joy, 
a positive tormentl Whenever your 
image appeared, the picture of my 
misery rose up before me. I feared to 
write to you, because I had nothing to 
write but the eternal : * Have patience 
withmel'"* 

He laid his head on Madame von 
Wolzogen's lap and sobbed; but with 
gentle force she compelled him to 
rise. 

*' Stand up, Schiller ; hold your head 
erect. It does not beseem you to de- 
spair and complain like other poor, 
suffering children of humanity. You, 
who are marching upward to Par- 
nassus, should tread under foot the 
vermin of earthly cares." 

"But this vermin does not lie at my 
feet, but is in my brain, and will drive 
me mad if this goes on ! But I must 
tell you, you must know the truth : it 
is impossible for me to pay you any 
part of my debt. Oh, it is hard to say 
these words ; nevertheless, I must not be 
ashamed, for it is destiny. One is not 
to be deemed culpable because one is 
unfortunate." t 

" And one . is not unhappy because 
one has no money," said Madame von 
Wolzogen, smiling. "One is only re- 
tarded and checked, like the fiery young 
steed, impatient to bound madly over 



* Schiller^B own words.— See ^^ Schiller's Bela- 
tlons to Parents,'* etc., p. 4S0. 
t Ibid., p. 4ßl. 
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the plain and dash np the monntain, 
bnt prevented by the tightly-drawn 
reins. But, my friend, this need cause 
you no unhappiness. With the strength 
of brave determination, and the energy 
of creative power, you will break the 
reins, liberate yourself, and soar aloft. 
Even the winged Pegasus bears re- 
straint, and must suffer it ; but the poet, 
who holds and guides the reins, is free 
— free -o mount aloft on his winged 
steed. And as he soars higher and 
higher, the earth, with its want and 
distress, grows less and less distinct. 
Then look upward, friend Schiller, 
upward to Parnassus, where golden re- 
nown and immortality await you I " 

** Words, beautiful words 1 " exclaim- 
ed Schiller. "Oh, there was a time 
when the hope of renown was a source 
of as intense dehght to me as an article 
of jewelry is to a young girl. Now, 
I am indifferent to every thing. I am 
willing to serve up my laurels in the 
next ' boeuf ä la mode,' and to resign my 
tragic muse to your dairy-maid, if you 
keep cows.* How pitiable is a poet's 
renown, compared with a happy life ! 
And I am so unhappy that I would 
willingly exchange all my expectations 
of future renown for a valid check for 
one hundred thousand florins, and — " 

" Be silent I" exclaimed Madame von 
Wolzogen, imperiously. ** You slander 
yourself. Thank God, these utterances 
do not come from your heart, but from 
your lips; and that the blasphemies 
which anger provokes are in a language 
known and understood only by your 
fantasy, and not by your mind I I told 
you before, that it did not beseem you 
to grovel in the dust. But now I say : 
Down on your knees, Frederick Schiller, 
on your knees, and pray to your own 
genius for forgiveness for the words 
which you have just spoken." 



♦Schiller's own words.— See "Relations to 
Parents," etc., p. 416. 



" Forgiveness," groaned Schiller, fall- 
ing on his knees. " I beg forgiveness of 
you, my friend, my mother. I am a crim- 
inal — am like Peter, who in the hour of 
trial denied his Lord and Saviour — and 
revile that which is greatest and holiest 
on earth. Be indulgent, have patience 
with mel Better times will come! 
The foaming and fomenting juice of the 
grape will clear, and become the rich, 
fiery wine which refreshes and makes 
glad. No, I do not despair of my 
future, and you who love me shall not 
do so either, and — " 

" We do not," said Madame von Wol- 
zogen, smiling. ** You are a wonderful 
man ! You are like the changing skies 
in storm and sunshine — ^first threaten- 
ing clouds, then celestial blue ; before 
anger and despair, now joy and hope. 
And this, my dear young friend, is the 
best evidence that you are truly a poet ; 
and if you had not known it already, 
this hour should assure you of the fact. 
I, however, Frederick Schiller, have 
never doubted either your genius or 
yourself; and I have come to tell you 
this; and dissipate the dark cloud that 
was forming between two friends. — 
No, Frederick, we will not permit the 
sun of our friendship to be darkened. 
We must be honest, true, and sincere to 
one another; but we must not be silent 
and withhold a word of sympathy 
whenever one of us cannot grant what 
the other requires. I know that you 
are embarrassed and in want ; and not- 
withstanding all my friendship, I can- 
not aid you. You know that the Jew 
Israel demands the sum which I borrowed 
of him ; and it is not in your powei 
to return it, although it is very incon- 
venient for me, and very painful to you. 
But shall we, because we are needy, 
make ourselves poor also? Shall we, 
because we have no money, have no 
friendship either ? " 

"No, my dear, my great, my good 
lady," exclaimed Schiller, his counte- 
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nance radiant with joj. No, we will 
strengthen and console onrselves with 
friendship, and it mnst compensate ns 
for all else. Oh, how poor and needy 
one would he in the possession of 
millions, without love and friendship! 
I, however, am rich, for I have dear 
friends—" 

" And have, perhaps, besides friends, 
the precious treasure of a sweetheart ? 
Oh, Schiller, how very prettily you 
blush, and how conscious you look. 
In love — once more in love ! But in 
love with whom, my poet, with one or 
with two? And is the dear one's name 
Margaret, or Charlotte, or Laura, or — " 

" Enough, enough," cried Schiller, 
langhing, " the dear one's name is Love, 
and I seek her everywhere, and think I 
find her in every noble and beautiful fe- 
male face that wears the smile of inno- 
cence and the dignity of beauty, that 
meets my gffze. My heart is thrown 
open to permit Love to enter as a victo- 
rious queen, and take possesion of the 
throne of beauty which I have erected 
in its sanctuary at the side of the altar of 
friendship, on which you refgn supreme, 
ray dear Madame Wolzogen, my second 
mother! Ah, how I thank you for 
having come ! Your loving hand has 
removed from my soul the load of shame 
and humiliation, and I once more feel 
light and free ; and I can now speak to 
you about these disagreeable money 
matters with calmness. No, no, do not 
forbid me, my dear lady, but let me 
speak on. Listen ! I have been äck 
throughout almost the entire past year. 
Gnawing disquiet and uncertainty in re- 
gard to my prospects have retarded my 
recovery. This alone is the reason why 
so many of my plans have miscarried, 
and I have not been able to work and 
earn as much as I hoped. But I have 
now marked out my future course after 
mature consideration. And, if I am not 
disturbed on my way, my future is 
secured. I am putting my affairs in order 



and will soon be in a condition to pay 
all ray debts. I only require a little 
time, until my plans begin to work. If 
I am hampered now, I am hampered for- 
ever. This week I will commence edit- 
ing a journal, the Bhenüh Thalia. It 
will be published by subscription ; and 
a helping hand has been extended to me 
from many places. The journal will be 
a success, and I shall derive from it a 
certain income which will be sufficient 
for my support. Prom the proceeds of 
my theatrical pieces I shall be able to 
pay off my debts by degrees, and above 
all, my debt to you, my friend. I 
solemnly promise to pay you the entire 
amount, in instalments, by the end of 
next year, and I will make out three 
drafts which shall certainly be honored 
when due. Do not smile incredulously, 
my dear lady, but depend upon my as- 
surances. I am certain that God will 
give me health to attain this noble 
aim." * 

" My friend," said Madame Wolzogen, 
with emotion, "may God give you health 
and strength, not to enable you to pay 
this little debt, but to enable you to pay 
the great debt you owe the world 1 For 
the world requires of you that you use 
the great capital of poetry and mind 
with which God has intrusted you, as 
the talent which shall bear interest to 
the joy of mankind and your own honor 
and renown. It is a high and difficult 
calling for which God has chosen you. 
You must march in advance of humanity 
as its ^et and priest., proclaiming and 
sympathizing with its sorrows and suf- 
ferings, and awakening that enthusiasm 
which leads to action and promotes 
happiness. Ever keep your noble ends 
in view, my friend, and when the little 
cares of life annoy you, disregard them, 
as the lion does the insects that fly 
around his head, and which he could 
destroy with a single blow of his paw, 

*Schmer'B own wordi.— See " BelaUooB to 
ParentB," etc. p. 463. 
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did he deem it worth the trouble. And 
now that we have come to an under- 
standing, and know what we are and 
intend to remain to each other, and as 
my time has expired, I must leave you, 
for my sister is awaiting me. Farewell, 
Frederick! Give me your hand once 
more, and noy^, hand in hand, let us vow 
true friendship, that friendship which is 
never dumb, but imparts to the sister 
soul its joys and sorrows." 

" So let it be," said Schiller, earnestly. 
" In joy and in sorrow I will ever turn 
to you, my friend, and second mother ; 
and I now beg you never to doubt me. 
You were, are now, and always will be, 
equally dear to my heart. I can never 
be faithless to you, although circum- 
stauces and fate might make me appear 
so outwardly. Never withdraw your 
love from me. You must and will learn 
to know me well, and you will then, 
perhaps, love me a little better. Let 
nothing impair a friendship so pure, 
sealed under the eye of God.* And be 
assured I will always love you with the 
tenderness of a son, although you would 
not permit me to become your son. I 
do not reproach you, because I knew 
you were right. 1 am at the starting- 
point of my career, and dare not yet 
stretch out my hand after the woman I 
love I" 

Henrietta von Wolzogenlaid her hand 
on Schiller's shoulder and looked smil- 
ingly into his large blue eyes. 

"After the woman you love?" she 
whispered. " You, dear boy, admit 
that the woman you love has not yet 
been found, and that for the present 
your heart is playing blind-man's-buff 
with all the pretty young women ? For 
instance, my daughter Charlotte is al- 
most forgotten, because the beautiful 
Madame Vischerin has such lovely eyes 
and converses so agreeably. Then we 
have Margaret Schwan, whom Schiller 

* Schillerte own words to Henrietta yon Wolzo- 
gen.— See " BelaUons," etc., p. 453. 



would now certainly love to the exclu- 
sion of all others, if, fortunately or un- 
fortunately, Madame Charlotte von Kalb 
had not been sojourning in Mannheim 
for the last few weeks. She is certainly 
not exactly beautiful, but then she has 
such eyes ; eyes that glow like a crater 
of passion, and her words are flaming 
rockets of enthusiasm. This, of course, 
charms the young poet ; he stands hesi- 
tating between Margaret and Charlotte ; 
and will at last, because he does not 
know whether to turn to the right 
or to the left, walk straight on, and look 
farther for the lady of his love. Fare- 
well, Schiller, you faithful friend, you 
faitJiful lover I Farewell I " 

And waving her band as a last adieu, 
Madame von Wolzogen left the room. 
Schiller cast a confused and troubled 
look after her. 

" Can she be right ? " he murmured. 
"Have I really a heart that only seizes 
upon an object to relax its hold again ? 
Where is the solution of this enigma ? 
Have I ever loved, and is my heart so 
fickle that it can hold fast to nothing? " 

He walked to and fro in his little room 
with great strides, his brow clouded and 
his eyes looking inward, endeavoring to 
unravel the mysteries of his heart. 

" No," he said, after a pause. " No, 
I am not fickle. To her who loved me 
I would hold firmly in love for ever and 
ever. But here is the difficulty I I 
have never found a woman who could 
or would love me. My heart longs for 
this sweet interchange of thought ; and 
new sources of happiness and enthusiasm 
would be opened to me if this ardently- 
wished-for woman would but appear! 
It seems the poor, ugly, and awkward 
Frederick Schiller is not worthy of such 
happiness, and must be contented with 
having had a modest view of love in the 
distance, like Moses of the promised 
land, without ever having entered its 
holy temple." 

With a sigh, Schiller threw himself 
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in the chair before the table and covered 
his quivering face with his hands. But 
he soon let them fall, and shook his 
head with an energetic movement. 

"Away with sensitiveness! " said he, 
almost angrily, " I must accustom my- 
self to be happy on earth without hap- 
piness. And if I have no sweetheart, 
I have friends who love me, aild the 
friendship of a noble soul can well con- 
sole me for the denied love of a perhaps 
fickle heart. For he who can call but 
one soul on earth his friend is blessed, 
and sits at the round-table of the gods. 
My poor Posa, I will learn from you, and 
will infuse into you my own feelings. 
You had but one friend on earth, and 
the love you could give to no woman 
you bestowed upon humanity, upon your 
people. I also will open my heart to 
humanity, and one woman I will love 
above all others, and her name shall be 
Germania ! I will serve her, and belong 
to her, and love her as Jong as I live. 
Hear my vow, ye Muses and gods I Ger- 
mania is my love. I will be her poet 
and her servant ; on bended knees I will 
worship her ; I will raise her to the skies, 
and never falter in my devotion, for to 
^her belong the holiest impulses of heart 
and soul alike. And now, Frederick 
Schiller, be resolute, be strong and joy- 
ful. You are Germania's lover and her 
son. Determine to do what is good and 
great, throughout your lifetime, to her 
honor and renown 1 Take up the pen, 
Frederick Schiller I The pen is the 
sword with which you must fight and 
conquer! " 

He took the pen and held it aloft ; 
his eyes sparkled with enthusiasm, and 
on liis smiling lips a silent prayer trem- 
bled. 

The deep silence was again unbroken, 
save by the rustling of the pen as it 
glided over the paper. The Muses gath- 
ered round the poet and smiled on his 
labors. 



CHAPTER IV. 

JOY AND BOBBOW. 

How long he had sat there and writ- 
ten he knew not, he only knew that 
these had been happy moments of action 
and creation ; that his heart had been 
full of bliss and his soul overflowing 
with enthusiasm, and that his high 
thought had found expression in words. 
He felt that, like a god, he was creating 
human beings who lived, moved, and 
suffered before him. But alas ! he was 
doomed to descend from the serene 
heights of poetry to the dusty earth ; the 
cares of life were about to recall him 
from the bright sphere of poetical vis- 
ions. 

His door was violently thrown open, 
and Oswald Schwelm rushed in, pale 
and breathless. 

"Help me, for God's sake, Schiller! 
Hide me ! J have recognized him ! He 
has just turned into this street, followed 
by two constables." 

"Who? Of whom do you speak? 
Who pursues you ? " exclaimed Schiller, 
bounding from his seat. 

" The hard-hearted creditor from Stutt- 
gart. Some one has advised him that 
I have come to Mannheim, and he has 
followed me with his warrant, deter- 
mined to arrest me here. Of this I felt 
assured when I saw him accompanied 
by the two constables ; but, hoping that I 
had not been perceived, I ran hastily to 
your room, and now, Schiller, I implore 
you to rescue me from my pursuers, 
from my unmerciful creditor; to pre- 
serve my freedom and protect me from 
arrest." 

"That I win do," said Schiller, with 
an air of determination and defiance ; 
and he stood erect and held up his hand 
as if threatening the invisible enemy. 
" You shall suffer no more on my ac- 
count; you shall not be robbed of your 
freedom." 
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" Be still, iny friend I I think I hear 
steps and whispering Toices ontside the 
door. Hide me 1 for God^s sake, hide 
me, or — " 

Too late I too late I The door is opened 
awl the cruel creditor enters, accompa- 
nied by two constables. 

Schiller uttered a cry of rage, sprang 
like a chafed lion at the intruder, caught 
hold of him, shook him, and pressed 
him back to the door. 

" What brings you here, sir ? How 
can you justify this intrusion ? how dare 
you cross this threshold without my 
permission ? " 

To the stormy questions addressed to 
him by Schiller, with a threatening look 
and knitted brow, the man replied by a 
mute gesture toward the two constables, 
who, with a grave official air, were walk- 
ing toward Oswald Schwelm, who had 
retired to the farthest corner of the 
room. 

" Mr. Oswald Schwelm, we arrest you 
in the name of the Superior Court of 
Mannheim, by virtue of this warrant, 
made out by the judicial authorities in 
Stuttgart ; and transferred, at the request 
of Mr. Richard, to the jurisdiction of the 
authorities in Mannheim. By virtue of 
the laws of this city we command you 
to follow us without offering any resist- 
' ance whatsoever." 

" You have heard it, Mr. Schiller," 
said the printer Richard, emphatically. 
'' I have a perfect right to enter this room 
to arrest my debtor." 

"No, bloodsucker I " cried Schiller, 
stamping the floor with his foot. " No, 
you have not the right. You are a bar- 
barian, for you desire to deprive a man 
of his liberty of whom you know that 
he owes you nothing I " 

" He made himself responsible for the 
payment of a sum of three hundred 
florins ; the sum is due, and Mr. Schwelm 
must either pay or go to prison." 

" God help me!" cried Schiller, trem- 
bling with anger, and deathly pale with 



agitation. " Give me patience that I 
may not crush this monster in my right- 
eous indignation. I will be calm and 
humble, I will beg and implore, for 
something high and noble is at stake, 
the liberty of a man I Be tranquil, 
friend Schwelm; this man shall not 
carry out his base intention, he shall not 
arrest you here in my room. This room 
is my house, my castle, and no one shall 
violate its sanctity. Out with you, you 
cruel creditor, ye minions of the law I 
You can stand before my door and await 
your prey like blood-hounds, but you 
shall not lay hands on this noble game 
until it leaves this sanctuary and crosses 
this threshold. Out with you, I say ! 
If you love life, leave quickly. Do you 
not see that I am fllled with the holy 
wrath of outraged humanity ? Do you 
not feel that my hands will destroy you 
if^you do not go, and go instantly ? " 

He threw up his arms, and clinched 
his fists ; and, his eyes flaming, and his 
angry countenance beautiful with in- 
ward agitation, he was about to rush 
upon the men who had taken hold of 
Oswald Schwelm, and now looked on 
in confusion and terror. But Oswald 
Schwelm had, in the mean while, liber-, 
ated himself from their grasp, and now 
seized Schiller's arm and held him back, 
gently entreating him to let the law take 
its course and leave him to his fate. Ho 
then turned to the officers and begged 
them to forget Mr. Schiller's offensive 
words, uttered in anger; he admitted 
that they were perfectly in the right, 
and he was ready to yield to stem ne- 
cessity and accompany them. 

As Oswald Schwelm approached the 
door, Schiller thrust him back, exclaim- 
ing in loud and threatening tones : " I 
will permit no one to pass this threshold. 
If you will not leave without him, you 
shall all remain here ; and my room, the 
room of a Gennan poet, shall be the pris- 
on of the noble German man, who is 
guilty of nothing but — " 
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" But not having paid the money he 
owes me," interposed Mr. Richard, " the 
money which he should have paid a 
year ago. Since then he has heen 
continually putting me off with empty 
promises and evasions. I am tired of 
all this, will put up with it no longer, 
and am determined to resort to extreme 
measures. Oificers of the law, do your 
duty, arrest this man, and pay no atten- 
tion to the boastful words of Mr. Schil- 
ler. He is a poet, and poets are not so 
particular in their words. One must 
just let them talk on without heeding 
what they say ! Forward now, for- 
ward I " 

" Xo, no, Oswald," cried Schiller, 
trembling with anger. " Come to me, 
Oswald, hold fast to me. They shall 
never tear you from my side. No, never I 
— ^no, never ! " 

" "What is going on here, who uttered» 
tliat cry ? " asked a loud, manly voice, 
and the broad, well-conditioned body 
of a man who was plainly dressed, and 
whose face wore an expression of good- 
nature and kindliness, appeared in the 
doorway. 

" Herr Hölzel," exclaimed Schiller, 
with relief. " My landlord, God sends 
you to our aid ! " 

"What's the matter? What can I do," 
asked Hölzel ? "I came down from the 
floor above, and in passing your door I 
heard a noise and disturbance, and my 
Mr. Schiller cry out. * Well,' thinks I, 
'Imust go in and see what's going on.' " 

"And I will reply — I will tell you 
what is going on, my dear Hölzel," said 
Schiller, with flashing eyes. " We have 
here an anmercifal creditor and rude 
minions of the law, who dare to enter 
my room in pursuit of a friend who 
has fled to me from Stuttgart for help ; 
to me who am the miserable cause 
of all his misfortunes. Good Oswald 
Schwelm pledged himself to make good 
the payment of three hundred florins to 
the printer who printed my first work, 



* The Robbers.' At that time we anti- 
cipated bidlliant success; we dreamed 
«that *The Robbers' was a golden seed 
from which a rich harvest would be gath- 
ered. We have erred, and my poor 
friend here is now called upon to pay for 
his error with his freedom." 

"But he shall not," said Mr. Hölzel, 
with vivacity, as he laid his broad hand 
on Schiller's shoulder. "I will not 
suffer it ; your good friend shall have 
made no miscalculations. Now, Mr. 
Schiller, you know very well how fond 
I am of * The Robbers,' and that I see 
the piece whenever it is given here in 
Mannheim, and cry my eyes out over 
Iffland, when he does Charles Moor so 
beautifully; and I so much admire those 
fine fellows the robbers, and Spiegel- 
berg, who loves his captain dearly 
enough to die for him a thousand times. 
I will show you, Schiller, that I have 
learned something from the noble Spie- 
gelberg, and that the high-minded rob- 
ber captain is my model. I am not rich, 
certainly, and cannot do as he did when 
his money gave out, and take it forcibly 
from the rich on the public highways, 
but I can scrape together funds enough 
to help a good man out of trouble, and 
do a service to the author of ' The Rob- 
bers I ' " 

"What do you say, my friend? 
What is it you will do ? " asked Schiller, 
joyfully. 

" With your permission, I will lend 
Mr. Schwelm, with whose family in 
Stuttgart I am well acquainted, and 
who, I know, will repay me, the sum of 
three hundred florins for two years, at 
the usual rate of interest— that is, if he 
will accept it." 

" I will accept it with pleasure," said 
Oswald Schwelm, heartily grasping 
Hölzel's proffered hand. "Yes, I ac- 
cept the money with joy, and I give 
you my word of honor that I will re- 
turn it at the expiration of that time." 

" I believe you," said Hölzel, cordial* 
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Ij, ." for he wlio promoted the publica- 
tion of *The Robbers' by giving his 
money for that purpose', is sarely too' 
good, and too noble to defrand his 
fellow-man. Oome down into my oflBce 
with me. Business should be done in 
an orderly manner," said he, as he 
laughingly surveyed the room, in which 
nothing was in its proper place, but 
every thing thrown around in the great- 
est disorder. " Things are not exactly 
orderly here ; and I don't believe there 
would be room enough on that table to 
count out the three hundred florins." 

"Very true," said Schiller, smiling. 
"But you must also consider, Hölzel, 
that the table has never had occasion to 
prepare itself for the reception of three 
hundred florins." 

"I, unfortunately, know very well 
that the managers of the theatres do not 
pay the poet as they should," said 
Hölzel, contemptuously. "They pay 
him but a paltry sum for his magnifi- 
cent works. Tell me, Schiller, is what 
Mr. Schwan told me yesterday true; 
did the Manager von Thalberg really 
give you but eight louis d'ors for your 
tragedy, *Fiesco?'" 

"Yes, it is trne, Hölzel, and I can 
assure you that this table, for my three 
tragedies, has not yet groaned under 
the weight of three hundred florins. 
And this may in some measure excose 
me in your eyes for what has occurred." 

" Ko excuse is necessary," said Höl- 
zel, good-hum oredly. "Oome, gentle- 
men, let us go 4own and attend to our 
business. Above all things, Mr. Printer- 
of-the-Robbers, send your constables 
away. They have nothing more to do 
here, and only offend the eye with their 
presence. And now we will count out 
the money, and satisfy the warrant." 

" And make out a note of indebted- 
ness to you, you worthy helper in time 
of trouble," said Oswald Schwelm, as 
he followed the printer and constables 
out of the room. 



Schiller was also about to follow, but 
Hölzel gently pushed him back. " It 
is not necessary for you to accom- 
pany us, Mr. Schiller. What has the 
poet to do with such matters, and why 
should you waste your precious time ? 
We can attend to our. money matters 
without you; and I am not willing 
that this harpy of a printer should 
any longer remain in your presence." 

" My dear friend," exclaimed Schiller, 
with emotion, "what a kind, noble 
fellow you are, and how well it be- 
comes you to do good and generous ac- 
tions in this simple, unostentatious 
manner 1 You have freed me from a 
heavy burden to-day, and relieved my 
soul of much care; and if my next 
drama succeeds well, you can say to 
yourself that you are the cause, and 
that you have helped me in my work I " 
• " Great help, indeed," laughed the 
architect. " I can build a pretty good 
house, but of your theatrical pieces I 
know nothing at all ; and no one would 
believe me if I should say I had helped 
Frederick Schiller in his tragedies. 
Nor is it necessary that they should. 
Only keep a kind remembrance of me 
in your heart, that is renown enough 
for me, although men should hear 
nothing about the poor architect, 
Hölzel." 

"My friend," said Schiller, in an 
earnest, solemn voice, " if I am really a 
poet, and the German nation at some 
future day recognizes, loves, and honors 
me as such, you also wül not be for- 
gotten, and men will keep your name in 
good remembrance; for what a good 
man does in love and kindness to a 
poet, is not lost. Children and grand- 
children will praise his good action, as 
if he had done it to themselves, and 
will call him the nation's benefactor, 
because he was the poet's benefactor. 
May this be your reward, my friend I I 
wish this for your sake and for my 
own. And now go, for my heart is 
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fiUed with tears, and I feel them rush- 
ing to my eyes I " 

Hölzel had abeady passed out, and 
gently closed the door, and did 
not hear these last words. No one 
saw Schiller's gushing tears; no one 
heard the sohs which escaped his 
breast; no one witnessed the struggle 
with himself, with the humiliation, 
sorrows, and distress of life; no ear 
heard him complain sadly of want and 
poverty, the only inheritance of the 
German poet I 

But Frederick Schiller's soul of fire 
soon rose above such considerations. 
His glance^ which had before been tear- 
fully directed to the present, now 
pierced the fnture ; and he saw on 
the distant heights, on the temple of 
renown, inscribed in golden letters, 
the name Feedebiob: Sohilleb. 

"I am a poet," he cried, exultingly» 
" and more * by the grace of God ' than 
kings or princes are. If earth belongs 
to them, heaven is mine. While they 
are regaled at golden tables, I am 
feasted at the table of the gods with 
ambrosia and nectar 1 What matter, if 
poets are beggars on earth — if they are 
not possessed of riches ? They should 
not complain^ Have they not the God- 
given capital of mind and poetry in- 
trusted to them, that it may bear in- 
terest in their works? And, though 
the man must sometimes hunger, a 
bountiful repast awaits the poet on the 
heights of Olympus I With this thought 
I will console myself," he added, in a 
loud voice, **and will proclaim it to 
others for their consolation. I will 
write a poem on this subject, and its 
name shall be, 'The Partition of the 
Earth!'" 

He walked to the table, and noted 
this title in his diary with a few hasty 
strokes of the pen. 

He now wished to return to his 
tragedy. But the Muses had been 
driven from this consecrated ground by 



discordant earthly sounds, and were now 
not disposed to return at his bidding, 
and the poet's thoughts lacked buoy- 
ancy and enthudasm. 

"It is useless," exclaimed Schiller, 
throwing his pen aside. "The tears 
wrung from my heart by earthly sor- 
row have extinguished the heavenly fire, 
and all is cold within me! Where 
shall I find the holy, soul-kindling 
spark ? " 

"In her," responded a voice in his 
heart. "In Charlotte von Kalb I 
Yes, this fair young woman, this im- 
passioned soul will again enliven arid 
inspire me. She understands poetry; 
and all that is truly beautiful and 
great finds an echo in her heart. I 
will go to Charlotte 1 I will read her 
the first two acts of my ' Carlos,' and 
her delight will kindle anew the fire of 
enthusiasm." 

He hastily rolled up his manuscript; 
and took down his hat. He cast no 
look at the dusty, dingy little mirror 
fastened to the window-frame. No 
brush touched his dishevelled hair, or 
removed the dust or stains from his 
dress. It never occurred to the poet 
to think of his outward appearance. 
What cared he for outward appear- 
ances — ^he who occupied himself ex- 
clusively with the mind? He rushed 
out of the house, and through the 
streets of the little city. The people 
he met greeted him with reverence, 
and stood still to look after the tall, 
thin figure of the poet. He neither 
saw nor heeded them. His eyes were 
upturned, and his thoughts flew on 
in advance of him to Charlotte — to 
the impassioned, enthusiastic young 
woman. 

Does her heart forebode the poet's 
coming? Does the secret sympathy 
which links souls together, whisper : 
" Charlotte von Kalb, Frederick Schiller 
approaches ? " 
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OHAPTEE V. 

OHABLOTTB TOST KA£B. 

She was sitting at the window of the 
handsomelj-fiirnished room which she 
used as a parlor. She had just com- 
pleted her elegant and tastefal toilet; 
and when the mirror reflected the image 
of a young woman of twenty, with light 
hair, slightly powdered, a high, thought- 
ful forehead, and remarkably large and 
luminous black eyes, and the tall, grace- 
ful figure, attired in a rich and heavy 
woollen dress of light blue, Charlotte 
von Ealb turned from the beautiful 
yision with a sigh. 

"I am well worthy of being loved, 
and yet no one loves me I No one! 
Keither the husband, forced upon me 
by my family, nor my sister, who only 
think» of the unhappiness of her own 
married life, nor any other relative. I 
am alone. The husband who should be 
at my side, is far away at the court of 
the beautiful Queen of France. The 
sister lives with her unloved husband 
on her estates. I am alone, entirely 
alone! Ah, this solitude of the heart 
is cheerless, for my heart is filled with 
enthusiasm, and longing for love ! '' 

She shuddered as she uttered these 
words, and turned her eyes with a 
startled, anxious look to the little pic- 
ture which, together with several 
others, hung on the window-frame. 
She slowly walked forward and gazed 
at it long and thoughtfully. It was 
only a plain black silhouette of a head 
taken in profile. But how expressive 
was this profile, how magnificent the 
high, thoughtful forehead, how proud 
the sharply-defined nose, how eloquent 
the swelling lips, and how powerful the 
massive chin ! It would have been evi- 
dent to any observer, that this picture 
represented the head of a man of great 
intellect, although he had not seen, 



written underneath, the name Tred^rick 
Schiller! 

" Frederick Schiller," — whispered 
Charlotte, with a sigh, — "Frederick 
Schiller!" 

Her lips said nothing more, bat an 
anxious voice kept on whispering and 
lamenting in her heart; and she lis- 
tened to this whispering, and gazed va- 
cantly out into the street ! 

The door-bell rang and roused Char- 
lotte von Kalb from her dreams. Some 
one has entered the house ! She hopes 
he is not coming to see her I She does 
not wish to see any one, for no one will 
come whom she cares to see ! 

Some one knocks loudly at the door; 
a crimson glow suffuses itself over Char- 
lotte's cheeks, for she knows this knock, 
and it echoes so loudly in her heart, that 
she is incapable of answering it. 

The knocking is heard for the second 
time, and a sudden unaccountable terror 
takes possession of Charlotte's heart; 
she flies through the room and into her 
boudoir, closing the door softly behind 
her. But she remains standing near it, 
and hears the door open, and the foot- 
steps of a man entering ; and then she 
hears his voice as he calls to the ser- 
vant: "Madame von Kalb is not here! 
Go and. say that I beg to be permitted 
to see her." 

Oh, she recognizes this voice! — the 
voice of Frederick Schiller; and it 
pierces her soul like lightning, and 
makes her heart quake. 

It may not be ! No, Charlotte ; by all 
that is holy, it may not be ! Think of 
your duty, do not forget it for a mo- 
ment ! Steel your heart, make it strong 
and firm ! Cover your face with a mask, 
an impenetrable mask! No one must 
dream of what is going on in your breast 
— ^he least of all ! 

A knock is heard at the door leading 
to h^r bedchamber. It is her maid 
coming to announce that Mr. Schiller 
awaits her in the reception-room. 
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" Tell him to be kind enough to wait 
a few minutes. I will come directly." 

After a few minutes had expired, 
Charlotte von Kalb entered the recep- 
tion-room with a clear brow and smil- 
ing countenance. Schiller had advanced 
to meet her, and, taking the taperiug 
little hand which she extended, he 
pressed it fervently to his lips. 

" Charlotte, my friend, I come to you 
because my heart is agitated with stormy 
thoughts, for I know that my fair friend 
understands the emotions of the heart." 

''Emotions of the heart, Schiller?" 
she asked, laughing loudly. " Have we 
come to that pass again ? Already an- 
other passion besides the beautiful Mar- 
garet Schwan and the little Charlotte 
von Wolzogen ? " 

He looked up wonderingly, and their 
eyes met ; Charlotte's cheeks grew paler 
in spite of her efforts to retain the 
laughing expression she had assumed. 

"How strangely yon speak to-day, 
Charlotte, and how changed your voice 
sounds I " 

" I have taken, cold, my friend," said 
she, with a slight shrug of her shoul- 
ders. "You know very well that I 
cannot stand the cold ; it kills me I But 
it was not to hear this you came to see 
me?" 

"ITo, that is very true," replied 
Schiller, in confusion. " I did not come 
for that purpose. I — why are your 
hands so cold, Charlotte, and why have 
you given- me no Word of welcome ? " 

" Because you have not yet given me 
an opportunity to do so," she said, 
smiling. " It really looks as if you had 
come to-day rather in your capacity of 
regimental surgeon, to call on a patient, 
than as a poet, to visit an intimate ac- 
quaintance." 

"An intimate acquaintance! " ex- 
claimed Schiller, throwing her hand 
ungently from him. "Charlotte, will 
you then be nothing more to me than 
an intimate acquaintance ? " 



" Well, then, a good friend," she said 
quietly. " But let us not quarrel about 
terms, Schiller. We very weU know 
what we are to each other. Yoa 
should at least know that my heart 
sympathizes with all that concerns you. 
And now tell me, my dear friend, what 
brings you here at this unusual hour? 
It must be something extraordinary that 
induces the poet Schiller to leave his 
study at this hour. Well, have I 
guessed right ? Is it something ex- 
traordinary?" 

" I don't know," replied Schiller, in 
some confusion. 

" You don't know I " exclaimed Char- 
lotte, with a peal of laughter, which 
seemed to grate on Schiller's ear, for he 
recoiled sensitively, and his brow dark- 
ened. 

"I cannot account for the sudden 
change that has come over me," said 
Schiller, thoughtfully. "I came with 
a full, confiding heart, Charlotte, long- 
ing to see you, and now, all at once I 
feel that a barrier of ice has arisen 
around my heart ; your strangely cold 
and indifferent manner has frozen me 
to the core." 

" You are a child ; that is to say, you 
are a poet. Come, my poet, let us not 
quarrel about words and appearance; 
whatever my outward manner may be, 
you know that I am sound and true at 
heart. And now I see why you came. 
That roll of paper is a manuscript 1 
i'rederick Schiller has come, as he 
promised- to do a few days ago, to read 
his latest poem to the admirer of his 
muse. You made a mystery of it, and 
would not even tell me whether your 
new work w^ a tragedy or a poem. 
And now you have come to impart this 
secret. Is it not so, Schiller? " 

"Yes, that was my intention," he 
replied, sadly. " I wished to read, to a 
sympathizing and loved friend, the bo- 
ginning of a new tragedy, but — " 

" No * but ' whatever," she exclaimed, 
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interruptiDg him. "Let me see the 
manuscript at once I " and she tripped 
lightly to the chair on which he had 
deposited his hat and the roH of paper 
on entering the room. 

"May I open it, Schiller ? "—and 
when he bowed assentingly, she tore 
off the cover with trembling hands and 
read, " Don Carlos, Infanta of Spain ; a' 
Tragedy." — "Oh, my dear Schiller, a 
new tragedy 1 Oh, my poet, my dear 
poet, what a pleasure! how delight- 
Mi" 

"Oh," cried Schiller, exultingly; 
" this is once more the beautiful voice, 
once more the enthusiastic glance I 
Welcome, Charlotte, a thousand wel- 
comes 1 " 

He rushed forward, seized her hand, 
and pressed it to his lips. She did not 
look at him, but gazed fixedly at the 
manuscript which she still held in her 
hand, and repeated, in a low voice, 
"Don Cai-los, Infanta of Spain." 

"Yes, and I wiU now read this In- 
fanta, that is, if you wish to hear it, 
Charlotte?" 

" How can you ask, Schiller ? Quick, 
seat yourself opposite me, and let us 
begin." 

She seated herself on the little sofa, 
and, when Schiller turned to go after a 
chair, she hastily and noiselessly pressed 
a kiss on the manuscript, which she held 
in her hand. 

When SchiUer returned with the 
chair, the manuscript lay on the table, 
and Charlotte sat before him in perfect 
composure. 

Schiller began to read the first act of 
" Don Carlos " to his " friend," in an ele- 
vated voice, with pathos and with fiery 
emotion, and entirely carried away by 
the power of his own composition I 

But bis friend and auditor did not 
seem to participate in this rapture 1 
Her large black eyes regarded the 
reader intently. At first her looks ex- 
pressed lively sympathy, but by degrees 



this expression faded away ; ^e became 
restless, and at times, when Schiller 
declaimed in an entirely too loud and 
grandiloquent manner, a stealthy smile 
played about her lips. Schiller had fin- 
ished reading, and laid his manuscript 
on the table; he now turned to his 
friend, his eyes radiant with enthusiasm. 
" And now, my dear, my only friend, 
give me your opinion, honestly and sin- 
cerely I What do you think of my 
work?" 

" Honestly and sincerely ? " she in- 
quired, her lips twitching with the same 
smile. 

" Yes, my friend, I beg yon to do 
so." 

"Well, then, my friend," she ex- 
claimed, with a loud and continuous 
peal of laughter; " well, then, my dear 
Schiller, I must teU you, honestly and 
sincerely, that ' Don Carlos ' is the very 
worst you have ever written J " 

Schiller sprang up from his chair, 
horror depicted in his countenance. 
" Your sincere opinion ? " 

" Yes, my sincere opinion I " said 
Charlotte von Kalb, still laughing. 

"No," cried Schiller, angrily, "this 
is too bad ! " 

Schiller seized his hat, and, without 
taking the slightest notice of Charlotte, 
left the room, slamming the door behind 
him.* 

With great strides, he hurried 
through the streets, chagrin and resent- 
ment in his heart ; and . yet so dejected, 
so full of sadness, that he could have 
cried out with pain and anguish against 
himself and against the whole world. 

When he saw acquaintances ap- 
proaching, he turned into a side street 
to avoid them. He wished to see no 
one ; he was not in a condition to speak 
on indifferent subjects. 

He reached his dwelling, passed np 
the stairway, and into the room, which 

* This scene is historically exact. 
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he had left in so lofty a frame of mind, 
dispirited and cast down. 

"It is all in vain, all in vain," he 
cried, dashing his hat to the floor. 
"The gold I helieved I had found, 
proves to be nothing but glimmering 
coals that have now died out Oh, 
Frederick Schiller, what is to become 
of you — what can you do with this un- 
real enthusiasm burning in your soul ?•" 

He rushed excitedly to and fro in his 
little room, striking the books, which 
lay around on the floor in genial dis- 
order, so violently with his foot, that 
they flew to the farthest comers of the 
chamber. 

He thrust his hands wildly into his 
disordered hair, tearing off the ribbon 
which confined his queue, and struck 
with his clinched fist the miserable 
little table which he honored with the 
name of his writing-desk. 

These paroxysms of fury, of glowing 
anger— eruptions of internal desolation 
and despair — were not of rare occur- 
rence in the life of the poor, tormented 
poet. 

" My father was right," he cried, in 
his rage. " I am an inflated fool, 
who over-estimates himself, and boasts 
of great prospects and expectations 
which are never to be realized 1 Why 
did I not listen to his wise counsel? 
why did I not remain the regimental 
surgeon, and ci'onch submissively at the 
feet of my tyrant ? Why was I such a 
simpleton as to desire to do any thing 
better than apply plasters I I imagined 
myself invited to the table of the gods, 
whereas I am only worthy to stand as 
a lackey at the table of my Duke, and 
eat the hard crust of duty and sub- 
serviency ! She laughed ! Laughed at 
my poem! All these words, these 
thoughts that had blossomed up from 
the depths of my heart ; all these forms 
to whom I had given spirit of ray 
spirit, life of my life; all this had no 
other effect than to excite laughter — 



laughter over my tragedy ! Oh, Char- 
lotte, Charlotte, why have yon done 
this?" 

And he again thrust his hands 
violently into his hair, and sank groan- 
ing into his chair. 

" I am unhappy, very unhappy ! I be- 
lieved I could conquer d world, and 
have not yet conquered a single human 
heart 1 I hoped to acquire honor, re- 
nown, and a competency by the cre- 
ative power of my talents, and am but 
a poor, nameless man, tormented by 
creditors, by misery, and want, who 
must at last admit that he placed a 
false estimate on his abilities. Truly I 
am unhappy, very unhappy I Entirely 
alone ; none who loves or understands 
mel" 

Deep sighs escaped his breast, and 
tears stood in the eyes that looked up 
reproachfully toward heaven. 

As he lowered his eyes, he looked 
towards the writing-table — ^the writing- 
table Ät which he had spent so many 
hours of the night in hard work; at 
which he had written, thought, and 
suffered so much. 

" In vain, all in vain I Nothing but 
illusion and disappointment I If what 
I have "written with my heart's blood 
excites laughter, I am no poet, am not 
one of the anointed I It were better 
I had copied deeds and written recipes, 
instead of tragedies, for a living, and — " 

He ceased speaking as he observed a 
letter and package, which the carrier 
had brought and deposited on his table 
during his absence. 

A simple letter would have excited 
no pleasure or curiosity; yes, would 
even have filled him with consternation, 
for the letters he was in the habit of re- 
ceiving only caused humiliation and 
pain. They were either from dunning 
creditors, from his angry father, or 
from theatre-managers, rejecting his 
" Fiesco," as useless, and not adapted to 
the stage. 
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But besido this letter lay a package ; 
and the letter which SchiUer now took 
from the table bore the postmark 
Leipsic. From LeipsicI Who could 
write to him? who could send hira a 
package from that city? Who had 
ever sent him any thing but rejected 
manuscripts and theatrical pieces ? 

" Ah, that was it I " He had also 
l^ent his " Fiesco " to the director of the 
theatre at Leipsic, and this gentleman 
had now returned it with a polite letter 
of refusal. Of course, it could be noth- 
ing else I 

He wrathfuUy broke the seal, un- 
folded the letter, and looked first at the 
signature, to assure himself that he 
had not been deceived. 

But no I This was not the name of 
the director in Leipsic; and what did 
these four signatures in different hand- 
writings mean ? There were : "0. G. 
Körner," and, beside it, '* Minna Stock ; " 
and under these names two others, "L. 
F. Huber," and "Dora Stock." 

Schiller shook his head wonderingly, 
and began to read the letter; at first 
with composure, but, as he read on, 
became agitated, and his pale cheek 
colored with pleasure. 

From the far-off Leipsic four impas- 
sioned beings wafted a greeting to the 
distant^ unknown poet. 

They wished to thank Frederick 
Schiller, they wrote, for the many de- 
lightful hours for which they were in- 
debted to him ; to thank him for the sub- 
lime poetry which had awakened the 
noblest feelings in their bosoms and fill- 
ed their hearts with enthusiasm. They, 
two bridal couples, were deeply imbued 
with love for each other, and the high 
thought and feeling of Frederick Schil- 
ler's poems had excited emotions in 
them which tended to make them better 
and happier. They wrote further, that 
nothing was wanting to complete their 
happiness but the presence of the poet 
at the consummation of their union. 



Together they had read his " Robbers," 
his "Louise Müllerin," and his "Fiasco;'' 
and while so engaged love had taken 
root in their hearts, grown and blossom- 
ed, and for all this they were indebted 
to Frederick Schiller. They therefore 
implored him to come to Leipsic on the 
wedding-day. And then in touching, 
cordial words, they told him that they 
never spoke of hira but as their deare?t 
friend and benefactor. And farther, 
they begged permission to send the ac- 
companying package as a token of their 
gratitude and the ardent admiration 
which they entertained for him in com- 
mon with every feeling heart and think- 
ing head in Germany. 

He laid the letter aside, and hastily 
opened the package, for he longed to 
see the persons who so ardently admired 
him. 

And there they were, these dear per- 
sons, in beautiful miniatures, on each of 
which the name of the painter, Haber, 
was inscribed. How charming and beau- 
tiful were the two girlish faces which 
seemed to smile upon Schiller from the 
two medallions ; how grave and thought- 
ful the head of the young man desig- 
nated as Körner ; how genial and bold 
the face of the painter Huber I But 
there was something else in the package 
besides the four portraits. There was a 
song neatly written on gilt-edged paper, 
a song from " The Robbers," and Kür- 
ner's name was given as the composer. 
Moreover, the package contained a mag- 
nificent pocket-book, worked in gold 
and silk, and embroidered in pearls ; in 
the inside he found a little note in which 
Dora and Minna had written that they 
had worked this pocket-book while their 
fianc6s read his tragedies to them. 

Schiller regarded these tokens of love 
and esteem with astonishment. It 
seemed to him that he was dreaming; 
that all this was an illusion, and conld 
not be reality. How could he, who, 
but a few hours before had experienced 
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snob, mortification and humiliation, he 
who had been ridiculed, scolded, and 
laughed at ; how could he be the happy 
recipient of such appreciation and recog- 
nition ? How was it possible that people 
with whom he was not even acquainted, 
who knew nothing of him, could send 
him a greeting, presents, and words of 
thanks ? No, no, it was all a dream, an 
illusion I But there lay the letter, yes, 
there lay the eloquent witness of truth 
and reality I Schiller seized the letter 
with trembling hands, and continued 
reading. 

"We must tell you, you great and 
noble poet, that we are indebted to you 
for the brightest and best hours of our 
life. What was good in ns you made 
better^ what w^ dark in us you made 
light ; our inmost being has been elevat- 
ed by your poems. Your sublime words 
are constantly on our lips when we are 
together. Accept our thanks, Frederick 
Schiller, accept tjie thanks of two Ger- 
man youths and two German maidens I 
Let them speak to. you in the name of 
the German nation, in the name of the 
thousands of German maidens and youths 
who sing your songs with enthusiasm, 
and whose eyes fill with tears of devo- 
tion and delight when they see your 
tragedies I " 

Tears of devotion and delight I Schil- 
ler's eyes are now filled with such tears. 
He sinks down upon his knees almost 
unconsciously, and his soul rises in in- 
spiration to God. He raises his arms 
and folds his hands as if in prayer, and 
the tearftd eye seeks and finds heaven. 

^'I thank Thee, God, that Thou hast 
blessed me with such happiness. I thank 
you, my absent friends, to whom my 
heart longs to fly. I thank you for this 
hour I I thank you, because it is the 
happiest of my life. Your loving greet- 
ing sounds on my ear like a voice in the 
desert, cheering and consoling. And I, 
who was crushed in pain and despair, 
once more aiise in renewed hope and 



happiness. OGodI when I think that 
there are, perhaps, others in this world 
besides you, the two happy couples 
who love me, who would be glad to 
know me; that, perhaps, in a hundred 
years or more, when my dust is long 
since scattered to the winds, people will 
still bless my memory, and pay it a 
tribute of tears and admiration when 
my body is slumbering in the grave; 
then, my beloved unknown friends, then 
I am proud of my mission, and am rec- 
onciled to my God and my sometimes 
cruel fate.* 

"Now I know that I am a poet," he 
exclaimed, rising from his knees and 
walking to and fro with rapid strides. 
"It was not a dream, a vain illusion! 
I am a poet! These noble souls and 
loving hearts could not have been en- 
kindled by my works if they had not 
been deeply imbued with the fire of 
poetry I I am a poet, although she 
laughed at and ridiculed me I She of 
all others; she who I thought would 
certainly understand me I " 

Schiller opened the door to admit 
some one who knocked loudly. A liver- 
ied servant entered and handed him a 
little note. 

These few words were written on the 
sheet of paper in almost illegible charac- 
ters : " I conjure you to come to me, my 
friend I I h ave something of importance 
to communicate I Be magnanimous, 
and come at once I Cha.elottk I " 

She had appealed to his magnanimity 
at a favorable moment I She had ir- 
ritated and mortified him greatly, but 
balm had been applied to the wound, 
and it no longer smarted. 

"Go, Charles, and tell Madame von 
Kalb that I will come at once I " 

Charles leaves the room, followed by 
Schiller, whose thoughts are not occu- 
pied with Charlotte on the way this 
time, but with the four friends in Leip- 



♦ Schiller's own words.— See " Belations," 
etc., p. 448. 
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sic, who love him and who did not 
langh at his ''Don Otfloe.'' These 
thoughts illnmine his eonntenanoe with 
serenitj and nohle self-conscionsness. 
He carries himself more prondlj and his 
face is hrighter and clearer than ever be- 
fore, for the recognition of his fellow-man 
has fallen upon and elevated him like 
the blessing of God. 

He enters Charlotte's dwelling and 
passes through the hall to the door of 
her room. 

Charlotte awaits him, standing at the 
open door, her eyes red with weeping, 
and yet a heavenly smile resting on her 
countenance. She beckons to him to 
enter ; and when he had done so and 
closed the door, Charlotte falls on her 
knees before him; she, the beautiful, 
high-born lady, before the poor young 
poet — but yet the poet " by the grace 
of God." '' Oh, Schüler, dear Schiller, 
can you forgive me? I appeal to you, 
the genius, the noblest of German poets, 
for forgiveness 1" 

He stooped down to her in dismay. 
" For God's sake, my lady, what are you 
doing? How can you so debase your- 
self? Stand up. I conjure you, stand 
up!" 

** Schiller, not until you have forgiven 
my error ; not until you swear that that 
horrible scene no longer excites your 
anger I " 

"I swear to you, Charlotte, that I feel 
no trace of displeasure. Good angels 
have wafted from me all irritation and 
anger with the breath of love. And 
now arise, Charlotte I Let me assist 
you with my hand." 

She took hold of the large hand 
which he extended, with her two little 
hands, and raised herself up. " Oh, my 
dear Schiller, how I have suffered, and 
yet how much delight I have experi- 
enced since your departure I How fortu- 
nate it was that you had forgotten your 
manuscript in your displeasure I I read 
it once more, to strengthen my opinion 



as to its want of merit But how oom- 
pletely had I been deceived, how mb- 
lime a poem is this tragedy, how melodi- 
ous is the flow of words, how poetic is 
the h eavenward flight of thought ! Hau 
to you, my friend, hail to your future, 
for your latest poem, your 'Don Carlos,' 
is the most beautifid you have yet writ- 
tenl" 

"Oh, Charlotte," eidakned Schiller, 
joyfully, " is it true, afeyou in earnest? 
But no, only your goodness of heart 
prompted you to utter these words. In 
your generosity you wish to soothe the 
pain your condemnation inflicted." 

"No, Schiller, I swear by all that is 
high and beautiful, by yourself by your 
poetic genius, that your * Don Carlos' 
will adorn your brow with a laurel- 
wreath of immortality. After the lapse 
of centuries this tragedy will be still prais- 
ed and esteemed as a masterpiece ; and 
the entire German nation will say witii 
pride, * Frederick Schiller was our own ! 
The poems which excited enthudasm 
and delight throughout all Europe were 
written in the German language, and 
Frederick Schiller was a German poet I ' 
Oh, could my spirit wing its flight 
earthward to hear posterity proclaim 
these words, and to sing the song of 
rejoicing on the immortal grave of him 
whom my spirit recognized and revered 
while he still trod the earth in the fle^ ! 
Schuler, something seems to tell me that 
I am the Muse destined to cooseerate 
the poet with the kiss of love and of 
pain. What can a woman give the man 
she honors above all others, and for 
whom she entertains the purest affec- 
tion, what more noble gift can she be- 
stow upon him than the kiss of conse- 
cration from her lips ? Take it, Frederick 
Schiller, poet of * Don Carlos,' take from 
my lips the kiss of consecration, the kiss 
of gratitude." 

**0h, Charlotte, my Muse, my friend, 
and let me say the grand, the divine 
word, my beloved I I thank you I " 
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He entwined her slender figure with 
his anna ; pressed her to his heart, and 
imprinted a Jong and ardent kiss npon 
her lips, then looked at her with 
sparkling eyes, and, enraptured with 
her blushing countenance, his lips 
were about to seek hers for the second 
time. 

With a quick movement, Charlotte 
withdrew from his embrace, and stepped 
back. '^ The sublime moment has 
passed," she said, with earnestness and 
dignity, "We again belong to the 
world, to reality; now, that we have 
done homage to the gods and muses, we 
must again accommodate ourselves to the 
rules and customs of the world." 

"And why, Charlotte, why should 
we do so ? Are not those rules ohaoge- 
able and fleeting ? What men denounce 
as crimes to-day, they proclaim as 
heroic deeds at some other time ; and 
what they to-day brand as vice, they 
will perhaps praise as virtue at some 
fature day. Oh, Charlotte, I love you, 
ray soul calls for you, my heart yearns 
for you. When I look upon you, all is 
feeling and blissful ei^oymeut I Let us 
unite the souls which arise above earth- 
ly feeling to divine sublimity; let us 
unite in the godlike love in which 
heart responds to heart, and soul to 
soul. Oh, do not look wonderingly at 
me with those profound and glowing 
eyes I Charlotte, have you not long 
since known and divined that I loved 
you, and you only ^ " 

" Me only," she cried, sadly. " No, 
it is not so, not me only 1 It is love 
that you love in me, and not myself. 
Oh, Schiller, beware, I pray you; for 
your own sake, beware I Take back 
your avowal. I will not have heard it, 
it shall have died away inaudibly — ^have 
been erased from my fantasy. Take it 
back — but no, rather say nothing more 
about it. Let this moment be for- 
gotten, as the last golden ray of the 
setting sun is forgotten. Let us si)eak 



to each other as we have been accus- 
tomed to do; as friends 1 " 

"Friends I" exclaimed Schiller, An- 
grily. "I say to you, with Aristotle: 

* Oh, my friends, there are no friends I ' 
At least what I feel for you, Char- 
lotte, is not friendship I It is ardent, 
passionate love I But this you cannot 
comprehend. You do not know what 
levels; your heart is cold I " 

"My heart cold ? " she repeated, with 
sparkling eyes. "I not know what 
love is! And Frederick Schiller tells 
me this! The poet's eyes are clouded I 
He does not look behind the veil, 
which the usage of the world has 
thrown over my countenance. I know 
what love is, Frederick Schiller I But 
ought I, the married woman, the wife 
of an unloved and unloving husband, 
ought I to know love? Must I not 
wipe the tear of delight from my eye, 
suppress the longing cry oA my lips, 
and erect a barrier of ice around the 
heart, that bums and glows with the 
flames which animate my whole be- 
ing, giving warmth and light, like the 
fires in the bosom of the earth ? If I 
were free, if the will of my relations 
had not forced me to the altar, where 
I fainted after my lips pronounced the 
fatal word of assent ; * if I could name 
the man I love, I would say to him : 

* Beloved, you are the life of my life, 
the heart of my heart, and the thought 
of my thought. From you I receive 
all being, and breathe all inspiration 
from your glances I Take me to your- 
self as the sea receives the drop of rain, 
absorbing it in its bosom I Let me be 
a part of your life 1 Let me fdel that 
my own being merges its identity in 
yours I I have lost myself that I may 
find myself in you. My sun sets, to 
rise again with you to the serene heights 
of bliss, of knowledge, and of poetry. 

* See Charlotte.—" For the friende of the de-' 
ceased," piinted as MS., p. 80. 
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For TIS there is no more parting on 
earth or in heaven ; for we are one, and 
by mnrder only can yon make of this 
nnion two distinct beings capable of 
going in different directions. Bnt I 
would not wander on, for separation 
from yon, my beloved, with whom I 
had been made one, would only be ac- 
complished by shedding my hearths 
blood. But my lips would not accxise 
you; they would receive the kiss of 
death in silence I Therefore, if you 
do not wish to kill me, be true, as I 
shall be unto death. ' " 

"Charlotte, heavenly being," cried 
Schiller, gazing at her radiant coun- 
tenance with astonishment and delight, 
"You stand before- me as in a halo! 
you are a Titaness; you storm the 
ramparts of heaven I " 

A smile flitted over her features, and 
she lowered the eyes, which had been 
gazing upward, again to earth, and re- 
garded Schiller earnestly and intently. 
" I have told you how I would ßpeak to 
the man I loved, if I dared. Duty for- 
bids it, however, and I must be dumb. 
But I can speak to you as a friend and 
as a sympathizing acquaintance, and re- 
joice with you over your magnificent 
work. Seat yourself at my side, Schil- 
ler, and let us talk about your 'Don 
Carlos.' " 

" No, Charlotte, not until you have 
first honestly and openly acknowledged 
why this sudden change took place, and 
how it is you are now pleased with 
what only excited your laughter a few 
hours ago ? " 

"Shall I tell you, honestly and 
openly ? " 

"Yes, my friend, henceforth every 
thing must be open and honest between 
usi" 

" Well, then, my friend, you yourself 
bear the blame." 

" Myself? How so, Charlotte ? " 

"I acknowledge it out of friendship, 
your tragedy was spoiled in the read- 



ing. You are a poet, but not an orator. 
In the heat of delivery, my friend for- 
gets that Don Carlos did not speak 
Suabian German, and that King Philip 

* halt nit aus Stuckart ist.' * And now, 
that I have told you, give me your 
hand, Schiller, and s.wear that you will 
forget my laughter I " 

" No, I wül forget nothing that you 
say or do, Charlotte ; for all that you 
do is good, and beautiful, and amiable ! 
I kiss the loved hand that stmck me, 
and would like to demand as an atone- 
ment a kiss from the cruel lips which 
laughed at me." 

"No jesting, Schiller; let us be 
grave, and discuss the future of your 

* Don Carlos.' Something great, some- 
thing extraordinary, must be done for 
this great and extraordinary workl It 
must shoot like a blazing meteor over 
the earth, and engrave its name in 
characters of flame on huts and palaces 
alike. The poet who makes kings and 
princes speak so beautifully, must him- 
self speak with kings and princes — ^must 
obtain a princely patron. And I have 
already formed a plan to effect this. 
Schiller, you must become acquainted 
with the Duke Charles August of 
Weimar, or rather he must become 
acquainted with you, and be your 
patron. Do you desire this ? " 

"And if I do," sighed Schiller, 
shrugging his shoulders, "he will 
not I He, the genial duke, who has his 
great and celebrated Goethe, and his 
Wieland, and Herder, he will not 
trouble himself much about the poor 
young Schiller. At the best, he will 
anathematize the author of ^ The Bob- 
bers,' like all the other noblemen and 
rulers, and be entirely satisfied if his 
mad poetry is shipwrecked on the rock 
of public indifference." 

" You do the noble Duke Charles and 

* A provincialism. It should be, ** ist nicht 
ans Stattgart," and means, "is not from Statt- 
gart." 
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yourself wrong," cried Charlotte, -with 
vivacity. " Charles August of Weimar 
is no ordinary prince, and you are no 
ordinary poet* You should know each 
other, because you are both extraordi- 
nary men. May I make you acquainted 
with each other? The Duke Charles 
August is coming to Darmstadt to visit 
his relations. Are you willing to go 
there and be introduced to him ? " 

" Yes, I will gladly do. so," exclaimed 
Schiller, with eagerness. "The poet 
needs a princely protector I Who 
knows whether Tasso would ever have 
written his 'Jerusalem Delivered,' if 
the Duke of Este had not been his 
friend — if he had not found. an asylum 
at the court of this prince ? If you can, 
Charlotte, and if you consider me 
wortliy of the honor, procure me this 
introduction, and the patronage of the 
Duke Charles August. May he, who 
lets the sun of his friendship shine upon 
Goethe, send down one little ray of his 
grace to warm my cold and, solitary 
chamber I I will crave but little, if the 
Duke would only interest himself in 
the interdicted ' Robbers.' This alone 
would be of great service to me." 

" He will, I hope, do more for you, 
Schiller. I know the Duke, and also 
the Landgravine of Hesse I I wül give 
you letters to both of them, and Mr. 
von Dalberg, toward whom the Duke 
is graciously inclined, will also do so. 
Oh, it will succeed, it must succeed! 
We will draw you forcibly out of the 
shade and into the light I Kot only 
the German people, but also the German 
princes, shall love and honor the poet 
Frederick Schiller ; and my hand shall 
lead him to the throne of a prince." 

"And let me kiss this fair hand," 
said Schiller, passionately. "Believe 
me, Charlotte, all your words have 
fallen like stars into my heai*t, and 
illumined it with celestial splendor I " 

" May these stars never grow pale I " 
sighed Charjotte. " May we never be 



^<K)mpas8ed with the dark night! 
But now, my friend, go ! " 

"You send me away, Charlotte? " 

"Yes, I send you away, Schiller. 
We must deal economically with the 
beautiful moments of life. Now go ! " 

On the evening of this day of so 
many varied emotions, Schiller wrote 
letters, in which he warmly thanked 
his unknown friends in Leipsic. In 
writing, he opened his heart in an un- 
reserved history of his life— so poor in 
joys, and so rich in deprivations and 
disappointed hopes. He imparted to 
them all that he had achieved ; all his 
intentions and desires. He told them 
of his poverty and want; for false 
shame was foreign to Schiller's nature. 
In his eyes the want of money was not 
a want of honor and dignity. He 
acknowledged every thing to the dis- 
tant, unknown friends — ^his hopaeless 
feeling, and his longing to be in some 
other sphere, with other men who 
might perhaps love and understand him. 

As he wrote this he hesitated, and it 
seemed to him that he could see the 
sorrowful, reproachful look of Char- 
lotte's large, glowing eyes; and it 
seemed to him that she whispered, " Is 
this your love, Schiller ? You wish to 
leave me, and yet you know that you 
will be ray murderer if you go I " 

He shuddered, and laid aside his pen, 
and arose and walked with rapid strides 
up and down his room. The glowing 
words which Charlotte had spoken to 
him that morning again resounded in 
his ear, but now, in the stillness of the 
night, tbey were no longer the same 
heavenly music. 

"I believe it is dangerous to love 
her," he murmured. "She claims my 
whole heart, and would tyrannize over 
me with her passion. But I must be 
free, for he only who is free can con- 
quer the world and achieve honor ; and 
the love which refreshes my heart must 
never aspire to become my tyrant 1 " 
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He retnrned to his writing-table and 
finished the letter which he had com- 
menced to Kömer. He wrote: **I 
would that a happj destiny led me 
away fpom here, for I feel that my stay 
in this place shonld come to an end. I 
wish I could visit you in Leipsic, to 
thank you for the hour of delight for 
which I am indebted to you I Aristotle 
was 'wrong when he said: *0h, my 
Mends, there are no friends ! ' I think 
of you and yours ; I think of you four, 
and cry joyously : * There are frieuds, 
nevertheless I Blessed is he to whom 
it is vouchsafed by the gods to find 
friends without having sought them I ' " 
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Ohahlotte vok Kalb had kept her 
word. She had equipped Schiller with 
letters of introduction to the Duke 
Oharies August and members of his 
üeunily ; she had also induced Mr. von 
Dalberg to furnish him with letters to 
influential friends at the court of Darm- 
stadt Provided with these recommen- 
dations, and in his modesty and hu- 
mility attaching greater importance to 
them than to his own reputation and 
dignity, Schiller journeyed to Darm- 
stadt in the beginning of the year 178Ö, 
for the purpose of endeavoring to obtain 
a friend and protector in the Duke 
.Charles August of Weimar. 

Dalberg's and Charlotte's letters ac- 
complished more than Schiller's name 
and worth eould possibly have done. 
The author of " The Robbers " and *' Fi- 
esco," poems which lauded freedom and 
popular government, and of "Louise 
Müllerin," which branded aristocracy as 
opposed to the rights of the human heart; 
a poet who had dared to defy a prince 
and a ruler, could not have entered the 



golden gates of a princely palaoe with- 
out the golden key of Dalberg's and 
Charlotte's letters. 

Frederick Schiller was received at 
the court of the landgrave in Darm- 
stadt The young and joyous Duke 
Charles August of Weimar welcomed 
the poet cordially, and, prompted by 
tiie enthusiastic praises of Madame von 
Kalb, requested Schiller to read him a 
portion of the new tragedy. 

Schiller offered to read the first act 
of " Don Carlos," and his offer was gra- 
ciously accepted. The reading took 
place on the afternoon of the same day. 
A brilliant array of noblemen in em- 
broidered court dress, and adorned with 
decorations, and of magnificently at- 
tired ladies, sparkling with jewels, had 
assembled in the reception-room of the 
landgravine. She, the lover of art, the 
intellectual Landgravine of Hesse, had 
seated herself at the side of the Duke 
Charles August on the sofa in the 
middle of the saloon, behind which the 
ladies and gentlemen of the court were 
standing in groups. Not far o£^ and 
completely isolated, stood a plain cane- 
bottomed chair, and a little round table, 
on which a glass of water had been 
placed. This was the poet's throne, 
and this was the nectar he was to drink 
at the table of the gods. 

He felt embarrassed and almost awe- 
stricken 'as he entered the brilliant 
court circle in his homely garb ; he felt 
the blood first rush to his cheeks and 
then back to his heart again, leaving his 
countenance deathly pale. 

"Rouse yourself; Schiller, and be a 
man! Shame upon you. for being 
blinded by the trumpery and outward 
glitter of nobility and princely rankl " 
He said this to himself as he walked 
to the place set apart for him, feeling that 
the eyes of all rested on him with a cold, 
examining glance. 

"What do I care for this pack of 
courtiers, this court-marshal Yon Kalb 
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and his associates? " said he to himself 
defiantly. "It was not on their ao- 
count I came here, and what thej may 
think of me is a matter of complete ia- 
didbrence. I aspire only, to the good 
opinion of the dnke, of the friend of the i 
great Goethe." 

fie looked over toward the sofa, and 
bis glance encomitered the eyes of the 
jonng duke, whose conntenauce was 
turned to him with a smile and an ex- 
pression of good-natnred sympathy. 
Schiller felt encouraged, and a smue 
flitted over his featm*e6. 

He opened his manuscript and began 
to read the first act of "Don Carlos " in 
a clear and loud voice. His voice was 
full and sonorous, and his delivery, 
thanks to Charlotte's admonitions, was 
purer and more moderate; and, as he 
read on, his embarrassment disappeared, 
and the clouds lifted from his high 
brow. 

The courtiers, who had first regarded 
the young poet contemptuously, now 
began to show some sympathy; the 
head, covered with light-yellow locks, 
with its sharply-chiselled features and 
large Eoman nose, was, now that it was 
illumined with earnest thought, no 
longer so homely and uninteresting. 

The countenance of the landgravine 
was expressive of the closest attention, 
and the reading of "Don Carlos " affected 
her so profoundly, that she had recourse 
to her handkerchief to wipe the tears of 
emodon from her eyes. 

At times Charles August could not 
repress an exclamation of delight, a loud 
bravo ; and when Schiller arose from his 
seat, after finishing the first act, Charles 
August walked forward to thank the 
poet with a warm pressure of the hand, 
and to conduct him to the landgravine, 
that she might also express her thanks 
and sympathy. 

The duke then took the poet's aiTu, 
and walked with him through the saloon, 
to the disgust of the courtiers, who;* not* 



withstanding their devotion, found it 
somewhat strange that the duke could 
so demean himself as to walk arm-in- 
arm with a man without birth or name. 

But of course this was a natural con- 
sequence of the mania after geniuses 
which reigned in Weimar ; such abnor- 
mities should no longer excite surprise. 
Was there not at the court in Weimar 
s© variegated an admixture of well-bom 
and ill-born, that one ran the risk of en- 
countering at any moment a person who. 
was not entitled to be there ? Had not 
the duke carried his disregard of eti- 
quette so far, that he had made Wolf- 
gang Goethe, the son of a citizen .of 
Frankfort, his privy-councillor, and an 
intimate associate? And was it not 
well known that his mother, the Duch- 
ess Amelia, as well as himself, never 
made a Journey without picking up 
some genius on the road for their estab- 
lishment at Weimar? 

This tipie Frederick Schiller was the 
genius whom the duke desired to re- 
cruit. That was quite evident, for the 
duke had been standing with the poet 
for more than a quarter of an hour in a 
window-niche, and they were convers- 
ing with vivacity. It was offensive 
and annoying to see this Mr. SohiUer 
standing before the duke, with a proud 
bearing and perfect composure ; and 
conversing with him without the slight- 
est embarrassment. 

But the duke seemed to be greatly in- 
terested, and his countenance expressed 
lively sympathy and kindliness. 

" I believe that destiny has intrusted 
you with a great mission, Mr. Schiller," 
said the duke, when the poet had given 
him a brief and terse account of the con- 
tinuation and contents of his " Don Car- 
los." " I believe that you are destined 
to be the poet-preacher of the people ; 
and to refresh the hearts and enliven 
the imagination of the degenerate Ger- 
mans; and I prophesy a great future 
for youl Your aim is a noble one! 
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You desire not onlj to assign to the 
pnrely linman, bat also to the ideal, its 
proper sphere in this world ; and your 
' Don Carlos ' is an open combat between 
the purely human and ideal, against ma- 
terialism and custom. Through it you 
will make many enemies among the 
higher classes, and acquire many friends 
among the masses ; and, although you 
will not be the fJlvorite of princes, you 
will certainly be beloved by the people. 
For the judgment of the people is good 
and sound, and it will always give its 
sympathies to the champion of the pure- 
ly human, as opposed to the ridiculous 
assumptions of etiquette and prejudice. 
But! tell you beforehand, that, in so- 
called noble society, you will, with great 
difficulty, have to fight your way step 
by step." 

"I have been accustomed to snch 
warfare since my earliest youth," said 
Schiller, smiling. " Fate has not given 
me a bed of roses, and Oare has as yet 
been the only friend who stood faith- 
fully at my side." 

"You forget the Muses," cried the 

' duke, with vivacity. " It seems to me 

that you have no right to complain of a 

want of attention on the part of these 

ladies I" 

"True, your highness," responded 
Schiller earnestly; "they have at times 
been graciously inclined, and I am in- 
debted to them for some of the most 
delightful hours of my life." 

"Nor has the favor of earthly god- 
desses and Muses been wanting to the 
inspired poet's happiness," said the duke, 
and he laughed loudly when he saw 
Schiller blush and cast his eyes down, 

" Oh, I see," he cried gayly, " you have 
earthly Muses also, your ideal has be- 
come reality I Oould there be any con- 
nection between this and the songs of 
praise which Madame von Kalb wrote 
me concerning you? " 

" Your highness, I really do not un- 
derstand your meaning." 



" Or rather, will not understand it I 
But we wiU not examine the affair any 
closer. Madame von Ealb has certainly 
made it my duty to interest myself for 
her poet, and I thank her for having 
made me acquainted with you. And 
now I should like to give a proof of my 
gratitude, and it would afford me pleas- 
ure to have you tell me in what man- 
ner I can be useful to you." 

" Your kind and gracious words have 
already been of great benefit to me," 
said Schiller, heartily; " your goodness 
has shed a ray of sunshine into my some- 
times cold and cheerless heart." 

" Your heart is never cold, Schiller, 
for the fire of poetry bums there. But 
in your little chamber it may sometimes 
be cold and cheerless. That I can well 
believe, for when the gods rain down 
blessings upon the poet they generally 
forget but one thing, but that is the one 
thing needful, money 1 The gods gener- 
ally lay but one sort of capital in the 
cradle of mortal man, either a capital 
in mind or one of more material value ; 
and truly he must be a great favorite to 
whom they give both." 

" Yes, a very great favorite," mur- 
mured Schiller, in a low voice ; and he 
read in the prince's countenance that 
he was thinking of his favorite, Wolf- 
gang Goethe, who had arisen like a 
meteor before Schiller's gaze at the 
time he viidted the Charles School in 
Stuttgart, in company with the duke, to 
witness the distribution of prizes to the 
scholars of this institution. While the 
scholar, Frederick Schiller, was receiv- 
ing a prize which had been awarded 
him, the gaze of Goethe's large eyes was 
fixed upon him, but only with the com- 
posed expression of a great man who 
wished him well and condescended to 
evince sympathy» This look had sunk 
deep into Schiller's heart, and he 
thought of it now as he stood before the 
duke in the palace of Darmstadt — the 
duk^, who could be a friend to Goethe, 
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bat to him only a patron and an alms- 
" giver." 

" I desire to be of service to you if I 
can," said the duke, who, for sometime, 
had been silently regarding Schiller, 
whose eyes were east down thoughtfully. 
" Have you any wish, my dear Mr. Schil- 
ler, that I can perhaps gratify ? I am cer- 
tainly not a mighty prince, and unfortu- 
nately not a rich one, but if I can help 
you in any way, I will gladly do so." 

Schiller raised his head quickly, and 
bis eye met the inquiring look of the 
duke with a proud gaze. Kot for all 
the world would he have told the prince 
of his distress and want, would he have 
stood on the floor of that palace as an 
humble beggar, soliciting alms for the 
jcftimey through life I 

" Your highness, I repeat it, your 
friendly reception and your sympathy 
have already been a great assistance to 
me." 

The duke's countenance brightened, 
and he breathed freer, as if a burden 
had fallen from his soul. " And this as- 
sistance shall never be wanting, of that 
you may be assured. Every one shaU 
learn that Charles August, of Weimar, 
is happy to know the German poet, 
Frederick Schiller, and that he counts 
him among those who are dear to him. 
A German duke was your tyrant; a 
German prince drove you out into the 
world, therefore it is just and right that 
another German duke sbould show you 
friendship, and endeavor to make your 
path in life a little smoother. I will be 
ready to do so at all times, and to testify 
to my high opinion of yourself and your 
talents before the whole world, your 
tyrannical prince included. And a proof 
of it shall be given you before you leave 
Darmstadt I For the present, farewell, 
and if^ou should come to Weimar at 
any time, do not forget to pay your good 
friend, Charles August, a visit 1 You 
will not leave until to-morrow morning, 
I 



"No, your highness, not until to- 
morrow morning." 

"Well, then, my dear Mr. Schiller,* 
you will hear from me this evening." 

Schiller returned to his hotel in a 
thoughtful mood. What could the 
duke's words mean? What token of 
esteem would Charles August give him? 
Perhaps even an appointment. Ah, and 
if ever so unimportant a one, it would 
still be an alleviation of relief. Perhaps 
the duke only intended to offer him the 
use of one of his unoccupied castles, in 
order that he might finish his "Don 
Carlos " in peaceftd seclusion. Well, 
that also would be a blessing, a benefit ! 
The homeless one would then have a 
resting-place from which he could not 
be driven, where he would not be as- 
sailed by the cares and vexations of 
life. The hours dragged on sluggishly 
in the bare, uncomfortable little room 
at the hotel, and the poet tormented 
himself with suppositions and questions, 
while he listened attentively to hear the 
footstep of tbe expected messenger of 
the duke. 

At last, after hours of waiting, a knock 
was heard at the door, and a ducal 
lackey handed Schiller a large sealed 
document. It seemed to regard him 
with a right official and solemn look 
with its great seal of state bearing, the 
inscription, "Ducal private cabinet," and 
the poet's feelings were of the same na- 
ture when he opened it after the lackey's 
departure. What could it be that the 
duke offered him, an appointment or a 
retreat? 

An expression of astonishment and 
surprise was depicted on Schiller's coun- 
tenance as he read the document; his 
brow darkened, and he let the paper 
fall to the table. The duke offered him 
neither an appointment nor a retreat. 
He gave him a title, the title of a ducal 
counsellor. The secretary of the cabi- 
net made known the generous deter- 
mination of his master, and informed 
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him that the doonment appointing him 
to this office would be made ont in offi- 
cial form and forwarded to him on the 
duke's return to Weimar. Frederick 
Schiller should, however, be enabled to 
wear the title so graciously conferred, 
' and call himself " ducal counsellor '' from 
that hour. 

While reading it for the second time, 
the poet laughed derisively. This was 
the solution of the riddle. He who had 
scarcely known how to counsel himself, 
was now the counsellor of a prince who 
would probably never desire his connsel. 
He who was tormented with cares, who 
had no home, had nothing he conld call 
his own besides his manuscripts — ^he was 
now the possessor of a title. 

How strange the contrast I The tra- 
gedy which waged war against princely 
prerogatives, etiquette, and ceremony, 
in favor of humanity, equality before 
the law, and nobility of soul — ^this tra- 
gedy was to bear, as its first fruit, the 
&vor of a prince. 

It was strange — ^it looked almost like 
irony, and yet I — He thought of Char- 
lotte von Kalb — she would rejoice to see 
him thus honored by a German prince. 
He thought of his old parents, to whom 
it would undoubtedly be a great satis- 
faction to know that the former regi- 
mental-surgeon of the Duke of Wurtem- 
berg had become so distinguished. It 
would prove to them that their Fritz, 
of whom the severe father had ofiien 
despaired, had nevertheless attained 
honor and respectability in the eyes of 
the world. 

Well, then, let it be so I A little ap- 
pointment would certainly have been 
better, and some hunting-castle as a re- 
treat would probably have furthered the 
completion of " Don Carlos." But one 
must be contented, nevertheless. The 
title was not to be despised, for it was 
an honor and a public acknowledgment, 
and would, perhaps, have the effect of 
infusing into the directors a little more 



respect for the poet, whose dramas they 
often maltreated and injured bj poor 
and careless repres^tation. 

With a smile, Schiller folded the doc- 
ument and laid it aside. ^ Well," said 
he to himself, in a low voice, '^ I enter- 
tain the proud hope that I am a poet 
* by the grace of God I ' Moreover, I 
have now become a counsellor by the 
grace of a duke. All that I now wish 
is, that I may at last become a poet and 
a counsellor, by the grace of the people, 
and that they may approve my works, 
and hold me worüiy of the title to their 
love and honor. To be the people^s 
counsellor, is truly an honor above all 
honors. My soul longs for this holy and 
beautiful title. With all that I possess 
in mind and talent, in strength and en- 
ergy, I will endeavor to deserve it, and 
to become that which is the poet's 
greatest and noblest recompense — the 
teacher and counsellor of the people ! " 



CHAPTER VII. 

ADI^ TO MANKHSm ! 

SonnxEBhad returned to M^^heim 
as ducal counsellor of Weimar. Cliar- 
lotte von Kalb received this intelligcDce 
with so much joy, that Schiller could 
not help feeling pleased himsell He 
threw his arms around her, and de- 
manded a kiss as a condition of his re- 
tention of the title. Charlotte blnsli- 
ingly hid her face on his bosom, but he 
gently raised her head, and pressed an 
ardent kiss on the lips which uttered 
no refusal. But Charlotte now de- 
manded that Schiller should leave her ; 
and when he refused, and begged and 
implored that he might be permitted to 
remain, her eyes glistened, and a glow- 
ing color suffused itself over her cheeks. 

"Oh, Schiller, you know not what 
you are doing and what you demand I 
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Do 70U not see that an abyss lies be- 
tween ns?" 

^^ I see it, Oliarlotte; but the arm of 
Xiove Is strong and mightj, and he who 
truly loves, carries the loved woman 
over all abysses, or else precipitates 
himself with her into the yawning 
chasm?" ' 

** There is another alternative, Schil- 
ler, and a terrible one. The abyss is 
crossed, and they are joined ; and then 
aifberward his illusion vanishes — he is 
undeceived. The ideal has been trans- 
formed into a very ordinary woman, 
whom he scorns, because her love was 
dearer and holier to her than her 
virtue. She feels his scorn, and the 
abyss over which he had borne her be- 
comes the grave in which she volmita- 
rily precipitates herself in order to 
escape from him she had loved. Oh, 
Schiller, if the eye which has hereto- 
fore regarded me lovingly should ever 
cast upon me a glance of contempt! 
It would crush me, and I should die I 
Yet, in dying, my lips would denounce 
him who had known how to love, but 
had not kept faith ; and would arraign 
him as a traitor and murderer before the 
judgment-seat of God I Oh, Schiller, I 
warn you once more not to enkindle a 
fire in my breast which can never be 
extinguished or repressed when once in 
flames, but will blaze upward grandly 
and proudly, setting aside all thought of 
the world and its rules and prejudices. 
We are now walking on the verge of 
the abyss ; yon on the one side, I on 
the other. But our voices reach each 
other; we can see each other's faces, 
and our glances can. meet in loving 
friendship, Yoif are free to go where 
you will ; and if your path in life should 
lead you aside from the road on which 
I am journeying, I wül look after you 
and weep, but I will make you no re- 
proaches I Think of this, Schiller, and 
be contented that Charlotte should caU 
you by the name of friend I Do not 



demand that she idionid give you 
another name, which you would now 
bless, but hereafter curse! Flee now, 
while it is yet time ; and we shall still 
have the happy remembrance of the 
beautiful days of our friendship. Let 
us await the future in quiet resignation, 
and sustain ourselves with recollections 
of the past!" 

'* You are in a strange humor to-day, 
Oharlotte," said Sdiiller, sadly. " Your 
eyes are so threatening, that I would 
almost be afraid of you, if I did not 
know that my Titaness is still a gentle, 
loving woman in spite of her fiery en- 
thusiasm. Ifo, Charlotte, you accuse 
yourself unjustly. ¥0, you would 
never curse the man you had loved ; in 
death you would bless him for the 
love he had once given you. You 
would not denounce, but pity and ex- 
cuse him whom stem necessity com- 
pelled to separate from you — ^from 
what is dearest to him on earth. You 
would know that his path was bleak 
and lonely, and that, like the faces in 
Dante's * Inferno,' he could only look 
back at the past with a tearful glance 
while wandering into the dreary future. 
This you would do, Charlotte. I know 
you better than you know yourself. 
The woman never curses the man she 
has truly loved ; she pardons and still 
loves him when the stream of life surges 
in between, and forces him to leave 
her." 

" For those who truly love, who have 
plighted troth, there is no sueh compul- 
sion," cried Charlotte, her countenance 
flushed with indignation. "If you say 
so, SchiUer, you do not know what 
love is. You make light of the holiest 
feelings when you believe that it could 
ever be extinguished — ^that the necessi- 
ties of life could ever separate two 
hearts eternally and indissolubly united 
in love." 1 

" Sow strangely moved you are to- 
day, Charlotte!" answered SchiUw, his 
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countenance darkening. ^' I came here 
with a heart fall of joy, and had so 
mach to unpart to yon 1 I came as to 
a happy and peacefhl retreat. Bat I 
now see that the time was badly chosen, 
and that Charlotte will not nnderstand 
me to-day. Oh, why is it, my. dear, 
that we human beings are all like £ros- 
tratus, who hurled the firebrand into 
the holy temple of the gods, and why 
do we all desire to unveil the mysteri- 
ous picture in the temple of Isis I " 

"Because we wish to look at the 
truth," she cried, passionately. 

" The truth is death," sighed Schil- 
ler, " error is life ; and woe to us if we 
are not satisfied with the beautiful 
illusion' that adorns and disguises life, 
and casts a veil over death I I am go- 
ing, Charlotte. It is better that I 
should, for you have saddened me, and 
awakened painful thoughts in my breast. 
Farewell for the present; and when I 
come again to-morrow, be kind and gra- 
cious to me, Charlotte, as you always 
are at heart I " 

He took his hat, greeted her with a 
mournful smile, and left the room. 
Charlotte's eyes followed him with a 
glance of dismay. 

" He does not love me," she cried in 
despair. "He does not love mel If 
he loved me, he would not have left 
me without plighting his eternal faith. 
All that I wished to hear was, that he 
desired an eternity of love ; but he drew 
back in dismay and left me. He does 
not love me, and I, my God, I love 
him I" 

She sank down on her knees, covered 
her face with her hands, and cried 
bitterly. 

And Schiller's thoughts were also of a 
bitter, and, at the same time, somewhat 
disquieting nature. He avoided seeing 
any one, and remained in his lonely 
room the entire day. He walked to 
and fro restlessly; from time to time, 
he seated himself at the table and 



wrote a few lines, and then arose, 
and, resuming his walking, either talked 
to himself or was lost in thought. 

Charlotte also kept her chamber, and 
avoided all intercourse with others. 
Late in the evening, a knock was heard 
at her door, and her maid announced 
that a letter had arrived from the Coun- 
sellor Schiller. 

Charlotte opened the door, took the 
letter, and ordered lights to be brought 
in. \ She then tore the cover from 
Schiller's letter; in it she foxmd a 
little note on which the few words had 
been hastily written : " Dear Charlotte I 
— I have written down the thoughts 
which our conversation of to-day 
awakened in my bosom ; and send 
them to ydu, for they belong to you. 
May we never share the fate of the poor 
youth in the temple of Sais I To seek 
the truth is to kiU love, and yet love 
is the most beautiful truth; and true 
it is also that I love you, Charlotte! 
Believe this, and let us leave the great 
Isis veiled I Fbedbbiob: Sohillee." 

After reading this, Charlotte un- 
folded the large sheet which was also 
contained in the cover. It was a poem, 
and bore the title, " The Veiled Picture 
at Sais." 

Charlotte read it again and again, 
and her soul grew sadder and sadder. 
"He does not love me," she repeated, 
softly. If he loved me he would not 
have written, but would have come to 
weep at my feet ! That would have been a 
living poem I Oh, Schill^, I am the un- 
happy youth ; I have seen Öie truth I My ' 
happiness is forever gone, and, like him, 
I will go to the grave in despair. I* 
exclaim, with your youth, *Woe to 
him who commits a crime in order to 
find the truth 1 It can never give him 
joy I'" 

When Schiller returned on the follow- 
ing morning, Charlotte gave him a 
warm welcome, extended both hands, 
and regarded him with a tender smile, 
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repeating the words from his letter, 
" Let ns leave the great Isis veiled." 

Schiller uttered a cry of joy, fell on 
his knees at Charlotte's feet, kissed her 
hands, and swore that he loved her and 
her only, and that he would remain 
true to her in spite of all abysses and 
chasms I 

But the vows of mankind are swept 
away like the leaves of the forest; what 
to-day was green and blooming, to- 
morrow fades and dies I 

Charlotte may have been right when 
she said that Schiller could love, but 
could not keep faith, for, after scarcely 
two months had elapsed since his return 
from Darmstadt, and the date of this 
interview with Charlotte, Schiller wrote 
to his new friend Kömer, in Leipsic, as 
follows; "I can no longer remain in 
Mannheim. I write to you in unspeak- 
able distress of heart. I can no long- 
er remain here. I have carried this 
thought about with me for the past 
twelve days, like a determination to 
leave the world. Mankind, circum- 
stances, heaven, and earth, are against 
me; and I am separated here from what 
might be dearer to me than all by the 
proprieties and observances of the world. 
Leipsic appears to me in my dreams 
like the rosy morning beyond the wood- 
ed mountain-range; and in my life I 
have entertained no thought with such 
prophetic distinctness as the one that I 
should be happy in Leipsic. Hitherto 
fate has obstructed my plans. My 
heart and muse were alike compelled 
to succumb to necessity. Just such a 
revolution of destiny is necessary to 
make me a new man, to make me begin 
to become a poet." And his distant 
friend in Leipsic responded to his cry 
of distress with a deed of true friendship. 
He invited Schiller to visit himself and 
his friends in Leipsic; and, in order 
that no moneyed embarrassments should 
delay Schiller's departure, Körner for- 
warded him a draft for a sum sufficient 



to defray his travelling-expenses and 
pay off his most pressing debts. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

PLANS FOB THB FTJTUBB. 

Thb preparations for his departure 
were soon made. Schiller had com- 
pletely severed his connection with the 
theatre at Mannheim several weeks be- 
fore. The actors were all inimical to 
him, because he had dared to take them 
to task in his journal, T?te Thalia, for 
having, as he said, " so badly maltreated 
his tragedy, "Intrigues and Love." The 
director, Mr. von Dalberg, had long 
since considered himself insulted and 
injured by the free and independent 
behavior of him who dared array his 
dignity and pride as a poet against the 
dignity of- the director's office and the 
pride of aristocracy. This gentleman 
made no attempt whatever to retain 
Schiller in Mannheim. Schiller had to 
say farewell to but few acquaintances 
and friends, and it was soon over. He 
packed his little trunk, and was now 
ready to leave on the following morn- 
ing. There were only two persons to 
whom he still wished to bid adieu, 
and these were Charlotte von Kalb 
and Andrew Streicher. He had agreed 
to spend the last hours of his stay with 
Streicher at his . home, and as every 
thing was now in order, Schiller hurried 
to Charlotte's dwelling as evening ap- 
proached. 

She was sitting alone in her room 
when he entered; the noise of the 
closing door aroused her from her rev- 
erie, and she turned her head, but did 
not arise to meet him ; she gave him no 
word of welcome, and gazed at him 
sadly. SchUler also said nothing, but 
walked slowly across the wide room to 
the sofa on which she was seated, and 
stood regarding her mournfully. 
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Neither of them spoke; deep ailence 
reigned in the gloomy chamber, and yet 
their sonls were commnning, and one 
and the same wail was in both hearts, 
the wail ever approaching separation 
and parting. 

" Schiller, yon stand before me like 
the future," said Charlotte, after a long 
pause. "Yes, like the fhture — grand, 
gloomy, and cold — your countenance 
donded." 

" Clouded like my soul," sighed Schil- 
ler, as he slowly sank on his knees be- 
fore Charlotte. She permitted him to 
do BO, and offered no resistance when 
he took her hand and held it firmly 
within his own. 

"Charlotte, my belo¥ed, my dear 
Charlotte, I have come to take leave of 
you. I must leave Mannheim." 

"Why?" 

"My position here has become un- 
tenable. I am at enmity with the au- 
thorities of the theatre, and I no longer 
desire to waste my time and talents on 
such ungrateful showmen. Mr. von 
Dalberg's short-lived courtesy is long 
since ended, and he does not take my 
side in the diflScuIty with the presum- 
ing actors. I am tired of this petty 
warfEure, and I am going." 

"Why ? " she repeated. 

" You still ask,' Charlotte ; have I not 
just told you ? " 

"I have heard pretences, Schiller, 
but not the truth. I wish to know the 
truth, and I am entitled to demand the 
truth. The time has arrived to tear the 
veil from the statue of Isis ! We must 
look the truth in the face, even if death 
should follow in its train! Schiller, 
why are you leaving Mannheim ? Why 
are you > leaving the place where I 
live?" 

"Ah, Charlotte, this is a bitter neces- 
sity, but I must bear it. A mysterious 
power compels me to leave here. 
Who knows where the star of his des- 
tiny will lead him? We must follow 



its guiding light, although all is dark 
within and around usl True, I liad 
thought that it would be the greatest 
delight of life to be ever at your side, 
to share with you all thought and Reel- 
ing, our lives flowing together like two 
brooks united in one, and running its 
course through the bright sunshine 
with a gentle murmur I But these 
brooks have become rivers, and their 
waves, lashed into fury by pasmon, 
brook no control, and break through 
all restraints and barriers. Charlotte, 
I go, because I dare not stay! I will 
tell you all; you demand the truth, and 
you shall hear it! Charlotte, I go for 
your sake and for mine! You are 
married. I go! Your pure light has 
set fire to my soul ; have I not reas<m 
to dread a future based on falsehood 
and deception ? Your presence infajsed 
into my bosom an enthusiasm before 
unknown, but to this enthusiasm, peace 
was wanting." 

"Oh, remain, Schiller, and, if we 
deare it, we can both find this peace — 
the peace of friendship ! " 

" No, Charlotte, our heart-strings are 
familiar with a greater harmony! " 

" Well, if it be so, let the strings re- 
sound with the harmony of united 
souls ! Oh, my Mend, if we separate, 
we will no longer be to each other 
what we now are. I will not complain, 
and will not unveil the anguish of nay 
soul before you; and yet, SchUler, 
remain, I implore you! When my 
candle is brought in, I will no longer 
enjoy its light; all wiU still be dark 
around me, for the evening will no 
longer bring you, my friend ! " 

"I can, and will be, your friend no 
longer, Giarlotte, and therefore I am 
going! I will be all, or nothing I This 
suspension midway betwixt heaven 
and earth is destroying me ! My sotiI 
glows with passion, and you inhale it 
with every breath of life. You have 
not the courage to face the truth 1 " 
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**I say, with yoii, I will be all, or 
nothing," she ezdaimed, passionately. 
'' Truth and falsehood cannot exist to- 
gether ; and it wonld be acting a false- 
hood if I gave my heart unlimited 
freedom, while my hands are in chains 1 
All, or nothing I Only no hypocrisy! 
I will freely acknowledge my love to 
the whole world, or I will cover it with 
the veil of duty and resignation. But I 
will not sin under cover of this veül 
Oh, Schiller, our life until now was a 
bond of truth, and you wish to sever it 
Eate sent you to me ; moments of the 
purest delight were vouchsafed us ; and 
is the cup of happiness to be dashed 
from our lips now? " 

Schiller did not reply at once, but 
bowed down over Charlotte's hand, and 
pressed it to his burning brow. 

" Above aD," he said, in a low voice, 
'^ above all, 1 know that it is in the 
bloom of youth only that we truly live 
and feel. In youth, the soul is illumin^ 
ed with light and glory ; and my heart 
teUs me that thou canst never dim its 
longing." 

"'Thou,' you say," she whispered 
softly, "then I will also say * thou I' 
Truthfulness knows no * you I ' The 
blessed are called *thou!'* It as a 
seal which unites closely, and there- 
fore we will impress it upon our holy 
and eternal union I " 

She threw her arms around Schiller's 
neck — ^he was still kneeling at her 
feet — and pressed a kiss on his forehead. 
He embraced her yet more tenderly, 
and pressed impassioned kisses upon 
her brow, her cheeks, and her trem- 
bling lips. 
" Farewell, thou oiOy one, farewell I " 
^*0h, Frederick," she sobbed, "was 
this thy parting kiss?" 
"Yea, Oharlbtte, I must go! But 



, • In Qenoftiiy, the word " thou " is frequently 
used instead of " you " in liunilies and among 
cbfldren, and intimate and dear Mends. 



you will be present with me in my 
every thought." • 

" And yet you go, Frederick? " 

"Destiny so ordains, and X must 
obey! The world demands of me the 
use of my talent — I demand of the 
world its favor." 

" And when you have achieved this 
favor," she said, plaintively, " then you 
will no longer care for love, or me I " 

"You should not say so, Oharlotte, 
for you do not believe it," said Schiller, 
angrily. "Why these painful words? 
I lose all in you, but you lose nothing 
in me I You are so wayward— ah, 
not like the woman I pictured to nfy- 
self in the days of my youth." 

"Oh, Frederick," she murmured, 
" do you not know that I love you, and 
you only ? " 

" I have hoped so in many moments 
of torment when yon treated me cold- 
ly ; but only for the last few days have 
I felt assured of it, and, on that account, 
loved, adored woman, the words must 
be spoken, therefore I flee from you ! " 

" You know that I love you," she 
cried, plaintively ; " you know it, and 
yet you flee 1 " 

"Yes, Oharlotte, I do, because the 
waves of passion are surging high in 
ray breast, and will destroy me if I re^^ 
main. PeaceM love is the only atmos- 
phere suited to the poet. Stormy pas- 
sion distracts his thoughts and casts a 
shade on the mirror of his soul." 

He arose and walked restlessly to and 
fro. It had grown dark in the mean 
while, and the figure of her friend flit- 
ted before Oharlotte's vision like a 
shadow, but her eyes were fixed intent- 
ly on the shadow which was neverthe- 
less the only light of her being. 

The figure now stopped before her, 
and when he laid his hand on her shoul- 
der she felt the electric touch thrill her 
whole being. They could not see each 
other's faces on account of the dark- 
ness. 
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"Charlotte," said Schiller, deeply 
moved, " I owe you a great deal, and I 
can never forget it. My youth was 
dreary ; I became familiar with error 
and sorrow at an early day, and this 
clouded my understanding and embit- 
tered my heart I And then my genius 
found your voice to utter my thoughts. 
You were my inspired Muse, and I 
loved you, and would be yours forever 
if I had the courage requisite for such a 
love ! — the courage to permit myself to 
be absorbed in this passion; to desire 
nothing more, to be nothing more, than 
your creature, Charlotte ; the vase only 
in which the boundless stream of your 
' love empties itself. But this cannot re- 
main so! My soul must be peaceful 
and independent of this power which 
terrifies and delights me at the same 
time. He only is free who elevates 
himself above passion, and the man who 
aspires to bend !N'ature to his will must 
be free." 

" You are governed by pride," sighed 
Charlotte, " and pride has no confidence, 
no repose. You are not familiar with 
the sorrow and coldness of the world, 
or you would remain here with her who 
feels and sympathizes with you I Noth- 
ing is more terrible in its self-inflicted 
revenge than the determination to dis- 
regard the promptings of the heart in 
life." 

" I do not disregard them, Charlotte, 
but the heart must not be the only axis 
on which my life revolves, and it would 
be, if I remained near you, you divine 
woman, to whom my heart and soul 
will ever lovingly incline, forgetting all 
else, and yet — ^I desire your friendship 
only!" 

As he said this he threw his arms 
around her, raised her up from the sofa, 
and covered her face with kisses. 

" Oh, Frederick, you are crying I I 
feel your tears falling on my fore- 
head 1" 

"Be still, Charlotte, be still, and— 



love me I For a single blisafol moment 
love me, and let yourself be loved ! " 

"I love you, Frederick," she cried, 
passionately. " You fill my soul with 
anguish and delight, alternately. You 
love as I do I Only love alarms 
you; you will not accord to a mortal 
that which is divinely beautiful ! Oh, 
Schiller, the essence of Divinity is with- 
in us ; then wherefore should our love 
not be divinely beautiful, joyfully re- 
nouncing hope and desire in humility 
and resignation ? " 

He did not reply, but only drew her 
closer to his heart, bowed down his 
head on her shoulder, and sobbed. 

The silence which now reigned in 
the dark room was unbroken save by 
the sobs of the weeping- lovers. After 
along and painful pause, Schiller raised 
her head and withdrew his arms from 
Charlotte's figure. 

"Let us have light," said he, and his 
voice now had a harsh sound — " light, 
that I may once more see your beloved 
countenance before I leave I " 

" No, Frederick, when yon leave, I 
will no longer require light ; a cheerless 
life is more endurable in the dark. Ko 
light I Let us part in darkness, for in 
darkness I am doomed to grope my 
way hereafter, but the light of yonr 
countenance will always be reflected in 
my soul. Good-night, Frederick ! Yon 
take with you all that is dear to me, 
even my beautifiil dreams. The most 
lovely visions have heretofore» surround- 
ed my bed at night; but now they will 
follow you, for they came from yoo, 
and were the thoughts of your soul. 
Your thoughts fly from me, and my 
dreams follow theln. You rob my day 
of its sun, and my night of its dream. 
Let us therefore separate in darkness! " 

" Charlotte," said he, deeply agitated, 
" your words sound like tones from a 
spirit- world, and the past seems already 
to be leaving me ! Oh, do not go ; stay 
with me, sweet past, happy present! 
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Stay with me, soul of my soul, beloved 
"being 1 Where are you, Oharlotte — 
Avhere are you ? " 

She did not reply. Longingly he 
stretched out his arms toward her, but 
did not find her ; lie found empty space 
only. 

"Charlotte, come for the last time 
to my heart I Gomel — let me inhale 
from your lips the atmosphere of para- 
dise 1" 

"No reply. He seemed to see a shad- 
ow flit through the darkness, and then 
the words, " Good-night, Schiller I " 
struck his ear like the low, vibrating 
tones of an jEolian harp. 

The noise of an opening and closing 
door could be heard, and then all was 
still. 

A groan escaped Schiller's breast ; he 
felt that Charlotte had left him — that 
he was alone. 

For a moment he stood still and lis- 
tened, hoping she would return; but 
the silence remained unbroken. 

"Ah," murmured Söhiller, "parting 
is like death I Ah, Charlotte, I have 
loved you dearly! I — ^be still, my 
heart, no more complaints I It must 
be so I " 

He turned slowly and walked toward 
the door. " Farewell, Charlotte, fare- 
well 1" 

No reply. It seemed to be only the 
echo which responded from out the 
dark space, " Farewell ! " 

Schiller opened the door and rushed 
out into the still night, and through 
the lonely streets, unconscious that he 
was bareheaded, oblivious of having 
left his hat in Charlotte's room. He 
rushed on, heedless of the raw night air 
and cutting wind. 

At length he was aroused by the 
heavy drops of rain which were falling 
on his forehead. The cold rain awak- 
ened him from a last painful struggle 
with his passioD, and cooled his head 

and heart at the same time. 
4 



"0 God, I thank Thee for sending 
down the waters of heaven to cleanse 
my heart from passion and slavish love, 
and making me free again ! And now 
I am free I — am once more myself I 
am free I " 

Schiller entered Streicher's apartment 
with a cheerful countenance, and greet- 
ed his friend heartily ; but Andrew re- 
garded his wet clothing and dripping 
hair with dismay. 

"Where in the world do you come 
from, Fritz? You look as if you had 
been paying the Maid of the Rhine a 
visit, and had just escaped from her 
moist embrace ! " 

" You are, perhaps, right, Andrew I 
I have just taken leave of the fair maid 
who had bewitched me." 

" But what have you done with your 
hat, Fritz? Did you leave it with the 
maid as a souvenir? " 

" You are, perhaps, right again, An- 
drew. I left my hat with the maid as a 
souvenir, and only succeeded in slipping 
my head out of the noose," 

" Be kind enough to speak sensibly," 
said Streicher, " and tell me where your 
hat is." 

"I have told you already I left it 
with the Mmd of the Rhine as a sou- 
venir." 

"I wish you had not done so," said 
Andrew, in grumbling tones. "You 
had better have left her a lock of your 
yellow hair ; that would have been cheap- 
er, for hair grows again, but hats must 
be bought. Well, fortunately I hap- 
pened to buy a new hat to-day, and that 
you must take, of course." 

He handed Schiller a bran-new beaver 
hat, telling him to dry his disordered 
locks and try it on. 

" Andrew," said Schiller, after having 
tried the hat on, and found that it fitted 
him perfectly. "Andrew, you bought 
this hat for yourself to-day ? " 

" Yes, for myself, of course, but you, 
wild fellow, come running here bare- 
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headed, and no resonrce is left but to 
put my beaver on your head." 

" Come here, Andrew," said Schiller, 
smiling, and "when he came up, Schiller 
placed the hat on the little bald head 
and pressed it down over his friend's 
eyes, making Streicher a very ludicrous 
object. 

Schiller, however, did not laugh, but 
slowly lifted the hat up, and looked lov- 
ingly into the abashed and mortified 
countenance of his friend. " Andrew, 
I would never have believed that you 
Imew how to tell an untruth I " 

" And you see I acquitted myself bad- 
ly enough," growled Streicher. " And 
bad enough it is that you should compel 
an honest man to tamper with the truth. 
Your hat had seen much service and 
well deserved a substitute, but if I had 
had the presumption to offer you a new 
one what a scene there would have been I 
So I thought I would exchange hats 
with you at the last moment, after you 
had entered the stage-coach . And I would 
have done so, had you not burst in upon 
me without a hat, and given me what I 
considered a fine opportunity to make 
you my trifling present." 

"It is no trifling present, Andrew, 
but a magnificent one. I accept your 
hat, and I thank you. I will wear it 
for the present instead of the laurel- 
wreath which the German nation is on 
the point of twining for my brow, but 
which will probably not be quite ready 
until my head has long since been laid 
under the sod ; for the manufacture of 
laurel-wreaths progresses but slowly in 
Germany ; and I sometimes think my 
life is progressing very rapidly, Andrew, 
and that I have but little time left to 
work for immortality. But we must 
not make ourselves sad by such reflec- 
tions. I thank you for your present, 
my friend, and am contented that you 
should adorn my head with a hat. Yes, 
when I consider the matter, Andrew, a 
hat is a far better and more respectable 



covering for a Grerman head than a 
laurel-wreath. In our bleak, northern 
climate, laurels are only good to season 
carps with, and a sensible German had 
far better wish for a good hat than a 
laurel-wreath. Yes, far better, and we 
will drink a toast to this sentiment, An- 
drew. You invited me to a howl of 
punch ; out with your punch, yon good, 
jolly fellow I We wiQ raise our glasses 
and drink to a future crowned with 
beaver hats 1 Your punch, Andrew ! " 

Andrew hurried to bring from tbe 
warm stove the little, covered bowl of 
punch, carefully prepared according to 
all the rules of the art. 

The two friends seated themselves at 
the little table on which the steaming 
bowl had been placed, and filled their 



"Raise your glass, Andrew; *Long 
hve the beaver I destruction to the lau- 
rell'" 

" No, Fritz, I will not drink such a 
toast with you," said Streicher, slowly 
setting his glass down. " It would be a 
sin and a crime for Frederick Schiller to 
drink so unworthy, so miserable a toast. 
You are in your desperate humor again 
to-day, Fritz, and would like to invoke 
the very lightning from heaven, and con- 
coct with its aid a little tornado in your 
own heaven." 

" Yes, of course, you droll fellow I " 
cried Schiller, emptying his glass at one 
draught. " Dghtning purifies the at- 
mosphere and brings the sun out again. 
And you see my departure is a mighty 
tornado, with showers of rain, with 
thunder and lightning, intended, no 
doubt, to cleanse and purify my life, that 
it may afterward flow on through the 
sunshine, clear and limpid. Andrew, I 
go from here to seek happiness and 
peace." 

" And, above all, renown," added 
Streicher, emptying his glass. 

"No," cried Schiller, vehemently, 
"no renown for me I Translated into 
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good German, renown means thorns, 
hunger, want I I intend to have my 
portion of the viands with which the 
table of life is richly provided. And do 
you know what my purpose is? " 

" No, but I should like to learn it." 

" I intend to become a jurist," cried 
Schiller, emptying his second glass. 
** Yes, that is it. I will begin a new 
life and make a jurist of myself. My 
old life is ended, and when I enter the 
stage-coach to-night to go to Leipsio, it 
will not contain the poet Schiller, the 
author of ' The Robbers,' and other ab- 
surdities, but the student, Frederick 
Schiller, on his way to Leipsic to study 
jurisprudence at the university. Don't 
shake your wise head and look so horri- 
fied, Andrew. I tell you I will become 
a jurist ; I am tired of journeying on the 
thorny path of the poet, with bleeding 
feet and a hungry stomach. All my 
illusions are vanished. My vision of a 
golden meteor sparkling in the sun, 
proves to have been only a soap-bubble ; 
and this bubble called renown has now 
bursted." 

"You are again talking wildly and 
romantically, like Charles Moor, in * The 
Robbers,'" cried Streicher; "and yet 
you are not in earnest I " 

"But I am in earnest, my friend! 
The sad experience of my past life has 
made me wise and practical. I will 
not discard poetry altogether, but will 
indulge in it at times only, as one in- 
dulges in oysters and champagne on 
great and festive occasions. My ordi- 
nary life will be that of a j urist. I have 
given the matter much thought and 
consideration. Fortunately, I have a 
clear head and quick comprehension, 
I will, therefore, with a firm will and 
untiring diligence, study and learn as 
much in one year as others do in 
three. The university in Leipsic is rich 
in resources, and I will know how to 
avail myself of them. If an ordinary 
head, by ordinary application, can ac- 



quire in three years sufficient knowl- 
edge to enable a man to earn a comfort- 
able living in the practice of his 
profession, I can certainly attain the 
same end in a shorter time. My atten- 
tion has been directed to the study of 
systems since ray earliest youth ; and 
in our Charles School, of blessed mem- 
ory, I have at least learned to express 
myself as fluently in Latin as in Ger- 
man. Study, thought, and reflection, 
is a delight to me, and the explication 
of difficult subjects a pleasure; and, 
therefore, I am convinced that I can 
become a good jurist, and, with bold 
strides, swiftly overtake the snail- 
moving pace of others, and in a brief 
time attain that which the most san- 
guine would scarcely imagine could be 
achieved in years." 

" Then you, at l«ast, admit that you 
are no ordinary man," saia Andrew 
Streicher, shrugging his shoulders. 
"And, nevertheless, you propose to 
confine this extraordinary man in the 
strait-jacket of practical science. Truly, 
I lose my appetite, and even this punch 
seems sour, when I reflect that the poet 
of * The Robbers ' is to beco.me an ad- 
vocate I " 

" You had rather he hungered, and 
wrote dramas, than he should lead a 
happy and comfortable life, and write 
deeds. Ah, my friend, the career of a 
poet is full of bitterness and humilia- 
tion. The wise and sensible shrug 
their shoulders when mention is made 
of him, as though he were a crazy fool ; 
the so-called gentlefolk do not recog- 
nize him as their equal, and even the 
players on the stage act as though they 
conferred a favor on the poet when they 
render his dramas, and, as th6y say, 
give life to inanimate forms by their 
sublime impersonations. Ifo, no, my 
mind is made up, I will write no more 
stage pieces, at least until I have 
achieved a respectable position in the 
world as a jurist. Man must always 
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push on and possess the ambition which - 
leadfl higher and higher. Are not yon, 
too, ambitions, Andrew ? " 

"Of course, I am, and will strive 
with all my might to obtain my ideal, 
and become the leader of an orches- 
•tra." 

"And I, Andrew, I will become a 
minister," cried Schiller, with enthu- 
siasm. " Yes, that is my ideal I — ^min- 
ister of a little state — ^to devote my 
whole life, my thought, and being, to 
the happiness of mankrud, to be a bene- 
factor to the poor and oppressed, to 
advance men of talent and science, to 
promote the good and useful, to culti- 
vate the beautiful. This, Andrew, is 
my ideal ; and this is attained if I suc- 
ceed in becoming a good jurist and a 
minister at one of our dear little Saxon 
courts. Yes, my friend, thus it shall 
bei You, an orchestra-leader — ^I, a 
minister! Let us arise with our foam- 
ing glasses, and shake hands over it. 
Let this be our last toast, and our final 
compact: *We will neither write to, 
nor visit each other, until Andrew 
Streicher is the orchestra-leader, and 
Frederick Schiller the minister.' " * 

" So let it be," cried Andrew, laugh- 
ing. " Hurrah, the orchestra-leader ! 
hurrah, the minister 1 " 
• They raised their glasses exultingly, 
and emptied them. They then gave 
each other one last embrace. The hour 
of departure and parting had come. 

Andrew accompanied his friend in 
silence through the deserted streets of 
the slumbering city, bo the post-office, 
where the coach stood awaiting the 
passengers. A last pressure of the 
hand, a last loving look, and the coach 
rolled on, and carried into the world 
the " new OsBsar and his fortunes ! " 

*Sclimer'0 own words. —See '* Schiller's 
Flight ftom Stattgart," etc., p. 216. 
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Yeabs, when we look back at them 
in the past, are but as fleeting moments ; 
when we look forward to them in the 
future, they are eternities I How long 
was the year from the spring of 1785 to 
the spring of 1786 to be for young 
Frederick Schiller, who looked forward 
to it with BO much hope and so many 
beautiful dreams 1 

How long was the same year to be 
for old Frederick, for the old philos- 
opher of Sans-Souci, who grew day by 
day more hopeless, in whose ear was 
daily whispered the awful tidings, " You 
must die 1 " 

He did not close his ear to these 
mutterings of age and decrepitude, nor 
did he fear death. For him life had 
been a great battle — a continnous con- 
flict. He had ever faced death bravely, 
and had fought gallantly against all 
sorts of enemies ; and truly the worst 
and most dangerous among them were 
not those who opposed him with viable 
weapons, and on the real battle-field. 
It had been far more difficult to con- 
tend with folly, malice, envy, and pre- 
judices — ^to pursue his conquering course 
regardless of the cries of the foolish and 
the calumnies of the ungratefuL 

It is easier to conquer on the field of 
battle than to combat prejudices, than 
to extirpate abuses. And, after the 
days of real battles were over, Freder- 
ick was compelled to wage incessant 
war against these evils. The one great 
and holy aim of his life was to make 
his people happy and respected, rich 
and powerful ; and with all the energy 
and strength of which he was capable 
he strove to accomplish these ends, 
never permitting himself to be con- 
founded or dismayed by malice and in- 
gratitude. Commerce flourished under 
his rule— the fruits of Prussian industry 
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fonnd a market in the most distant 
lands. Barren lands had heen made 
fertile. The soldiers of war had become 
the soldiers of peace, who were now 
warring for the prosperity of the people. 
This warfare was certainly at times a 
little severe, and the good and useful 
had to be introduced by force. But 
what of that? Were potatoes less 
nutritious, because the peasants of 
Silesia were driven into the field by 
armed soldiers, and compelled to plant 
this vegetable ? Did it not become a 
great favorite^ with the people, not- 
withstanding their resistance to its in- 
troduction in the beginning? Were 
not vast sums of money retained 
in the land by the cultivation of 
this vegetable, which i^ould otherwise 
have been used to purchase rice and 
other grains in foreign countries ? Had 
not the king succeeded in introducing 
the silkworm into his domüiions? Had 
not the manufacture of woollen goods 
been greatly promoted by the adoption 
of a better system of raising sheep ? 
' But Frederick had not only fostered 
agriculture and industry, he had also 
evinced the liveliest sympathy for the 
arts and sciences. Scholars and artists 
were called to his court, and every 
assistance was rendered them. Univer- 
sities and academies were endowed. 

But, while looking to the internal 
welfare of his kingdom, his gaze was 
ever fastened on Austria, the hereditary 
enemy of Prussia. He did not permit 
the house of Hapsburg to stretch out its 
rapacious hands after German lands. 
Looking to the future, and contempla- 
ting his death, he endeavored to secure 
his kingdom against the Hapsburgs be- 
yond the time when he should be no 
more. This was evinced by Frederick's 
last political act — ^the formation of the 
"Union of Princes" — ^the Prussian 
king's last defiance of Austria. This 
" Union of Princes " was a confedera- 
tion of German princes against rapa- 



cious, grasping Austria. It united all 
against one, and made the one the ene- 
my of all. The intention and object of 
this union was to assist and protect 
each state against the common enemy, 
to tolerate no trespass on the rights of 
any one ,of them, to revenge a wrong 
done to the smallest member of the 
union, as if it had been perpetrated on 
the greatest. Moreover, the welfare of 
the German people was to be duly con- 
sidered and promoted, the constitution 
maintained, and no violation of its re- 
quirements to be tolerated. 

This "Union of Princes" was deter- 
mined upon, and carried into effect, 
between Prussia and all the other 
German states, except Austria, and 
other states whose sovereigns were 
related to the Hapsburgs. 

This union was Frederick's last po- 
litical act I Against Austria he had first 
drawn his sword as a young king, and 
against Austria this, his last blow, was 
directed in uniting Germany, and ma- 
king it strong in unity, and free in 
strength I 

He had sown the seed destined to 
bear rich fruit, but he was not to be 
permitted to reap the harvest. His life 
was drawing to a close ; and the poor, 
decrepit body reminded the strong and 
active mind that it would soon leave its 
prison, and soar to heaven, or into 
illimitable space I 

But Frederick wished to serve his 
people to the last moment. As long as 
he could still move his hands, they 
should work for the welfare of his 
kingdom. As long as his intellect re- 
mained clear and active, he would 
continue to work. At times, however, 
bodily pain clouded his understanding, 
and made him peevish and irritable. 
To have occupied himself with matters 
of state at such times would have been 
dangerous, as his physical condition 
might have affected the decisions he 
was called upon to make. In his 
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paternal solicitude for the welfare of his 
people, Frederick gave this subject due 
consideration, and endeavored to render 
his bodily aMctions harmless. There 
were several hours in which he suffered 
but little from the gout and the asthma, 
and these were in the early morning, 
when he felt refreshed after having slept 
for one or two hours. 

One or two hours' sleep I This was 
all Nature accorded the royal invalid, 
who had watched over Prussia's honor 
for half a century, and whose eyes 
were now weary, and longed for 
slumber and repose. But the king bore 
this affliction with the patience of a 
sage — ^he could even jest about it. 

"My dear duke," said he to the Duke 
of Oourland, who paid him a visit in 
June, 1786, " if, on your return to Oour- 
land, you should hear of a vacancy 
among the night-watchmeo, I beg of 
you to reserve the place for me, for, I 
assure you, I have learned the art of 
watching at night thoroughly." 

But he wished to employ his hours of 
wakefulness in the night for the good of 
his people, and ordered that the mem- 
bers of his cabinet, who had been in the 
habit of coming to his room with their 
reports at seven o'clock in the morning, 
should now assemble there at four. 

" My condition," said the' king, when 
he acquainted the three members of his 
cabinet with his desire, " my condition 
necessitates my giving you this trouble, 
but it will be of short duration. My 
life is on the decline, and I must make 
the most of the time which is still 
allotted me. It does not belong to me, 
but to the state." * 

Yes, his life was on the decline ; but 
for a long time his heroic mind found 
strength to overcome the weakness of 
the body. At times, when the physi- 
cians supposed his strength was entirely 
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exhausted, and that the poor, worn-out 
figure sitting out on the terrace tinder 
the burning July sun, and yet trembling 
with cold, would soon be nothing more 
than the empty tenement of the depart- 
ed soul, he would gather the enei^es of 
his strong and fiery mind together, and 
contend successfully with the weakn^s 
of the body. Thus it was in the month 
of April, when his physicians believed 
him to be at the point of death. He 
suddenly recovered one morning, after 
a refreshing slumber, arose from his 
bed, dressed himself, an* walked with 
a firm step down the stairway to the 
carriage which he had ordered to be 
held in readiness to drive him out ; he 
entered the carriage, but not with the 
intention of returning to the palace of 
Potsdam, but to drive to his dear Sans- 
souci, to take up his residence there for 
the summer. 

And thus it was to-day, on the fourth 
of July, when the king, who had passed 
the day before in great pain and dis- 
tress, felt wonderfully refreshed and re- 
stored on awaking. He sent for tlie 
members of his cabinet at four o'clock 
in the morning, and worked with tbem 
until eight, dictating dispatches and 
lengthy administrative documents, which 
bore witness to the vigor of his mind. 
At eight o'clock he desired that his 
friends should pay him a visit, and con- 
versed with them as gayly and wittily 
as in the long-gone-by days of unbroken 
health. He laughed and jested about 
his own weakness and decrepitude so 
amiably, that Oount Lucchesini could 
not refrain from giving utterance to his 
delight, and hailing the king as a con- 
valescent. "My dear count," said 
Frederick, shrugging his shoulders, 
"you are right; I will soon be well, 
bnt in another sense than the one you 
mean. You take the last flare of the 
lamp for a steady flame. My dear count, 
darkness will soon convince you that 
you are wrong. But I will profit by 
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this transient light, and will persuade 
myself that I am well. Gentlemen, 
with your leave I will avail myself of 
the hright sunshine and take a ride. 
Order Oond6 to he saddled. 

" But, sire 1 " cried Lucchesini, in dis- 
may. 

A glance from Frederick silenced the 
count. 

" Sir," said he, severely, " while I 
still live, I must he addressed with no 
*buts.'" 

The count howed in silence, and fol- 
lowed the other two gentlemen who 
were leaving the room. Frederick fol- 
lowed his favorite with a look of lively 
sympathy, and, as Lucchesini was about 
to cross the threshold, called him hack. 
The count turned quickly, and walked 
back to the king. 

Frederick raised his hand and point- 
ed to the window through which the 
sunshine and green foliage of the trees 
could be seen. 

"Look how beautiful that is, Luc- 
chesini I Do you not consider this a 
fine summer day?" 

" Yes, sire, a very fine summer day ; 
but it is to be hoped we shall have many 
more such ; and if your majesty would 
be quiet for the next few days, you 
would, with increased strength, be bet- 
ter able to enjoy them." 

" And yet I will carry out my inten- 
tion, you obstinate fellow," exclaimed 
the king, smiling. "But I tell you I 
will never recover, and I have a ques- 
tion to ask. If you had lived together 
with intimate Mends for long years, 
and were compelled to take your de- 
parture and leave them, would you not 
desire to bid them adieu, and say to 
them, * Farewell I I thank you I' Or 
would you leave your friends like a 
thief in the night, without a word of 
greeting?" 

"No, sire, that I would certainly not 
do, " replied" Lucchesini. " I would 
throw my arms around my friend's 



neck, and take leave of him with tears 
and kisses." 

"Now, you see," said Frederick, 
gently, "the trees of my garden are 
also my friends, and I wish to take 
leave of them. Be still, not a word I I 
am old, and the young must yield to the 
old. I have no fear of death. In order 
to understood life rightly, one must see 
men entering and leaving the world.* 
It is all only a change, and the sun 
shines at the same time on many cra- 
dles and many graves. Do not look at 
me so sadly, but believe me when I say 
that I am perfectly willing to leave the 
stage of life." 

And, raising his head, the king de- 
claimed in a loud, firm voice : 

" Oai, finiasons sane trouble et moarons Bans re- 
grets. 
En laissant Tanive» combI6 de nos bien- 

faite. 
Ainei Tastre du jour au bout de sa carridre, 
Bepand sur Thorizan une douce lumldre, 
Et ses demlers rayons qu'il darde dans lea 

airs 
Sont ses demlers soupirs qu^ll donne ä 
Tunlvers." 

He extended his hand to the count 
with a smile, and, when the latter 
bowed down to kiss it, a tear fell from 
his eyes on Frederick's cold, bony hand. 

The king felt this warm tear, and 
shook his head gently. "You are a 
strange ha an, and a very extravagant 
one. The idea of throwing away bril- 
liants on an old man's hand I it would 
be far better to keep them for hand- 
some young people. Now you may go, 
and I hope to find you well when I re- 
turn from my ride." 

Having intimated to the count, by a 
gesture of the hand, that he might 
withdraw, he turned slowly to his grey- 
hound, Alkmene, which lay on a chair 
near the sofa, regarding the king with 
sleepy eyes. 

" You are also growing old and weak, 



* Frederick's words a short time before his 
death. 
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Alkmene," sMd the king, in a low 
voice; "and your days will not be 
mucli longer in the land. We must 
both be up and doing if we wish to en- 
joy another ray of sunshine. Come, 
Alkinene, let us go and take an airing 1 
Gomel" 

The greyhound sprang down from 
the chair and followed the king, who 
walked slowly to his chamber to pre- 
pare himself for the ride. 

A quarter of an hour later the king, 
assisted by his two valets, walked slow- 
ly through his apartments to the door 
which opened on the so-called Green 
Stairway, and at which his favorite 
horse, Cond6, stood awaiting him. The 
equerry and the chamberlain of the day 
stood on either side of 'the door, and at 
a short distance two servants held the 
horses of these gentlemen. 

The king's quick glance took in this 
scene at once, and he shook his head 
with displeasure. "No foolishness, no 
pomp I '^ said he, imperiously. " My ser- 
vants alone will accompany me." 

The two gentlemen looked sadly at 
each other, but they dar^ make no op- 
position, and extended their hands -to 
assist the king in mounting. 

But it was a difficult and sorrowful 
task to seat the king on his horse. Def- 
erence prevented them from lifting him 
up, and the king's feebleness prevented 
him from mounting unaided. At last 
chairs and cushions were brought and 
piled up, until they formed a gradual 
ascent to the saddle-back, up which the 
two servants led the king, and succeeded 
in placing him on his horse. Oond6, as 
if conscious that perfect quiet was neces- 
sary to the successful carrying out of 
this experiment, remained immovable. 

But now that he was seated on the 
back of his favorite horse, Oond6 threw 
his head high in the air and neighed 
loudly, as if to proclaim his joy at being 
once more together with the king. 

Alkmene did not seem to relish being 



behind Oond6 in manifesting joy, for 
she barked loudly and sprang gayly 
around the horse and rider, who had 
now taken the reins in his hand and 
started the sagacious animal by a slight 
pressure of the thigh. 

The king rode slowly down the green 
stairway, that is, a succession of green 
terraces forming a gentle declivity in 
the direction of Sans-SoucL As the 
grooms were on the point of following 
him the chamberlain stepped np to 
them. 

" Take care to keep as near the king 
as possible, in order that you may be at 
hand if any thing should happen to his 
majesty." 

" His mig'esty's carriage shall be held 
in readiness at the Obelisk," said the 
equerry, in a low voice. " If any thing 
should happen to the king, bring him 
there, and one of you must ride in fidl 
gallop to the physician Sello ! " 

The two grooms now hurried on after 
the king, who had put spurs to his horse 
and was galloping down the avenne. 

It was a beautiful day; a shower 
which had fallen the night before had 
made the air pure and fragrant, and 
washed the grass till it looked as soft 
and smooth as velvet. The king slack- 
ened his speed. He looked sadly aroand 
at the natural beauties whiöh surrounded 
him, at the foliage of the trees, and up at 
the blue sky, which seemed to smile 
down upon him in cloudless serenity. 
" I win soon soar up to thee, and view 
thy glories and wonders! But I will 
first take leave of the glories of earth ! " 

He slowly lowered his eyes and looked 
again at the earth, and inhaled its de- 
licious atmosphere in deep dranghts, 
feasted his eyed on nature, and listened 
to the nuisic of the murmuring springs 
and plashing cascades, and of the birds 
singing in the dense foliage. 

He rode on through the^litary park, 
a solitary king, no one near him ; the 
two lackeys behind in the distance, the 
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greyhound bounding before him; but 
above him his God and his renown, and 
within him the recollections of the long 
years which had been I 

The friends who had wandered with 
him through these avenues, where were 
they ? All dead and gone, and he would 
soon follow them I 

He had often longed for death ; had 
often said to himself that it would be a 
great relief to lie down and sleep the 
eternal sleep of the grave. And yet he 
was now saddened to his inraast being. 
It seemed to him that the skies had 
never before been so bright, the trees 
so fresh and green, or the flowers so 
fragrant I Why long for the peace of 
the grave ! How delicious and refresh- 
ing was the peace of Nature I with what 
rapture did the soul drink in the sun- 
shine and the fragrance of flowers I 

" From the afflictions of the world I 
fly to thee, thou holy virgin, pure, chaste 
Nature," said he, softly to himself. " Men 
are but weak, miserable beings, and not 
worth living for; but, for thy sake. 
Nature, I would still desire to live. 
Thou hast been my only beloved on 
earth, and it is very painfhl to thy old 
lover to leave thee." 

Yes, it was very painful. Nature 
seemed to have put on festive garments 
to-day, in order to show herself to the 
departing king in all her magnificence 
and beauty. » 

The king rode on slowly through the 
avenues of Sans-Souci, bidding adieu to 
each familiar scene. At times, when an 
opening in the trees offered a particu- 
larly fine view, he halted, and feasted 
his eyes on the lovely landscape, and 
then he would lower his gaze quickly 
again, because something hot had dark- 
ened his vision — it was perhaps a grain 
of sand thrown up by the wind, but 
certainly not a tear I No, certainly 
not I How could he weep, he who was 
80 weary and sick of life ? 

" Yes, weary and sick of life," he said, 



in a loud voice. " Men are such mis- 
erable beings, and I am weary of ruling 
over slaves I — weary of playing the 
tyrant, when I would so gladly see free- 
men around me I No, no, I do not re- 
gret that I must die, I leave willingly, 
and my countenance will wear a smile 
when I am carried to the grave." * 

It may be easy to take leave of men, 
but Nature is so beautiful, it smiles so 
sweetly on us 1 It is very hard to have 
to say to the sky, the earth, and to the 
trees and flowers : " Farewell I I will 
never see you more I Farewell 1 "' 

The trees and bushes rustle in the 
wind and seem to sigh, " Farewell 1" 
The falling waters seem to murmur, 
" Nevermore I " Ah, there is yet a little 
comer in the king's and hero's heart, 
which is merely human ; 'a little nook 
to which wisdom and experience have 
not penetrated, where natural feeling 
reigns supreme. 

Yes, man tears himself from beautiful 
Nature reluctantly and sadly. He would 
like to gaze longer on the flowers, and 
trees, and shrubbery; to continue to 
breathe the fragrant air. But this man 
is also a hero and philosopher ; and the 
hero whispers in his ear : " Courage, be 
strong I You have often looked death 
in the face without flinching— 4o so 
now ! " 

The philosopher whispers, "Recon- 
cile yourself to that which is inevitable. 
A town-clock is made of steel and iron, 
and yet it will not run more than twenty 
years. Is it surprising that your body 
should be worn out after seventy years? 
Rather rejoice that you are soon to read 
the great mysteries of creation, to know 
whether there is life beyond the grave, 
and whether we are again to be united 
with those who have gone before." 

" These mysteries I will solve," cried 
the king, in a loud voice. *' I greet you, 
dead with whom I have wandered 

* The king'B own words. 
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in theae shady groves. We shall soon 
meet again la the Elysian fields, and I 
will briDg you intelligence of this miser- 
able earth and its miserable inhabitants. 
My mother, my sister, I greet yon, and 
yon Oicero, Oflßsar, Voltaire! I am 
coming to join the immortals.'' 

He raised his head and breathed free- 
ly, as if a heavy burden had fallen from 
his soul. His countenance was illu- 
mined with enthusiasm. He looked over 
toward Sans-Souci, which had just be- 
come visible through an opening in 
the trees ; its windows shone lustrous- 
ly in the bright sunshine, and the 
whole building glittered in the glorious 
Ught. 

" It is my tomb," he said, smiling, " and 
yet the cradle of my renown. If I knew 
that I could escape death by not return- 
ing to my house, I would still do so. I 
am willing to yield my body to death, 
- and am now going home to die I " 

As he said this he slowly raised his 
arm and lifted his old three-cornered 
hat slightly, and bowed in every direc- 
tion, as a king does when taking leave 
of his court. 

He then slowly replaced the hat on 
his thin white hair, and pressed Cond6 
so firmly with his knees, and drew in 
the reins so closely, that the animal gal- 
loped off rapidly. Alkmene could only 
manage to keep up with great diflSculty. 
The terrified lackeys urged their horses 
to a greater speed. 

This rapid ride did the king good, the 
keen wind seemed to strengthen his 
breast and dispel the clouds of melancholy 
from his soul. He had bidden his last 
adieu to Nature. Death was now van- 
quished, and the last painful sacrifice 
made. 

When the king, after a two hours' ride 
through the park of Sans-Souci, galloped 
up the green stairway on his return, 
the chamberlain and equerry were aston- 
ished and delighted to find that he had 
met with no accident, and was posi- 



tively looking better and stronger than 
he had done for a long time. 

The king halted with a sudden jerk of 
the reins, and the lackeys rushed for- 
ward with chairs and cushions, to form 
a stairway for his easy descent, as be- 
fore. 

But with a quick movement Frederick 
waved them back. " Nothing of the 
kind," said he. " I can dismount with 
the aid of your arm. I will, however, 
first rest a moment." 

He stroked Oond^'s smooth, tapering 
neck, and the intelligent animal turned 
his head around, as if to look at his mas« 
ter and thank him for the caress. 

*' Yes, you know the hand that strokes 
you," said the king, smiling. " We two 
have taken many a ride, and gone 
through rain and sunshine together. 
Farewell, my faithful Oond6 1 " 

He had bowed down over the animal's 
neck to stroke its mane. When he 
raised his head, his quick, piercing eye 
observed a young officer coming over 
the terrace with an air of embarrass- 
ment ; he hesitated and stood still, as if 
doubting whether he might be permitted 
to come nearer. " Who can that be ? " 
asked the king, gayly. " What young 
officer have we here ? — Come up, sir, 
and report." 

The young man hurried forward; 
stepped close up to the king's horse, and 
saluted him by raising his right hand to 
his cap. 

" I have the honor to report to your 
mjgesty," said he, in clear, joyous tones; 
" I have been ordered here at this hour, 
and punctuality is the first duty of the 
soldier." 

"Well replied, sir," said the king. 
" Give me your arm and assist me to 
dismount." 

The young officer hastened to obey 
the comniand, laid his hands on Oond6's 
neck, and stretched his arms out as firm- 
ly as if they had been made of iron and 
were capable of standing any pressure. 
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The king grasped these living supports 
and slowly lowered himself from the 
horse's back to the ground. 

"Well done, my nephew, you have ä 
strong arm, and, for your fifteen years, 
are quite powerful." 

" Sixteen years, your majesty, 'J cried 
the young man, eagerly ; " in four weeks 
I shall be sixteen years old." 

" Ah, sixteen already I " replied Fred- 
erick, smiling. " Then you are almost 
a man, and must be treated with due 
consideration. Mon prince, voulez-vous 
avoir la bont6 de me donner votre 
bras?"* 

" Sire, et mon roi," replied the prince, 
quickly, " vous me daignez d'un grand 
bonneur, et je vous suis tr^s reconnais- 
sant I " t And after bowing deeply he 
offered his arm to the king. 

" Just see how well he speaks French 
already I " said the king. " We will 
remain out here on the terrace for 
a few moments. The warm sunshine 
does an old man good I Lead me, my 
prince." 

He pointed with his crutch to the 
arm-chair which stood near the open 
door of the saloon, and walked slowly 
across the terrace, supported by Freder- 
ick William's arm. 

" Here," said he, as he sank slowly 
into the chair, breathing heavily, " here 
I will repose once more in the warm, 
bright sunshine before I enter the dark 
house." 

He looked slowly around at the ter- 
races and trees, and then his gaze fast- 
ened on the young prince, who stood 
near him with a stiff and formal mili- 
tary bearing. 

** Lieutenant, forget for a few moments 
that you are before the king. You are 
at liberty to dispense with military 
etiquette. And now give me your hand, 

* " Win you have the goodness to give me your 
arm, my prince ? " 

t " Sire and my king, you confer a great honor 
on me, and I am very grateful." 



my son, and let your old uncle offer you 
a right hearty welcome." 

The prince pressed the hand which 
he extended respectfully to his lips. 

" Seat yourself," said the king, point- 
ing to a stool which stood near his chair. 
And, when the prince had done as he 
bade him, he looked long and earnestly 
into his fresh, open face. 

*' I sent for ypu, my child," said 
Frederick, in a soft and tender tone, 
" because I wished to see you once more 
before I set out on my journey." 

"Your majesty is then about to trav- 
el," said the prince naively. 

" Yes, I am about to travel," replied 
Frederick, bowing his head gently. 

"But, your majesty, I thought the 
grand manoeuvres were to be held at 
Potsdam this time." 

" Yes, the grand manoeuvres will be 
held in Potsdam; and, at the grand 
review, I wiU have to report to Him who 
is the King of kings. Why do you look 
so awe-struck, my son ? Perhaps it has 
never occurred to you that men are 
compelled to leave tliis paradise to die I " 

" Your majesty, I had never thought 
seriously of death 1 " 

" And you were perfectly right in not 
doing so, my child," said Frederick, and 
his voice had now regained its firmness. 
*' Your attention must be firmly and im- 
movably directed to life, for a great deal 
will be required of you on earth, and 
with your whole mind and strength you 
must endeavor to respond to these de- 
mands. You must study very diligently 
and make yourself familiar with the sci- 
ences. Which is your favorite study ? " 

" History, sire." 

" That is well, Fritz. Impress upon 
your mind the great events of history, 
and learn, by studying the heroic deeds 
of kings, to be a hero yourself. Above 
all, your aims must be great, and you 
must struggle to attain them through- 
out your entire life. Who is your favor^ 
ite hero in history ? " 



60 



GOETHE AND SCHILLER. 



" Sire," replied the prince, after a little 
reflection, " my favorite hero is Cosmo 
de Medici." 

The king looked at him in astonish- 
ment. " What do you know of him ? " 
said he. "Who was this Cosmo de 
Medici?" 

" He was a great general," replied the 
prince, " and a great lawgiver, and his 
sole endeavor was to make the people 
happy." 

"Then you helieve the chief aim of a 
great man, of a prince, should always 
be to make his people happy ? " 

" Yes, sire, his chief aim. Professor 
Behnisch once told me, in the history 
lesson of the great Cosmo de Medici, 
called by the people of Florence the 
'benefactor of the people.' When he 
felt that his end was approaching, he 
commanded that he should be carried 
oat in his chair to the largest square in 
Florence, * For,' said he, 'I desire to die 
like a tender and happy father in the 
midst of his children.' But the children 
he spoke of were his subjects, who now 
poured into the square from all sides, 
and filled it so closely that it looked like 
a vast sea of humanity. When no more 
room could be found on the square, the 
people pressed into the houses, the doprs 
of which bad all been thrown open; 
and from the edifices which surrounded 
the square, thousands upon thousands 
looked down from the windows. Tens 
of thousands stood on the square, in the 
centre of which, and on an elevation, 
the chair, with the dying prince, had 
been placed. Yet, although so many 
inhabitants had assembled there, pro- 
found silence reigned. No one moved, 
and the eyes of all were fixed on the 
countenance of the dying prince. But 
he smiled, looked around at the vast 
concourse, and cried in a loud voice. 
* As my last hour has come, I wish to 
make peace with God and men. There- 
fore, if there be any one among you to 
whom I have done injustice^ or any one 



who can complain of any injustice done 
him under my rule, I beg that he will 
now step forward and call me to ac- 
count, in order that I may mete out 
justice to him before I die! Speak, 
therefore, in the name of God. I com- 
mand you to speak.' But no one came 
forward, and nothing was heard but the 
low sobs of the people. For the second 
time the prince asked : ' If there be any 
one among you to whom I have done 
injustice, let him come forward quickly, 
for death approaches I ' And a lood 
voice from among the people cried: 
' You have done nothing but good, you 
have been our benefactor and our father. 
You will cause us a pang, for the first 
time, when you leave us; ' we therefore 
implore, *0 father, do not leave your 
children I' And from the vast square 
and the windows of the circle of houses, 
resounded the imploring cry of thou- 
sands upon thousands: *0 father, do 
not leave your children I ' The counte- 
nance of the prince was radiant with 
joy, as he listened to the imploring cry 
and the sobs of his people. ' This is a 
prince's sublimest requiem,' said he. 
' Happy is that prince who can die in the 
midst of the tears and blessings of his 
people I ' And when he had said this, 
he arose and extended his arms, as if to 
give them his benediction. The whole 
multitude sank, sobbing, on tlieir knees. 
And Cosmo fell back into his chair. 
He had died in the midst of the tears 
and blessings of his people." 

The prince's voice had faltered, and 
his eyes fiUed with tears, while conclud- 
ing his narrative, and he noyr looked 
timidly at his uncle, who had regarded 
him intently throughout. The eyes of 
the venerable old man and the youth 
met, and their hearts seemed to com- 
mune with each other also, for they both 
smiled. 

" And you would like to die such a 
death, my son ? " asked Frederick in a 
soft voice. " Die like Cosmo de Medici, 
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in the midst of the tears and blessings 
of his people?" 

"Yes, sire, may such a death be 
mjnel" replied the prince, earnestly; 
" and I swear to your majesty that if I 
should ever become king, my sole aim 
shall be the happiness of my people. I 
will always think of you, and remember 
your deeds and your words. Yesterday 
mj new instructor, Mr. Leuchsenring, 
also told me something very beautiful. 
He told me that your majesty worked 
day and night fbr the welfare of your 
people, and that you had said : * A 
king is only the first office-holder of his 
people ! ' And that pleased me so weU 
that I have determined to make it the 
motto of my life." 

" Very good," said the king, shaking 
liis head, " keep this motto in your 
heart, but do not speak of it while you 
are not yet king, or it might cause you 
some inconvenience. Be careful how 
you speak of me when I am gone, and 
impress this lesson on your memory, 
A prince royal must never criticise the 
actions of the ruling king. He must be 
modest and silent, and give the people 
an example of an obedient and loyal 
subject, even if the king should do many 
things that do not please him. I repeat 
it, — a prince royal must observe and 
learn in silence. Never forget this, my 
SOD, and adopt this as another rule for 
your entire life. A good king must 
never devote too much of his attention 
to women and favorites, or allow them 
to influence him, for when he does, it 
is always to the prejudice of his people's 
interests, and to his own discredit. I 
desire to say nothing more on this sub- 
ject, but remember my words." 

"I will do so, sire," replied the 
prince, earnestly. " I will repeat these 
beautiful lessons daily, morning and 
evening, but noiselessly, that none may 
hear them." 

" Well said, my nephew ; but let us 
see how you stand in other respects. 



Put your hand m my coat-pocket, and 
take out a little book. I brought it 
with me in order that you might read 
something out of it for my benefit 
Have you found it? " 

" Yes, sire, I have. It is the Tables 
of La Fontaine. ' " 

" That is it I Now open the book at 
random. At what fable did you chance 
to open it ? " 

"Le Renard et le Oorbeau." * 

" Now first read the fable in French, 
and then let me hear you translate it." 

The prince first read the fable with 
fluency and a correct pronunciation in 
the original language, and then ren- 
dered it with thd same fluency and cor- 
rectness in the German. 

The king listened attentively, often 
inclining his head in commendation, 
and murmuring, at times, " Bravo, su- 
perb!" 

He extended his hand to the prince 
when he had finished, and looked at 
him tenderly. "I am proud of you, 
Fritz," he cried, "and you shall be re- 
warded for your diligence. Eeport to 
my chamberlain before you go, and he 
will give you ten Fredericks d'or. That 
is your reward for your impromptu 
translation." 

" No, I thank you," said the prince ; 
" I do not deserve this reward, and con- 
sequently cannot accept it." 

" What I You do not deserve jit ? 
And why not?" 

"Because it was not an impromptu 
translation ; if it had been, it would not 
have been any thing like as good. By 
accident I opened the book at the same 
fable I had been translating yesterday 
and the day before with my instructor, 
and of course it was easily done the 
second time." 

The king gazed long and thoughtful- 
ly at Frederick William's handsome and 
innocent young face, his countenance 



♦ The Pox and the Crow. 
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brightening and his eye glistening with 
pleasure. 

He bowed down and stroked his 
cheek fondly with his trembling hand. 

" Bravely said, my son ; that pleases 
me. You have an honest and sincere 
heart. That is right. Never appear to 
be more than you are, but always be 
more than you seem to be.* The re- 
ward I promised you you shall have, 
nevertheless, for a king must always 
keep his promise. A king may never 
recall a favor once granted, however 
undeserving the recipient. But this is 
not the case with you, for you have 
really made great progress in your 
French. Continue to do so, and be 
very diligent, for you must speak the 
French language as readily as your 
own, and for this reason you should 
always speak French with your associ- 
ates." 

" And I do," cried the prince with 
alacrity. " My instructors always speak 
French with me, and are very angry 
when they hear my brother and myself 
speaking a word of German together. 
I often pass whole days without speak- 
ing a single word of German, and our 
vaJet speaks French only." t 

" I am glad to hear it, Fritz I The 
French language is the language of dip- 
lomacy throughout the world, and it is 
also best adapted to it on account of its 
flexibility. I love the French language, 
but not the French people. I think 
matters are taking a dangerous course 
in France, and that there will be trou- 
ble there before long. I wiU not live 
to see it, but the crater will open and 
cast its abominable streams of lava over 
all Europe. Prepare yourself for this 

♦Frederick's own words.— See "Frederick 
William HI.," von Eylert, vol. i., p. 455. 

t To this habit of Frederick William may be at- 
tribnted the fact that he was not able to express 
himself fluently in his own language in later years. 
When the king spoke French his conversation 
was vivacious and forcible ; when he spoke Ger- 
man, however, he was stiff and embarrassed. 



time, my son. Arm and equip your- 
self! Be firm, and think of me. Guard 
our honor and renown I Perpetrate 
no wrongs, and tolerate none. Be just 
and mild with all your subjects, and se- 
vere with yourself only." 

" I will be as severe with myself as 
Professor Behnisch is with me now," 
said the prince, earnestly. " I will give 
myself no immunity ; but when I have 
done something wrong, I will prescribe 
a punishment for the offence." 

" Is your professor so severe ? " asked 
the king, smiling. 

"Ah, yes, your mcgesty, very severe. 
A punishment follows in the train of 
every offence, and if I have only been 
the least bit rude or angry I must suffer 
for it at once." 

" That is as it should be," said the 
king. "Your professor is entirely 
right. Above all things, a prince must 
be polite, and have control over him- 
self. But in what do the punishments 
he inflicts consist? " 

" Always in just such things as are 
most disagreeable: either, instead of 
taking a walk, I must stay at home and 
work, or my brother is left at home, 
and I am compelled to walk with the 
professor alone, and then we have noth- 
ing but learned conversations. Or, 
when I have not been diligent during 
the week, I am not permitted to visit 
my mother on Sunday and dine with 
her in the palace. Your majesty knows 
that we, mj brother and myself, do not 
live in the palace, but with Professor 
Behnisch and Mr. Leuchsenring in Broad 
Street. Om* table is, however, very 
bad, and for that reason I always look 
forward to the coming Sunday with 
pleasure, for then I eat, as it were, for 
the whole week. During the week, 
however, our fare is horrible ; and when 
I dare lo complain, the invariable re- 
joinder is, * We have no money to keep 
a better table.' " 

" And that is the truth," said Fred- 
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erick, severely. "We should learn to 
stretch ourselves according to our cover 
at an early day, and to be economical 
with money. Moreover, that you do 
not suffer hunger is quite evident from 
your fresh, rosy cheeks, and vigorous 
body. You must eat your daily bread 
with a merry face, my son, and make 
no complaints. Young people should 
be entirely indifferent as to the quality, 
of their food ; the indulgences of the 
table are a solace of old age; youth 
should despise them ; and a good apple 
ought to be as great a feast for a young 
man as a pineapple for an old fellow. 
In later years, when seated at a richly- 
laden table, you will certainly look 
back with pleasure to the tim^ when 
you rejoiced in an approaching Sunday 
because you fared better on that day 
than on any other. My son, by suffer- 
ing want, we first learn how to enjoy ; 
and he only is wise who can find enjoy- 
ment in poverty. I hope that at some 
future day you will be a great, a wise, 
and an economical king, and for this 
reason I have instructed those who have 
charge of you to bring you up plainly, 
and to teach you, above aU things, 
economy in money matters. For you 
must know that you have nothing of 
your own, and that the people are now 
supporting you ; and, for the present, 
not on account of your services, but 
solely because you are a scion of your 
house." 

" Sire," cried the prince, with vivaci- 
ty, "sire, I am very young, and, of 
course, have not been able to do any 
service as yet; but I promise your 
majesty that I will become a useful 
man, and, above all, a fine soldier, and 
will make myself worthy of being the 
nephew of Frederick the Great." 

"Do that, my son, make yourself 
worthy to be the king of your people ; 
and bear in mind the beautiful history 
of the death of Cosmo de Medici, 
which you have just narrated. And 



now, my son, we must part. The sun 
is setting, and I feel a little tired, and 
will go to my apartments." 

" Ah, every thing is so beautiful and 
magnificent here, and your mt^esty has 
made me so happy by permitting me to 
see you I " 

" Yes," murmured the king, " the 
world is very beautiful." 

He looked longingly around over the 
terraces and trees, and his gaze was 
arrested by the peak of the obelisk, 
which stood at the entrance of the 
garden, and towered high above thei 
trees. He raised his hand, and pointed 
to the peak. 

" See, my son, how this peak over- 
tops every thing else. Although high 
and slender, it stands firm in storm and 
tempest. This pyramid says to you, 
' Ma force est ma droiture.' The cul- 
minating point of the pyramid over- 
looks and crowns the whole. It does 
not support, but is supported by all 
that lies under it, and chiefly by the in- 
visible foundation, built far beneath. 
My son, thus it is also with the state. 
The supporting foundation is the people, 
and the peak of the obelisk is the king. 
Acquire the love and confidence of the 
people, this only will enable you to be- 
come powerful and happy. And now, 
my son, come to my heart and receive 
a parting kiss from your old king. Be 
good, and do only what is right I Make 
your people happy, in order that you 
may be happy yourself." 

He drew the prince, who had knelt 
down before him, to his heart, pressed 
a kiss on his lips, and laid his cold, 
trembling hand on Frederick William's 
head for a moment, as if to bless him. 

" And now arise, my child," said he, 
lovingly. " Do not forget this hour." 

"Sire, it shall never be forgotten," 
whispered the prince, sobbing loudly, 
and covering the king's hand with 
tears and kisses. 

" Call the lackeys," mm^mured the 
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kiDg, as he fell back in his chair, ex- 
hausted. " Let them carry me in." 
. The prince hurriedly summoned the 
servants ; and they raised the chair in 
, which Frederick lay with closed eyes. 

For a moment only he opened his 
eyes to look at the prince, and to wave 
him a last greeting with his hand. His 
eyelids closed again, and the king was 
carried into his " dark fiouse " and into 
the library. After setting the chair 
down, the lackeys stepped noiselessly 
out of the room, believing the king to be 
asleep. Frederick opened his eyes, and 
looking around at the busts of his great 
ancestors, sainted them with a motion 
of the hand. 

"All is finished," he said, loudly. 
"I have seen my garden for the last 
time, and have taken leave of Nature. 
When my body leaves this house again, 
it will be borne to eternal rest, but my 
spirit will fly to you, my friends, and 
roam with you in endless light and 
knowledge. I am coming soon. But," 
he continued, elevating his voice, and 
speaking in firmer tones, " my sun has 
not yet set, and as long as it is still 
day I must and will work I " 

He rang the bell, and told the 
servant to send Minister von Herzberg 
(who, at the king's request, had been 
sojourning at Sans-Souci for the last 
few weeks,) to his presence at once. 

Frederick received the minister with 
a cordial smile, and worked with him, 
in perfect composure of mind and clear- 
ness of intellect, for several hours, 
listened to his report, gave his decisions, 
and dictated in a firm voice several dis- 
patches to the ambassadors of France 
and Eussia. 

" Herzberg, have these papers drawn 
up at once," said he, as he dismissed 
the minister. "The members of the 
cabinet must present them for my 
signature to-day, in order that they 
may be forwarded at the earliest mo- 
ment I must deal sparingly with my 



time, and employ each moment, for the 
next may not be mine." 

" Oh, sire, it is to be hoped that you 
will still have years to devote to the 
happiness of your people, and — ^" 

" Do you suppose I desire it ? " ex- 
claimed Frederick, interrupting him. 
" Xo, I am weary, and long to rest from 
the troubles and cares of life. You 
think I do not feel them, because I do 
not complain. Bat you must know 
that some things are only endurable 
when not complained of. My account 
with life is balanced, and, although it 
gave me some laurels, yet the thorns 
predominated, and there was scarcely a 
single rose among them. Be still ! "So 
complaints I But listen I I believe my 
end is approaching — already perhaps 
Death lies in wait at my door — and 1 
have something to pay to you. Mad- 
ness and misrule will be the order of 
the day when I am gone, mistresses and 
favorites will reign, and hypocrites and 
impostors will practise iniquity under 
guise of piety. Well, this you cannot 
prevent ; and if the Lord should see fit 
to let it come to pass, you must bear it 
as you best can. But when the spend- 
thrifts attack the treasury, when they 
begin to squander the money I have 
saved with so nmch trouble, for the 
amelioration of the country, on their 
mistresses and favorites, you must not 
tolerate it. You must speak to the 
king's conscience in my name, and 
endeavor to persuade him, with good 
and bad words, to consult his people's 
interests, and not lavish on his favorites 
what belongs to the state. Will you 
promise to do this ? " 

" Yes. I promise your m«gesty that 
I will do so," replied Herzberg, solemn- 
ly. "I swear that I will faithfully and 
fearlessly obey the commands of my 
great and beloved king; that I will 
repeat to your successor the words your 
msgesty has just spoken, if occasion 
should require ; and that I will do all 



THE LAST RIDE. 



65 



that lies in my power to prevent the 
expenditure of the state treasure for any 
other purpose than that of the welfare 
of the people and country." 

'* I thank you," said the king ; " you 
have relieved my mind of a great bur- 
den. Give me your hand, Herzberg, 
and let me thank you once more. You 
have been a faithfal servant to your 
king, and you will continue to serve 
him when he has long since passed 
away. And now, farewell for the pres- 
ent, Herzberg ; I desire to sleep a littie. 
A cabinet meeting will be held here at 
eight o'clock this evening." 

" But, sire, would it not be better if 
your majesty rested to-day, or else 
called the meetihg at once, in order 
that you might retire to your repose 
earlier?" 

The king shrugged his shoulders. 
"There is no repose, except in the 
grave ; and sleep is for the healthy only." 
And, even after they had left him, the 
king remained sitting at his writing- 
desk, and arranged his papers, and 
wrote a letter to his sister, the Duchess 
of Braunschweig. 

The two lackeys stood in the ante- 
chamber, awaiting the summons of the 
king's bell, and whispering to each 
other that his majesty was again sitting 
up, and working at a very late hour, al- 
though his physician had expressly for- 
bidden him to do so. And yet neither 
of them dared to enter and disturb him 
in his labors ; they stood hesitating and 
casting anxious glances at the door. 

But, behind this door, in the king's 
room, two eyes were regarding him 
intently; these were the eyes of his 
greyhound, Alkmene. Twice had the 
animal already jumped up from its bed, 
run to the king, and nestled caressingly 
at his side, and had then, when Fred- 
erick took no notice of it, hung its head 
and gone mournfully back to its cushion. 
It now raised its tapering head, and 
looked intelligently at the king, who 



sat writing at the table, his back turned 
toward the little dog. Suddenly it 
bounded across the room, sprang upon 
the king's chair, laid its slender forefeet 
on its master's shoulder, bent its grace- 
ful neck downward, snatched the king's 
pen from his hand, and jumped down 
to the floor with it. 

" Be quiet, Alkmene," cried the king, 
without looking up from his work, in 
which he was entirely absorbed. " No 
nonsense, mademoiselle I " And the 
king took another pen from the stand. 

Alkmene let the pen faD, and looked 
up at the king intently. When she saw 
that he continued writing, she uttered a 
low, plaintive whine. With one bound 
she was again on the back of the king's 
chair. Supporting her feet on his shoul- 
der, she snatched the pen from his hand 
a second time, and jumped down with 
it. This time she did not let the pen 
fall, but held it in her mouth, and re- 
mained near the king's chair, looking 
up to him with her sparkling eyes. 

Frederick looked down from his work 
at the little animal, and a smile flitted 
over his features. 

" Really," said he, in a low voice, " I 
believe Alkmene wishes to remind me 
that it is time to go to bed. Well, come 
here, mademoiselle, I will gi-ant your 
desire ! " 

As if understanding her master's 
words, Alkmene barked joyously, and 
jumped into the king's lap. The king 
pressed the little greyhound to his 
breast, and caressed it tenderly. " My 
friends have not all deserted me," he 
murmured. "I shall probably have a 
smiling heir, but, when my body is car- 
ried to the grave, my dog at least will 
remain there to weep over me." 

He pressed the greyhound closer to 
his breast ; deep silence reigned in the 
room. The wind howled dismally 
through the trees ui the garden ; a sud- 
den blast dashed some fallen twigs 
against the low window, in front of 
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which Frederick worked, and it sounded 
as if ghostly hands were knocking there. 
The wind whii«pered and mnrmured as 
if the voices of the night and the spirits 
of the flowers and the trees wished to 
bring the king a greeting. 

Suddenly Alkmene nttered a long, dis- 
tressful howl, and ran to the door, and 
scratched and whined until the servaDts 
took heart and entered the room. 

The king lay groaning in his arm- 
chair, his eyes glazed, and blood flowing 
from his pale lips. His physician and 
a surgeon were summoned at once, and 
the king was bled and his forehead 
rubbed with strengthening salts. He 
awoke once more to life and its tor- 
ments ; and for a few weeks the heroic 
mind conquered death and bodily de- 
crepitude. But the ride on Oonde on 
the fourth of July was nevertheless his 
last. After that day Frederick never 
left his " dark house." 



When the king of the desert, when 
the lion feels that his end is approach- 
ing, he goes to the forest, seeks the 
densest jungle and profoundest solitude, 
and lies down to die. Nature has or- 
dained that no one shall desecrate by his 
presence the last death-agony of the 
king of the desert. 

His Sans-Souci was the great king's 
holy and solitary retreat ; and there it 
was that the hero and king breathed his 
last sigh on earth, without murmur or 
complaint. 

He died on the morning of the 17th 
August, in the year 1786. 

A great man had ceased to live. 
There lay the inanimate form of him 
who had been called King Frederick 
the Second. But a star arose in the 
heavens, and wise men gave it the name 
Frederick's Honor. The same star still 
shines in the Armament, and seems to 
greet us and Prussia : Frederick's Honor! 



BOOK II, 



CHAPTER I. 

AFTER THE KING's DEATH. 

"The king is dead! Frederick the 
Second is no more ! I come, yonr ma- 
jesty, to bring yon this sad intelli- 
gence ! " 

These were the words with which 
the minister Herzherg, accompanied by 
the valet Bietz, walked np to the bed 
of the prince royal, Frederick William, 
on the night of the seventeenth of Au- 
gust, and aroused him from his slumber. 

" What is it ? Who speaks to me ? " 
asked the prince royal, rising in bed, 
and staring at the two men who stood 
before him — the one with a sad, the 
other with a joyful expression of coun- 
tenance. 

"I ventured to speak to your ma- 
jesty," answered Herzberg; "I, the 
former minister of King Frederick the 
Second. His majesty departed this life 
half an hour since, and I have come to 
bring the sad tidings in person. Xing 
Frederick the Second is dead ! " 

"Long live King Frederick WiUiam 
the Second ! " cried the valet Rietz, as he 
busily assisted the king in dressing him- 
self and finishing his toilet. 

Frederick William remained silent. 
No words, either of sorrow or of joy, 
escaped his lips. Lost in thought, or 
perhaps painfully alive to the sublimi- 
tv of the moment, or embarrassed as to 



what he should say, in order to satisfy 
two men so differently constituted, he 
silently submitted himself to his valet's 
attentions, while Von Herzberg had 
withdrawn to the alcove of the farthest 
window, and stood sadly awaiting the 
commands of the new king. 

" Your mtgesty is attired," said Bietz, 
in low, submissive tones. 

"Is the carriage in readiness," de- 
manded Frederick William, starting as 
if aroused from deep thought. 

" Yes, your msgesty, I ordered it to be 
ready at once." 

" Oome, then, Herzberg, let us go ; 
Rietz, you will accompany us." 

"But kings shoul(f not venture into 
the night air, without first breaking 
fast. The chocolate is already pre- 
pared. Will your msgesty permit me to 
serve it up ? " 

" No, Rietz, every thing in its proper 
place,", said the king. "My knees 
tremble ; give me the support of your 
arm, Herzberg, and lead me." 

He laid his hand heavily upon Herz- 
berg's proffered arm, and walked out, 
leaning upon him. Rietz, who followed 
them, fastened his small gray eyes on 
the minister, and shook his fist at him 
behind his back. " You will not be the 
support of my king much longer," he 
muttered between his clinched teeth. 
" You and your whole pack shall soon 
be dismissed I We have stood in the 
background and looked on while you 
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governed, long enough. Oar time has at 
last come, and we will make the most 
of if His manner had heen threaten- 
ing and hostile while mattering these 
words ; but, as he now harried forward 
to open the carriage door, be quickly 
changed it, and he not only assisted the 
king in entering, but also extended a 
helping band to the minister. He then 
jumped up and took his seat beside the 
coachman, and the carriage rolled down 
the broad avenue that led to the palace 
of Sans-Souci. The drive was of short 
duration, the horses pushing forward as 
if aware that they were carrying a new 
king to his future. Not a word was 
spoken in the carriage ; its occupants, 
the valet included, were lost in medita- 
tion. He also was fully aware that he 
was entering upon a new future, and he 
swore that it should not only be a bril- 
liant but also a profitable one. He 
smiled complacently when he consid- 
ered the pleasures and happiness life had 
in store for him. Did not the king love 
him, and, still better, did not the king 
love his wife, the soi-disant Madame 
Rietz? 

'^ A plain madan^ she will not remain 
much longer," sai Ae to himself. " She 
is ambitious ; I will place her at the head 
of the department of titles and orders, 
but I will superintend the department 
of finance and material profits. When 
such a good-natured couple as we are 
harness ourselves to a wagon, it will be 
strange indeed if we do not manage to 
pull it through the mire of life, and if it 
does not ultimately become transformed 
into a right regal equipage." At this 
moment the carriage turned the corner 
of the avenue, and there lay Sans- 
souci, illumined by the first rays of the 
rising sun, bright and beautiful to look 
npon, although the corpse of a king lay 
within — the corpse of one, who but 
yesterday was the master and ruler of 
millions, to-day inanimate clay, a hand- 
ftd of dust from the dust of humanity. 



The carriage halted, apd, as no one 
came forward to open the door, Rietz 
reluctantly opened it himself. The 
king's house was the scene of confasion 
and sorrow, and could no longer be 
called the house Sans-Souci, *' the house 
without care," since its royal occupant 
had closed his eyes. 

The king entered the antechamber, 
and greeted with a kindly smile the two 
valets who stood near the door. Tears 
rushed to their eyes, and disregarding 
etiquette in their grief, they neglected 
to open the door that led to the inner 
apartments. Rietz hastened forward 
and opened it, and then followed the 
king and minister into the reception- 
room, which was still empty, as the 
princes and princesses, and the cour- 
tiers, had not yet been informed of tie 
king's death. 

"Le roi estmort I Vive le roi ! " They 
will soon come with one weeping and 
one laughing eye ; with a reluctant tear 
for the departed, and a fascinating smile 
for the living king, who had awakened 
this morning to find a crown -on his 
brow, and a kingdom at his feet I 

" Le roi est mort I Vive le roi ! " 

How desolate is the antechamber of 
the departed king to-day ! !Not a sound 
is heard I The portrait of the Marquise 
de Pompadour, which she had given 
Frederick as a mark of her favor, hangs 
on the wall, and smiles down upon this 
scene with its coquettish beauty. The 
king and the minister do not observe 
it, but Rietz, who follows close behind, 
looks up at the picture with a com- 
placent smile, and thinks to himself that 
his wife will certainly become quite as 
celebrated and honored as the French 
king's fiame. Why should not an em- 
press also write to her some day — ^to her, 
the adored of the King of Prussia, and 
call her " ma cousine ? " Why not ? 

It is only with the greatest difficulty 
that the valet can suppress his inclina- 
tion to burst into laughter, when this 



AFTER THE KING'S DEATH. 



69 



thought occurs to him. As he follows 
liis master into the king^s study, he 
covers his face with his hand, and as- 
sumes an air of deep dejection. There 
are people in this room, and there 
might he ohservant eyes there also. 

But no, there are no ohservant eyes 
in the king's study to-day. The men 
who are present are thinking only of 
their trouble and grief. There are no 
tears of etiquette and no sighs of as- 
sumed sorrow there. The king:'s four 
cabinet counsellors alone are present. 
In accordance with his request of 
the day before, they had come to his 
study at four o'clock in the morning, 
the accustomed hour. On the preced- 
ing day they had been admitted to his 
presence, and he had giyien them his 
Instructions in a weak voice, and had 
even steadied his trembling hand suflS- 
ciently to affix his signature to a state 
document. To-day they had come, as 
usna], with the rising sun, but they 
now saw that their sun had set — noth- 
ing remained for them but to weep. 
The king did not see them, or did not 
seem to see them, but walked rapidly 
toward the open door, and the mourning 
group who had assembled in the ad- 
joining apartment. On a blood-stained 
pillow in an arm-chair lay the counte- 
nance which was yesterday that of a king. 
A day had transformed it into a marble 
bust; it lay there with closed eyes, in 
peaceful serenity — a smile on the lips 
that had yesterday cried out to the sun, 
" Soon I will be with you I " 

The great king was with the sun; 
that which lay in the chair was only 
the worthless csusket of the flown soul. 

Beside the body stood the physician 
Sello, in deep dejection. Behind the 
chair were the two lackeys, who had 
faithfully watched at the king's bedside 
during the preceding night ; they were 
weeping bitterly, wegping ' because he 
had gone from them^ 

Deep silence reigned ; and there was 



something in this silence which inspired 
even the valet Kietz with awe. He held 
his breath, and approached noiselessly 
to look at the corpse of King Frederick, 
whom he had never had an opportunity 
of viewing in such close proximity dur- 
ing his lifetime. 

As the king approached the body, the 
servants sobbed audibly. The physician 
bowed his head deeper, to salute the 
rising star. The greyhound, which had 
remained quiet and motionless at the 
king's feet until now, jumped up, raised 
its slender head, and howled piteously, 
and then returned to its former posi- 
tion. 

Deeply moved, his eyes filled with 
tears, the king stooped over the dead 
body, raised the cold hand to his lips, 
and kissed it ; and then he laid his warm 
hand on the brow that had worn a 
crown, and had so often been entwined 
with laurel-wreaths. 

" Give me, O God, Thy blessing, that 
I may be a worthy successor of this 
great king," said Frederick William, ki 
a low voice, while tears trickled down 
his cheeks. — " You, my predecessor, 
made Prussia great; God grant that it 
may never be made weak through my in- 
strumentality 1 Farewell, my king and 
uncle, and peace be with us all I " 

" Amen I " said Herzberg, in a firm 
voice. " Last evening, when the shades 
of death were already gathering on his 
brow, his m^yesty King Frederick sent 
for me, and whispered these words, in 
faltering tones: *0n the morrow you 
will present my salutations to my suc- 
cessor beside my body.' Your majesty. 
King Frederick greets you through 
mel" . 

Frederick William inclined his head 
in response. " You were with the king 
when he died, were you not, my dear 
Sello?" 

" Yes, sire, I was." 

" At what hour did the king die ? " 

Sello raised his hand, and pointed sol- 
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emnlj to the large dock which stood 
against the wall on a marhle stand. 
" Yonr nwgesty, the hands ofthat clock 
stopped the moment the king hreathed 
his last sigh. Sire, hehold the first 
monument erected to the memory of 
our great king!" 

Frederick William looked hoth as- 
tonished and pleased. ^'This is tralj 
woDderfdl," he observed, in an under- 
tone. "They were then right I We 
are surrouuded by wonders. The hand 
of a mysterious agency is visible in all 
things!" 

He walked up to the clock, and a 
feeling of awe crept over him as he re- 
garded the dial. To him the hands 
were ghostly fingers pointing to the mo- 
ment at which the king had died. 

"Twenty minutes past two,'' said 
the king, softly. "Strange, passiug 
strange 1 " . 

He turned and beckoned to his valet 
to approach. 

"Rietz, at what time did I call you 
last night, when I was awakened by 
some fearful anxiety ? " 

" It was exactly twenty minutes past 
two, your majesty! I am certain of 
it, because you commanded me to con- 
sult your watch at the time." 

" Yes, that was the exact time," mur- 
mured the king to himself. " The spir- 
its woke me, that I might greet the new 
day that was dawning for me." 

" Le roi est mort ! Yive le roi ! " The 
king, who gave enlightenment and free- 
dom of thought to his people, is dead ! 
King Frederick is dead! A shadow 
darkens the sun of this first morning of 
the new era. This shadow will soon 
become a lowering cloud, and night and 
darkness will sink down over Prussia. 

" Le roi est mort ! "Vive le roi ! " 

Frederick William had been gazing 
thoughtfcilly at the clock. With an 
effort he suddenly aroused himself. 
The hands of that clock proclaimed 
the cessation of the old and the begin- 



ning of the new era — of his era. He 
must be prepared to meet its require- 
ments. For the second time lie ap- 
proached the corpse. " Where are the 
king's decorations?" he demanded of 
Strtitzki, the attendant, in whose arms 
the king had breathed his last. 

Hastily drying his eyes, Strutzki 
stepped softly to the little cabinet, 
and opened it. 

"Leave the others," commanded the 
king, "and bring me only the ribbon 
of the Order of the Black Eagle." 

StrAtzki speedily returned with the 
designated order. Holding the broad 
orange ribbon in his hand, the king 
now turned to the Minister von Herz- 
berg. 

"Count," said he, "bow your head, 
and receive, at my hands, the last sou- 
venir of the great king who has cast off 
his mortal frame, in order that he may 
sojourn with us as an immortal spirit 
The ribbon worn by Frederick the 
Great shall now adorn your breast, in 
order that the respect and esteem 
which I entertain for you be made 
manifest to the world. You ^ill be as 
true and zealous a finend to me as you 
were to my great uncle. You wiH 
serve me, as you served him, in the 
capacity of minister of state ; and you 
will be often called on for advice and 
counsel. Count Herzberg." 

"Your m^esty," murmured Herz- 
berg, his voice tremulous with emT)tion, 
" your majesty rewards me beyond my 
deserts. I have done nothing but my 
duty, and — " " ' 

"Happy is that king," exclaimed 
Frederick William, intertlipting him, 
" happy is that king who is surrounded 
by servants who take no Credit to them- 
selves for the good and great which 
they accomplish, considering that they 
have done no more than their duty. 
The obligation to acknowledge their 
services and show his gratitude, is on 
this account all the more incumbent 
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upon him; there are very few people 
on eai'th who can say of themselves, in 
this exalted sense, that they have done 
their dnty. But I am a very happy 
king; I have two such friends at my 
side on the very threshold of my career. 
Yon, my dear county I have already re- 
warded for your services. Yonr patent 
as count shall he made out, and the in- 
signia of the highest order of the Black 
Eagle presented you. You will still 
continue to administer the affairs of 
your foreign hureau. And now, you 
need rest, my dear count; I know that 
you have watched a great deal in the 
last few nights. Au reooir ! " 

After taking a last lingering look at 
the royal corpse, Herzberg retired ; and 
King Frederick William turned to the 
valet, Rietz, who had stood, with his 
head bowed down, in order to hide the 
curiosity, and the indifference to the 
solemnity of the occasion, which were 
depicted in his countenance. 

" And now, my dear Rietz," said the 
king, extending his hand to the valet, 
" now the time has at last come when I 
can reward you for your faithful ser- 
vices ! I appoint you treasurer of my 
household, and keeper of my strong- 
box!"* 

"Ah, your majesty, my beloved 
king," sobbed Rietz, as he pressed 
Frederick William's hand to his thick, 
swollen hps, "such grace, such favor, 
I have not deserved. I thank your 
majesty, however, from the bottom of 
my heart, and you shall always find in 
me a true and faithful servant! Oh, 
what will my wife say, and how happy 
she will be, over the new honor you 
have conferred upon me ! " 

The king withdrew his hand with a 
slight shudder, and looked almost tim- 
idly in the direction of the corpse, 
which lay there so grand and still. He 



* The king's own words, uttered beBide Fred- 
erick's corpse. 



did not see the quiet, stealthy glance 
which the treasurer fastened on his 
countenance. 

If the corpse of the great Frederick 
had suddenly come to life again — ^if 
those closed eyes had opened once 
more— how withering a glance would 
they have bestowed upon the wanton 
valet ! But even the corpse of a king 
hears no more, and the closed eyes 
open not again I 

" Le roi est mort ! Vive le roi ! " 

The king stepped slowly back, but 
his gaze still rested on the countenance 
of the dead. Though dosed, those 
eyes seemed to see into his heart. 

"Rietz, send for the sculptor, in 
Potsdam, in order that a cast of the 
king's face may taken." 

" Your majesty, it shall be attended 
to immediately." 

He hurried toward the door, but a 
gestm-e of his royal master recalled him. 
Frederick William dreaded being left 
alone with the great dead and the 
weeping lackeys ! For he well knew 
that the bodies of the departed were 
always watched over by" the spirits of 
their ancestors. He knew that the 
spirits of those who had been dear to 
the departed in love and friendship, 
and the spirits of those who were his 
enemies while they trod the earth in 
the flesh, were now hovering over the 
body, and struggling for the possession 
of King Frederick's soul, even as they 
struggled^ for the soul of Moses. But a 
short time had elapsed since this had 
had been communicated to him by the 
spirit of the great philosopher Leibnitz, 
whom the two believers, Bischofswer- 
der and Wollner, had conjured up to 
confirm the statements they had made 
to the unbelieving prince royal ! 

Yes, these hostile spirits are struggling 
over the body for the possession of the 
soul, and to remain, with this knowledge, 
alone with the dead and the contending 
spirits, inspires awe and terror. 
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" Bietz, my faithful follower, remain," 
eaid the king, ahnost anxiously. *' But 
no I Call Lieutenant-Colonel Bischofe- 
werder." 

"Your migesty, he has ridden into 
the city to carry this sad intelligence to 
the present prince royal, and conduct 
him here to Sans-Souci." 

"And the Councillor Wöllner ? " 

"Your mt^esty, I have dispatch^ a 
courier to Berlin to inform him of the 
king's death, and he will prohahly soon 
he here." 

"Ah, Rietz, you are a faithful and 
considerate servant. Go hefore and 
open the doors. I will repair to the 
audience-chamher ; the court will proh- 
ahly have assembled by this time! " 

He waved the royal corpse a final 
adieu, bowed and walked backward to 
the door, as if retiring from an audience 
accorded him by the great Frederick. 
Profound silence reigned in the chamber 
for a moment, until Alkmene crept out 
from under the chair and again howled 
piteously. 



CHAPTEB IL 

"le koi est mort! vrvB le boiI" 

While only two poor servants and 
a faithful dog remained with the dead 
king, the new king was receiving the 
congratulations of his court iij the audi- 
ence-chamber. 

The court officials and ministers had 
already assembled ; and now the princes 
of the royal family were coming in. 

Rietz, who had remained in the ante- 
chamber, now entered and approached 
the king. " Your majesty, his royal 
highness the prince royal and Prince 
Louis have this moment arrived, and 
beg permission to tender their congratu- 
lations." 

" Conduct the prince to the concert- 



hall," said the king, "I will join him 
there directly. — ^And Lieutenant-Colonel 
Bischo&werder?" 

" Your mi^esiy, he accompanied the 
prince royal." 

The king bowed graciously. The 
word "mt^esty" sounded like sweet 
music in his ear, and drowned the wail 
of grief for the departed. 

Bestowing a kindly smile upon the as- 
sembled court, the king left the audience- 
chamber in order to repair to the con- 
cert-hall, where the two princes awaited 
him. 

Eietz went in advance, and, as he 
threw open the door of the concerir-faaU, 
cried in a loud voice, " His majesty the 
kingl" 

The two princes hastened forward, 
and pressed their father's extended band 
to their lips. 

" I take the liberty of tendering to 
my royal father my most humble con- 
gratulations." The prince nttered these 
words in a stiff and declamatory man- 
ner, merely repeating them as they had 
been taught him by his tutor. Professor 
Behnisch. 

" I beg that your msgesty will accord 
me your favor, and I assure my royal 
father that he will always find in me 
an affectionate son and his most obedi- 
ent subject." 

The king's countenance darkened as 
he gazed upon the prince, who would 
one day be his successor. Prince royal ! 
An unpleasant word, truly ; a gloomy 
and constant reminder of approaching 
death I — ^the prince royal, who is only 
waiting to be king, who, like the shadow 
of death, is ever at the monarch's side, 
reminding him of approaching dissolu- 
tion. To love one's successor is cer- 
tainly a hard task; but his existence 
may, at least, be forgiven, when he is 
the son of a loved wife, when the father 
loves his child. But when the prince 
royal is the fruit of a mai-riage of con- 
venience, the son of an unloved wife — 
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"when the king has another and a cher- 
ished son, whose mother he has passion- 
ately loved I — ^Ah, how differently would 
this son have received his father ! He 
'w^onld have thrown himself into his 
father's arms, and would have hugged 
and kissed him. 

"Oh, my dear son Alexander, why 
are you not my successor ? Why must 
you remain at a distance ? why are you 
not permitted to stand at my side in this 
great hour? But all this shall be 
changed I My Alexander shall no long- 
er remain in obscurity — no, he shall 
not!" 

With his two sons the king had only 
exchanged a few words of ceremony. 
He responded but coldly to the formal 
congratulation of the pripce royal ; and 
replied with a mute gesture only to the 
embarrassed and stammering words of 
Prince Louis. 

" And now go, my princes," said he; 
" go and look at the body of your great 
uncle, and impress the solemn scene 
npon your minds, that you may never 
forget it!" 

" I shall never forget the great king," 
said the prince royal, his countenance 
expressive of great tenderness and emo- 
tion. " No, your majesty, I shall never 
forget the great Frederick. He was al- 
ways so gentle and gracious to me ; and 
but a few days ago he spoke to me like 
a kind father, and that made me feel so 
proud and happy that I can never forget 
it, and never cease to be grateful while 
life lasts." 

The long-repressed tears now rushed 
from the prince royal's eyes, and Prince 
Louis began to weep, too, when he saw 
his brother's tears, and murmured: 
"The great Frederick was also very 
gracious to me." 

The king turned aside. His sons' teai-s 

were offensive. Who knows whether 

they will weep when their father also 

dies? 

" Go, my sons, and pay a last tribute 



of tears to the past, and then turn your 
thoughts to the joyful realities of the 
present ! " 

The two princes bowed ceremonious- 
ly, and then left the room, retiring 
backward, as if in mDitary drill. 

The king's eyes followed them as they 
left the room, and his countenance dark- 
ened. " They are as stiff and awkward 
as puppets. And yet they have hearts, 
but not for their father !— Kietz ! " 

The chamberlain immediately appear- 
ed in the doorway, and stood awaiting 
his master's commands, his countenance 
beaming with humility. 

"Eietz, go at once and inform my 
son Alexander of what has taken place ! 
He must go to Oharlottenburg with his 
tutor and await me there ! Let him tell 
his mother that I will take tea with her 
this evening, and that she may expect 
me at six o'clock." 

" Will your majesty pass the night in 
Oharlottenburg?" asked the chamber- 
lain, with his eyes cast down and the 
most innocent expression of counte- 
nance. 

" I cannot say," replied the king; " I 
may go to Berlin, and — " 

" Your majesty, perhaps, considers it 
necessary to pay a visit of condolence to 
the widowed queen at Schönhausen ? " 

Rietz had said this in an almost in- 
audible voice, but the king's atten- 
tive ear caught the words neverthe- 
less, and his countenance beamed with 
joy. 

"Yes, my friend and heart's inter- 
preter, I will visit the widowed queen 
at Schönhausen. Take the fastest horse 
from my stable and ride there to an- 
nounce my coming." 

"To the widowed queen only, your , 
majesty ? To no one else ? " 

"You ask as if you did not know 
what my reply would be," said the 
king, smiling. "No, you may also pre- 
sent my compliments to the queen's 
beautiful maid of honor, JuUe von Voss. 
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Bequest her, in my name, to hold her- 
self in readiness to receive nie. I wish 
to speak with her on matters of great 
importance. Go, my friend ! " 

" To speak with her on matters of 
great importance,'' mnttered Rietz, after 
he had left the room. " As if we did not 
all very well know what he has to say 
to this beautifnl yonng lady; as if his 
love for her were not a public secret, 
well known to the qneen, his wife, to 
the entire conrt, and to dear Madame 
Bietz, my wife! Very well, I will first 
ride to yonng Alexander, then I will 
speed to Schönhausen, and finally I will 
hie me to Madame Bietz in Gharlotten- 
burg, to make my report. My dear 
wife is so generous, and I can dispose 
of so much money I Life is so pleasant 
when one has money! And it is all 
the same who a man is and what he is I 
K he always has money, a goodly sup- 
ply in his purse, he is a distinguished 
man, and is respected by all. There- 
fore the main thing is to become rich, 
for the world belongs to the rich ; and 
I am quite willing that the world should 
belong to me. Oh, I will make the 
best use of my time ; and those who 
suppose they can fool me by their 
flattery, and that I can be induced to 
intercede for them with the king, out 
of pure goodness of heart, will discover 
that they have calculated without their 
host. Money is the word, gentlemen ! 
Pay up, and the influence of the mighty 
chamberlain shall be exerted in your 
behalf; but nothing gratis! Death 
only is gratis ! No, I am wrong," said 
he, laughing derisively, as he gazed at 
a company of grenadiers, who were 
marching up the avenue toward the 
palace, where they were to be station- 
ed as a guard of honor to the royal 
corpse. "The funeral costs a great 
deal of money." 

The grenadiers passed on; and the 
subdued roll of the drums, ^hich were 
draped in mourning, died away in the 



distance, while the winds wafted over 
from Potsdam the sounds of the tolling 
bells which proclaimed the king's death 
to the awakening city. Bietz hurried 
off to send the son of the king to his 
mother in Charlottenburg, and then 
to ride to Schönhausen and deliver a 
loving greeting to Frederick William's 
new flame. It was still silent and des- 
olate in the chamber of the dead at 
Sans-Souci. Strützki had once stepped 
softly out of the room to get some 
twigs from the elder-tree which stood 
on the terrace, to keep the flies from 
the face of the dead king. And now 
the two lackeys were standing on 
either side of the chair, fanning away 
the miserable insects that had dared 
to light on this countenance since the 
hand of the artist Death had chiselled 
it into marble. Nothing was heard but 
the rustle of the twigs and the Lnm- 
ming of the flies, ever returning, as if 
to mock man's vain efforts to drive 
them from what was justly their own. 

The doors were softly opened, and 
the two princes glided in, and noise- 
lessly approached the arm-chair in 
which Frederick lay, as if fearful of 
awakening him. 

The prince royal looked at the body 
long and silently, and his countenance 
was expressive of deep and earnest feel- 
ing. ** Stand aside, lackeys," said he, 
haughtily, " and you, too, my brother, I 
wish to be alone. I wish to commune 
awhile with his majesty ! " 

The lackeys and Prince Louis re- 
tired ; the former to the door, the latter 
to the distant window; and now the 
lad of sixteen was alone with the im- 
mortal Frederick. 

He knelt down before the body, 
grasped the cold hand, and gazed on 
the marble features of the great dead 
with an expression of intense earnest- 
ness and determination. 

"My great uncle and king," mur- 
mured he, " I swear to you that I wiU 
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endeavor to do all that you recently 
enjoined upon me; and that I will 
ever strive to do honor to your great 
name. I swear to you that I will one 
day be a good and useful king, and en- 
deavor to deserve the affection of the 
people. My dear uncle, I have a secret 
in my heart, and I must disclose it be- 
fore you descend into the grave. It 
seems to me your sleep will be more 
peaceful when you learn it : I hate 
Madame Bietz and her husband. And 
if she is still living when I become 
king, I will puDish her for her crimes, 
and wUl repay her for all the tears 
which she has caused my dear mother. 
No one knows of my determination 
except ray mother, who recently told 
me what sorrow Madame Rietz had oc- 
casioned her, and then I was so angi-y 
that I wished to go immediately and 
Mil her. But my mother exhorted me 
to silence and patience, and I promised 
that I would obey her. But when I 
am king, I will be no longer suent ; 
then shall come the day of arraignment 
and punishment. This I swear to you, 
my dear, my great uncle and king; and 
this isr the secret I longed to disclose. 
Yes, I will some day avenge my mother. 
Farewell, my king — sleep in peace I 
and — ^" A hand was laid upon his shoul- 
der ; he looked up and saw his young 
cousin Prince Louis, whose approach he 
had not noticed, standing beside him. 

"I congratulate you, cousin," said 
Prince Louis, impressively, "and crave 
the continuance of your favor, prince 
royal of Prussia. His m^gesty the king 
sent me here to pay my respects to the 
royal corpse and the prince royal, but 
I propose to pay my respects to the lat- 
ter first." 

"Ko," said Frederick 'William, who 
had slowly arisen from his knees, " that 
yon must not do, cousin Louis. I am 
not changed, and am no better because 
of our great king's death." 

"But more powerful," said the prince; 



"you are now prince royal, and the 
greatest deference should be shown 
you. Oh, do not look at me so ear- 
nestly and angrily, cousin. You think I 
am cold and indifferent ; but no, I have 
only determined not to weep over the 
body of our dear uncle. My mother 
tells me we shall also soon die, if we let 
fall a tear on the countenance of the 
dead. And yet, Frederick, when I re- 
flect that the good uncle is dead who 
was always so kind to me, and who 
was our pride and glory, I cannot help 
shedding tears in spite of my mother's 
injunction. Oh, great Frederick, that 
you could have remained a few years 
longer on earth, till that proud eye might 
have rested on a gallant prince and brave 
soldier, instead of a foolish lad I " 

" But, cousin, how can you speak so 
disparagingly of yourself, and so far 
forget your dignity as a prince ? " 

" Ah, a prince is no better than any 
one else," said Prince Louis, shrugging 
his shoulders, " and while I have the 
greatest respect for your exalted rank, 
Mr. Prince Royal, I have none what- 
ever for my own little title ; particularly 
at this moment, when I see that the 
great Frederick, the hero and king, was 
only a mortal. Oh, my dear uncle, 
why did you leave us so soon I You 
were not yet so old — scarcely seventy- 
four years, and there are so many who 
are older. A short time since, as I was 
coming here to inquire after your health, 
I saw an old man at the entrance of 
the park, warming himself in the sun ; 
he sat vfiXh. folded hands, and prayed 
aloud. I approached and offered him a 
piece of money, which he rejected. I 
then asked him why he prayed and 
begged, if he did not desire money. 
* I am praying for the sick king,' said 
he; * I am entreating the sunbeams to 
warm and invigorate the king's suffer- 
ing body, and restore him to new life. 
The king is so young! he should live 
much longer. I was a soldier when 
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the king was baptized, and stood near 
by as a sentinel; and now they say 
that he mnst die. That makes me anx- 
ions. If so yonng a man mnst already 
die, my torn will soon come ; and I so 
mnch desire to live a little longer and 
warm myself in the bright sunshine I ' 
And the old man of nioety is still sit- 
ting in the sunshine ; while yon, great 
Frederick, were compelled to die 1 Yon 
have gone to the snn, while we are still 
groping in darkness, and lamenting yonr 
loss, and — " 

" Be still, coQsin ! " murmnred the 
prince royal; ** some one is coming I It 
is the sculptor who is to take a cast of 
the king's face. Come, let us go! 
Come ! " 

He extended his hand to Prince 
Louis, to lead him out of the room, but 
the prince drew back. He knelt down 
before the body, and kissed the cold 
hand which had recently stroked his 
cheeks affectionately. Frederick had 
always loved Prince Louis, the son of 
his brother Ferdinand, and had often 
prophesied that he would live to ac- 
complish something great and useful. 

The young prince thought of this, a,s 
he pressed the cold hand to liis lips in a 
last farewell. "I swear to you, my 
great uncle and king, that I will faith- 
fully strive to ftilfil your prophecy, 
and accomplish something good and 
useful, and to do hjonor to the name I 
bear. Let the kiss which I now press 
on your hand be the seal of my vow, 
and my last greeting I " 

He arose, and his large dark eyes 
rested on the body with a lingering, 
• tender look. 

" Oh," sighed he, " why am I not a 
painter or an artist, that I might sketch 
this scene 1 " 

"A happy suggestion," said the 
prince royal, eagerly. "I am certainly 
no artist, but I can draw a little, never- 
theless ; and I intend to make for my- 
self a memento of this day. — Mr. Eck- 



stem, I beg yon to wait a quarter of an 
hour, in order that I may make a sketch 
of this scene." 

The sculptor, who had already ap- 
proached the body with his apparatus, 
bowed respectfully, and stepped back. 
Prince Louis took a pencil and a aheet 
of paper from the king's writing-desk, 
and handed it to his brother the prince 
royal. The latter commenced to sketcii 
the scene with hurried strokes."*" His 
brother stood at his side, looking^ on ; 
behind the chair were the two lackeys, 
and the greyhound's head protruded 
from beneath the chair. The scalptor 
Eckstein had withdrawn to the farthest 
end of the room. Piince Louis had, 
however, noiselessly glided into the 
acyoining concert-room, where the in- 
struments were kept. There were the 
flutes and violins in their cases, and 
there stood the* magnificent piano, in- 
laid with ivory and mother-of-pearl, 
which the king's hands had so often 
touched. 

The silence of the death-chamber was 
once more unbroken. The body lay 
there, so great and sublime in the two- 
fold megesty of death and renown, and 
the prince royal was absorbed in his 
work, when the silence was suddenly 
broken by subdued tones of plaintive 
music. These tones came from the 
concert-room, and filled the chamber of 
the dead with low and harmonious sighs 
and lamentations. 

Alkmene crept out from under the 
arm-chair, and trotted slowly into the 
adjoining chamber, as if to see if her 
master, whose voice she had not heard 
since yester4ay, had not called to her 
to come to him at the piano. The grey- 
hound, however, returned to her former 



* This drawing, which the prince royal had made 
of the body of Frederick the Q^eat^ was afterward 
framed, and hung for many years in his stndy, 
with this inscription, in his own handwritfng : 
"I sketched this on the 17th of Angnst, 1786, 
between the honrs of 9 and 10 p. x." 
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position, when she saw that it was 
another who sat at the piano. 

No, it was not the king, hut his 
nephew Louis, who was playing this 
requiem for the great departed, and 
tears were trickling down over his 
handsome and manly young face. Per- 
haps it was improper to hreak in npon 
the stillness of the sacred chamher in 
this manner. Bat what cared the 
young prince for that. He thought 
only of bringing the great dead a last 
love-offering, and none was there to 
prevent him. Etiquette had nothing 
more to do with the dead king. It had 
taken up its abode in the neighboring 
audience-chamber, with the living king. 
There, all was formality and ceremony. 
There, decorated excellencies and gold- 
embroidered uniforms were making 
profound obeisances. There, respectful 
congratulations were being made, and 
gracious smiles accorded by royal lips. 

" Le roi est mort 1 Yive le roi 1 " 



CHAPTER m. 

THB FAYOBITES. 

Kma Fbedekice William stepped 
back into the little audience-chamber, 
and beckoned to his two friends 
Bischofiswerder and Wollner to follow 
him. 

He embraced Bisohofswerder, and 
pressed a kiss on his forehead. "My 
friend, you must never leave me, but 
always remain at my side." 

"I will follow my royal master," 
said Bischofswerder, bowing profound- 
ly, "as a faithful dog follows his 
master^s footsteps, satisfied if he shall 
from time to time vouchsafe me a gra- 
cious look." 

"I know you, my friend," said the 
king. "I know that you are disin- 
terested, that you are not ambitious. 



and that the things of this world are 
of but littie importance to your noble 
mind." 

"Let it be my task to provide for 
your earthly as you have undertaken 
to provide for my spiritual welfare. 
My dear Bischofswerder, I appoint you 
colonel, and this shall be only the step 
from which you will be rapidly pro- 
moted to the rank of general; for you 
not only war bravely and daringly 
against visible men, but also against in- 
visible spirits, and it is my holy duty 
and privilege to reward the brave." 

" Your majesty," said Bischofs werder, 
gently, " the only reward I crave is your 
fiivor. I desire and solicit nothing 
more. The honors and dignities which 
you shower upon me, and of which I 
am so undeserving, only awaken anxiety 
by illumining my small merit, and ma- 
king my unworthiness all the more 
conspicuous before the world. Never- 
theless, I accept with thanks the promo- 
tion accorded me by the grace of my 
king, although I would rather decline 
the honor, and remain in obscurity in 
the shadow of your throne. But I dare 
not, for a higher one has commanded 
me to submit to your behests, and I 
must obey." 

"A higher one?" asked the king. 
" Who is he ? Who commands here be- 
sides myself? " 

"Your mtgesty, the spirits of the 
great dead — the Invisible, whose power 
is greater than that of all the visible, 
however great and mighty they may 
bei" 

The king had asked this question with 
a proud and haughty glance ; suddenly 
his manner altered, his countenance as- 
sumed an humble, penitent look, his 
head sank down upon his breast, and he 
folded his hands as if in prayer. " I am 
a sinner and a criminal," he murmured. 
" In the pride of my new dignity I for- 
got my superiors ; and the littie visible 
creature dared to consider himself the 
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equal of the Invisible I I now repent, 
beg for mercy, and am ready to yield 
obedience to my superiors. — ^Tbey have 
then spoken to yon again, these supe- 
rior beings? They hav^ imparted to 
you their wishes? " 

" Yonr majesty," said Bischofswerder, 
in a mysterious whisper, "while sleep- 
ing last night, I was suddenly awakened 
by a wondrous radiance, and I sprang 
from my bed, believing that fire had 
broken out and enveloped my room in 
flames ; but I felt that a gentle hand 
forced me back, and I now saw that the 
light which had terrified me came from 
a luminous countenance, which stood 
out in bold relief amid the surrounding 
darkness. The eyes of this countenance 
shone like two heavenly stars, shedding 
a soft light upon me. With a celestial 
smile on its lips, the spirit spoke to me : 
^Your heart is humble and guileless. 
You have no craving after earthly hon- 
ors, and are not attracted by grandeur 
and riches; but I command you to 
arise from your humiUty, and no longer 
to withdraw yourself from earthly 
honors, for those whom the Invisible 
love must also be recognized and ele- 
vated by the visible, that their favor be 
made manifest before men. You will 
be advanced to-morrow, and on the en- 
suing day you will receive a second ad- 
vancement ; and what ybur king offers 
you must accept This is the will of 
the Invisible.' And after this wonder- 
ful spirit had spoken it vanished, and 
all was again enveloped in darkness. I, 
however, lit a candle, in order that I 
might have tangible proof, on arising 
the next morning, that this had been no 
dream ; I wrote down on a sheet of 
paper the last words the spirit had 
'spoken, and the hour at which it ap- 
peared. Your majesty, I have brought 
this paper with me to show it to my 
king, fiereitis!'' 

The king took the writing, and read in 
a low voice*: " You will be advanced to- 



morrow, and on the ensuing day you 
will receive a second advancement ; and 
what the king offers you must accept. 
This is the will of the Invisible. Com- 
mand of the radiant spirit, given in the 
night between the sixteenth and seven- 
teenth of August, at twenty minutes 
past two." 

" The hour at which the king died," 
exclaimed Frederick William, with as- 
tonishment, " and the hour at which I 
also suddenly awoke I Wonderful, won- 
derful indeed ! " 

"Your majesty, for those endowed 
with intuition there are no wonders," 
said Bischofewerder, quietly, " and your 
megesty belongs to this number." 

"But only in a very slight degree," 
sighed the king. " I am still groping in 
the twilight; my eyes are yet dazzled 
by the splendor of the Invisible." 

" But your migesty will advance 
steadily toward the source of light ; 
and if the Invisible will permit me to 
conduct you into the holy temple of in- 
finite knowledge, I will esteem it the 
greatest earthly blessing! " 

" Yes," cried the king, in ecstasy ; 
" yes, my friend, you shall conduct me ; 
and, at the side of him upon whom this 
light has been shed, I will walk in safe- 
ty over the slippery paths of life. Noth- 
ing can astoni^ me in the future, for 
the paper I hold in my hand is a mira- 
cle, and an evidence that the Invisible 
is omnipresent and omniscient. At 
the same moment in which King Fred- 
erick died I awoke with a cry, and at 
the ame time the spirit announced to 
you that you would be advanced by 
your king — ^by me, who at that moment 
became king I My friend, I beg you to 
give me this paper, this evidence of the 
presence of the Invisible I " 

Bisohofswerder bowed profoundly. 
" All that the king's consecrating hand 
touches becomes his property, as I am 
his with all that is minel " 

"I thank you, colonel, I thank you! 
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ascend the step to hoDor whicli this 
<iay oflPers, and let it be my care that 
tlie prophecy for the ensuing day be 
al.so fulfilled. And now," continued the 
Iciug, turning to WöUner, who had stood 
"witli folded hands, his head bowed 
down, during this conversation ; " and 
now, as to you, Councillor WöUner, you 
are also deserving of thanks and re- 
Tv^ard." 

"Far more dei^rving than I, poor 
unworthy man," exclaimed Bischofs- 
werder; "for Ohrysophorus, the efful- 
gent, belongs to the chosen, and is the 
favorite of the Invisible. If your ma- 
jesty empties the plenteous horn of your 
favor on the head of Ohrysophorus, no 
drop will be lost, but all will fall on 
good and fertile soil." 

The king greeted the noble, disinter- 
ested friend with a kindly smile, and 
then laid his hand gently on Wöllner's 
shoulder. 

" Thus I will sustain myself on you, 
Wollner, and as I now lay my right 
hand on you, so will I make you my 
right hand, as I make Bischofswerder 
my head, to think for me. You too 
shall be my head and my hand." 

" But your heart, sire ? " asked 
"Wollner, in his earnest and solemn voice. 
" Your heart you must be yourself, and 
no other human being must be your 
heart but the king himself." 

Frederick William smiled. " My heart, 
that am I — I the king, but also I the 
man ; and the head and hand which act 
for me, must also permit the heart to 
act, as it will and can ! Councillor 
WöUner, has the Invisible announced 
nothing to you ? have you alone passed 
the night in quiet slumber? " 

" Your majesty," replied WöUner, 
with an air of self-reproach, " I have re- 
ceived no message from the Invisible ; 
I must honor the truth, and acknowl- 
edge that I have rarely enjoyed such 
peaceful and unbroken slumber as in the 
past night." 



" He slept the sleep of the just," said 
Bischofswerder, "and the spirits kept 
watch at the door of our Chrysophoras." 

" WeU, then, I wiU. announce to you 
what the spirits did not announce," ex- 
claimed the Kng, with vivacity, " WöU- 
ner, I appoint you Privy CounciUor of 
the Finances, and, at the same time, In- 
tendant of the Royal Bureau of Con- 
struction." 

"Oh, your majesty," cried WöUner, 
his little gray eyes sparkling with joy, 
" that is more than I deserve, almost 
more than I can accept. I do not con- 
sider myself worthy of such high dis- 
tinction ; and this favor far exceeds my 
merit. And yet, notwithstanding the 
high honor my king has conferred upon 
me, I still dare prefer a request ; one, 
however, which does not spring from 
any bold desire of my own, but one 
which the command of the Invisible 
compels me to utter. I am not actuated 
by earthly motives, but I must obey the 
behests of the spirits." 

" What is this request, my dear privy 
councUlor of the finances? " asked the 
king, with a smile. " I give you my 
royal word that your first request shall 
be granted." 

"Your majesty, my request is only 
this : Give me your favor, your confi- 
dence, and your esteem, as long asl live." 

" This I promise you, but as a matter 
of course I should have been compeUed 
to do so, although you had not asked 
me. This, therefore, we cannot con- 
sider a compUance with your request. 
Speak, WöUner, and prefer your other 



" WeU, then, your mjgesty, I beg to 
be permitted to arrange King Frederick's 
papers, and prepare this literary legacy 
for the press." 

" I commission you not only to do so," 
said the king, " but, in order to remove 
all impediments and faciUtate your la- 
bors, I make you a present of these 
papers, to have and to hold as your own 



80 



GOETHE AND SCHILLEB. 



« ^.4 



property. You may print or suppress 
portions of them, as seems best to yon. 
I make this one condition, however, 
that you do not destroy the kmg's writ- 
ings, manuscripts, and papers, after you 
have examined and had them printed 
as your insight and judgment shall di- 
rect ; but that you deposit them in the 
royal archives, set apart for the preserva- 
tion of such documents." 

"Your commands shall be obeyed in 
every particular," said Wöllner, respect- 
fully, " and that no doubts may arise on 
this subject, I beg this favor of your 
majesty, that you make out a written 
order to the effect that all the papers 
of the deceased king (whom I unhappily 
cannot call the blessed, because he lived 
in mibelief and darkness) be transferred 
to me by the two privy cabinet council- 
lors of the late king ; they taking a re- 
ceipt for the exact number of sheets 
counted out to me, and my written obli- 
gation to return each and every one of 
them. And I will certainly make haste 
to accomplish my task, for the Invisible 
has commanded me to complete the 
great work with which I have been in- 
trusted without delay.' " 

" And are you permitted to acquaint 
me^ith the object of this great work, 
my friend f " asked the king. 

"Yes, your m^esty, I am not only 
permitted, but am commanded to do so ! 
I am to impart to you the reasons why 
I solicit the papers of the deceased king, 
and why I desire to have them printed. 
The object is, that the eyes of your 
majesty's subjects may be opened, and 
they be brought to the knowledge that 
he; whom fröethinkers and unbelievers 
called a shining light, was a mocker at all 
religion, and an atheist who scoffed at 
all that was holy, and did homage to 
himself, the idol of renown and hea- 
thenish poetry, only. The Invisible has 
commanded me to unveil the scoflSng 
mind of the unbelieving king, and make 
manifest to the world that such a one 



may never hope to enter heaven and 
participate in bliss. Listen, my dear 
king and master," continued Wöllner, 
in an elevated voice, as the roll of drums 
announced the approach of a body of 
troops ; " listen to these drums proclaim- 
ing the dawn of a new day I Kail the 
day which gives to millions of mis- 
guided men a leader and a guide, 
destined to lead them back to the right 
path; and to rear aloft the holy cross 
which his predecessor trod under foot! 
Hail to your people, Frederick William, 
for you have come to rebuild the Church 
of God I Hail to thee, thou favorite of 
the Invisible ! hail, Frederick William ! " 

And with a cry of enthusiasm, Biach- 
ofswerder repeated the words, "Hail 
to thee, thou favorite of the Invisible! 
hail, Frederick William ! " 

The king had listened to Wöllner 
with downcast eyes, and the joyfbl ac- 
clamations of his two friends seemed 
only to have given him disqmet and 
anxiety. 

"I am an unworthy sinner," mur- 
mured the king, in a penitent voice, 
" and if you do not take pity on me and 
intercede for me with the Invisible, I 
am a lost man. I implore you both to 
sustain me with a helping hand, that I 
may not fall to the ground." 

"The Invisible has commanded us 
to stay at your side and devote our lives 
to your welfare," said Wöllner, solenanly. 

"And even if he had not," cried 
Bischofswerder, feelingly, " my own 
heart would have prompted me to do so, 
for I am my king's alone, and am ready 
to shed my blood for him. Tell us, 
therefore, what we are to do, and what 
is required to restore peace to your soul." 

" Say, to my heart, my faithful friend," 
cried the king, " for it is my heart that 
needs peace. I love, love with glowing 
passion. And yet I have sworn in the 
holy lodge of the Invisible to dedicate 
my life to virtue. Oh, tell me, tell me, 
my friends, how can I keep my vow 
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witLoat giving my heart the death-blow ! 
Do not let me sink in despair, bat take 
pity on me. I feel siok and miserable ; 
the torment of love and the conflict with 
dnty rob me of all strength and cour- 
age. Ob, help me, help me I Yon, my 
friend Bischofswerder, let me drink 
once more of the elixir of life which the 
great ma^cian, Oagliostro, intrusted you 
with ; give me once more life, health, 
and happiness I '' 

"Your m^esty knows," replied Bi- 
scliofswerder, " that I gave you the last 
drop of the precious elixir, given me by 
the great magician, to infuse new life 
and health into my veins, when the 
hour of death should draw near. I 
joyfully delivered myself over to death 
in order that my king might have new 
life ; and I now learn, with the greatest 
sorrow, that it was not snfScient to ac- 
complish its object. But what I would 
never do for myself, I will now do for 
my king. I will entreat the Invisible 
to impart to me the secret of the prepa- 
ration of this elixir of life; I will ad- 
dress my thoughts to this magician 
with all the strength of my soul, and 
conjure him to appear and instruct me 
how to concoct the elixir of life for my 
king and master." 

" Ah," sighed the king, sadly, " if it 
is necessary that the magician should 
appear here, personally, in order to im- 
part to you this wonderful secret, ray 
wish will probably never be gratified, 
for Oagliostro is at present, as my am- 
bassador yesterday informed me, in Lon- 
don; and the believers are pouring 
into that city, from all parts of Europe, 
to see the sublime martyr, who lan- 
guished in a French prison, on account 
of the unhappy necMace affair, untU 
his innocence was proved, when he was 
restored to liberty, on condition that he 
should leave France at once and never 
recross its boundaries. Oagliostro then 
went to London, where he is now re- 
ceiving the homage of his admirers; 
6 



and there he expects to remain, as he 
informed our ambassador. How can 
your prayers and entreaties have suffi- 
cient power to call the magician here 
from so great a distance ? His sublime 
spirit is united with the body, and \b 
subject to finite laws." 

" No, my king," replied Bischofswer- 
der, quietly, "the sublime magician, 
Oagliostro is uncontrolled by these 
laws. The miraculous power of hie 
spirit governs the body, and it mnrt 
obey his behests. I read in your soal 
that you are in doubt, my king, and 
that yon do not believe in the domin- 
ion of the spirit. Bnt your majeetj 
must learn to do so, for in this belief 
only are safety and eternal health to 
be found for you and for ns all. I wifl 
invoke the Invisible in the coming 
night ; and, if my prayer be heard, the 
magician of the North will appear in 
our midst this very night, to give ear to 
my entreaties." 

" K this should occur," cried the king, 
" I am forever converted to this belief 
and nothing can hereafter make «e 
waver in my trust and confidence in 
you, my Bischofswerder I " 

"It will occur," «aid Bisohofawerder, 
quietly. " I beg that your m^Jeefty will 
call Ohrysophorus and myself to your 
chamber at the next midnight hoor, in 
order that we may invoke tlie InvisiMe 
in your presence." 

"At the next midnight hour?** re- 
peated the king, in confusion. Biaohofs- 
werder^s quick, piercing glance seemed, 
to read the king's inmost thoughts in 
his embarrassed manner. 

"I know," said he, after a panae^ 
"that your majesty intended to pa« 
this night in Oharlottenburg with your 
children and their mother; and if your 
m^esty commands, we will meet there 
at the midnight hour." 

" Do so, my friends," said the king, 
hastily, " I will await you in Oharlot- 
tenburg, at the appointed time, al- 
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though I scarcely believe yon will 
come ; an d doabt, very much, whether 
Bischofswerder's incantations will haye 
power to call the great magician to my 
assistance. Oh, I am greatly in need 
of help. If yon are really my friends,, 
and if the Invisible has anointed yonr 
eyes with the rays of knowledge, yon 
also mast know what torments my soul 
is undergoing I'' 

*'And we do know," said Bischofs- 
werder. "It has been announced to 
us.» 

" And we do know," repeated WöU- 
ner, "the Invisible has commanded 
me to implore his dearest son, King 
Frederick William, not to burden his 
conscience with new sin, but to re- 
nounce the passion which is burning in 
his heart." 

^' I cannot, no, 'I cannot 1 " excljum- 
ed Frederick "William ; and with a cry 
of anguish he buried his face in his 
hands. 

His two confidants exchanged a rapid 
glance; and Bischofswerder, as if an- 
swering an unspoken but well-under- 
stood question of Wöllner's, shook his 
head dissentingly. He then stooped 
down to the lamenting, moaning king. 

*^ Your majesty," whispered he, " to- 
night we will also ask the Invisible if 
he will not have indulgence with the 
king's love ; and permit the beautiful 
Fräulein von Yoss to become the wife 
of the man she loves? " 

"Oh, if this could be brought 
about 1 " cried the king, throwing his 
arms around his friend's neck, "I 
could be the happiest of mortals, and 
would gladly resign to you my whole 
kingdom to dispose of it as yon see 
fit. Give me the woman I love, and I 
will give you my royal authority I " 

Again the two confidants exchanged 
rapid glances, and Wollner bowed his 
head in assent. 

"We will entreat the Invisible to- 
night," said Bischofewerder — "and I 



hope that he will grant what yonr ma- 
jesty desires." 

" But, if so, certain conditions will be 
exacted, and penance enjoined,'* said 
Wollner. 

"I am ready to consent to aU bis 
demands, and to do all he enjmna, 
if he will only give me this heavenly 
woman." 



CHAPTER IV. 

THB MAID OP HOKOB. 

No intelligence of the demise of the 
great king had as yet arrived at the 
palace of Schönhausen, the residence of 
Queen Elizabeth Ohristifie, Frederick's 
wife. It was still early in the morning, 
and the queen, who was in the habit of 
sending a special courier to Potsdam 
every day, to inquire after the king's 
health, was now writing the customary 
morning letter to her husband. 

She had just finished the letter, and 
was folding the sheet, when the door of 
the adjoining chamber was opened, and 
a tall and remarkably beautiful young 
lady appeared on the threshold. Her 
rich, light, and unpowdered hair fell in a 
profusion of little locks around her high- 
arched brow. Her large, almond-shaped 
eyes were of a clear, luminous blue, her 
delicately-curved nose gave her coun- 
tenance an aristocratic expression ; and 
from her slightly-pouting crimson lips» 
when she smiled, all the little Cupids of 
love and youth seemed to send their 
arrows into the hearts of the admirers 
of the lovely maid of honor, Julie von 
Voss. Her tall and slender figure 
showed the delicate outline and the 
rich fulness which we admire in the 
statues of Venus, and there was, at the 
same time, something of the dignified, 
severe, and chaste Juno in her whole 
appearance — something unapproachable, 
that demanded deference, and kept her 
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^orahippers at a distance, after thej 
bad. been attracted by her aUaring 
beanty, 

Tbe qneen greeted ber maid of bonor, 
"wbo bowed profoundly, with a gentle 
smile. " You bave come for my letter 
bave you not, my cbild ? The courier 
is waiting?" 

*' No, your m^esty," replied tbe 
maid of bonor, in a somewbat solemn 
voice. " No, it is not a question of dis- 
patcbing a courier, but of receiving one 
wbo begs to be permitted to see you. 
Tbe valet of your royal nephew Frederick 
William is in the antechamber, and de- 
sires to be admitted to your presence." 
The queen arose from her sofa with a 
vivacity unusual in one of ber age. 
'' The valet of my nephew ? " said Eliza- 
beth Christine, with quivering lips— 
**and do you know what brings him 
here? " 
" He will impart bis mission to your ma- 
jesty only," replied tbe maid of honor ; 
and when tbe queen sank back on tbe 
sofa, and told her in faltering tones to ad- 
mit the courier, she threw the door open, 
and summoned tbe valet with a proud 
wave of the hand. And straightway the 
broad, colossal figure of the royal privy 
chamberlain Rietz appeared on the 
threshold. With a smile on his thick 
lips, and his little gray eyes fixed in- 
tently on the pale old lady, who stared 
at him with an expression of breathless 
anxiety, the chamberlain entered, and 
walked across tbe wide room to the 
queen's sofa with the greatest com- 
posure, although she had expressed no 
desire that be should do so. 

"Your majesty," said he, without 
waiting permission to speak, "I have 
been sent by his majesty King Frederick 
William—" 

The queen interrupted him with a 

cry of anguish. " By King Frederick 

William I " she repeated, in faltering 

tones. " He is then dead ? " 

"Yes," replied Bietz, inclining bis 



bead slightly. "Yes, King Frederick 
died last night; and he who was here- 
tofore Prince of Prussia is now King of 
Prussia. His mjgesty sends the widow- 
ed queen his most gracious and devoted 
greeting; and orders me to inform her 
mfgesty that be will arrive here dur- 
ing the day to pay her a visit of condo- 
lence." 

Tbe queen paid no attention to the 
chamberlain's words; of all that he 
had spoken, she heard but this, that 
her busband, that Frederick the Great, 
was dead, that the man she had loved 
with such fidelity and resignation for 
the last fifty years was no longer among 
the living. 

"He is dead I Oh, my God, be is 
dead I " she cried, in piercing accents. 
" How can life continue, bow can the 
world exist, now that Frederick is no 
more 1 What is to become of unhappy 
Prussia, when the great king no longer 
reigns; what can it be without his 
wisdom and strength, and his en- 
lightened mind ? " 

" Your m^esty forgets that the king 
has a glorious successor," remarked 
Bietz, with cynical indifference. 

A dark frown gathered on the brow 
of tbe maid of honor, Julie von Yoss, 
when the chamberlain uttered these 
impertinent words; and she glanced 
haughtily at his broad, self-complacent 
countenance. 

" Leave the room," said she, waving 
her band imperiously toward the door; 
" wait in the antechamber till you are 
called to receive her msgesty's reply and 
commands." 

The chamberlain^s countenance flash- 
ed with anger, but be quickly suppressed 
all outward manifestation of feeling, and 
assumed an humble and respectful man- 
ner. 

" Your grace commands," said he, 
"and I am her zealous and obedient 
servant, ever ready to do her bidding. 
And herein I know that I am only 
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fnlfiUing the desire of my royal master, 
who — ^" 

" Leave the room at once I " cried the 
maid of honor, her cheeks flashing with 
anger. 

"1^0," said the queen, awakening 
from her sad reverie; "no, let good 
Rietz remain, dear Julie. He must tell 
me of the great dead. I must know 
how he died, and how his last hours 
passed. — Speak, Rietz, tell me." 

The chamberlain described the king^s 
last hours in so ready and adroit a man- 
ner, managing to introduce the person 
of the new king so cleverly into his narra- 
tive, and accompanying his remarks with 
such intelligent and significant looks at 
the maid of honor, that she blushingly 
avoided his "glances, and pressed her 
lips firmly together, as if to suppress the 
angry and» resentful words her rosy lips 
longed to utter. 

"I left his msgesty King Frederick 
William in the death-chamber," said 
Rietz, as he finished his narrative. 
" But, even in the depth of his grief for 
his royal uncle, he thought of the living 
whom he loves so dearly, and com- 
manded me to hasten to Schönhausen, 
to announce that he intended to gratify 
the longings of his heart by coming 
here, and that — " 

"Will not your msgesty dismiss the 
messenger?" interrupted the maid of 
honor in an angry voice. 

" Yes, he may go," murmured Eliza- 
beth Christine. " Tell the king my 
nephew that I await him, and feel high- 
ly honored by the consideration shown 
me." 

" Your migesty, love and admiration 
draw him to Schönhausen," observed 
Rietz. " I can assure you of this, for 
the king confides every thing to me, 
and often calls me his — " 

"Figaro," added the maid of honor, 
with a contemptuous curl of her proud 
lips. 

" His Mend," continued Rietz, with- 



out, as it seemed, having heard this cut- 
ting word. " I have the honor to know 
all my master's heart-secrets, and — ^ 

" To be the husband of Wilhelmine 
Enke," exclaimed the maid of honor, 
passionately. " Your m^esty, win you 
not dismiss the messenger? " 

" You may go, Rietz," said the qaeen, 
gently. But Rietz still hesitated, and 
fastened his gaze upon the young lady, 
with a smiling expression. 

"Your msgesty," said she, "I believe 
he is waiting for a gratuity ; and we 
will not be rid of him until he receive 
it." 

Rietz broke out into loud langhter, re- 
gardless of the presence of the monrmng 
and weeping queen. " This is comical,'' 
he cried. "This I will relate to his 
msgesty; it will amuse him to learn 
that this young lady offers his privy 
chamberlain and treasurer a gratuity. 
He will consider it quite bewitching on 
her part, for his m^eaty finds every 
thing she does bewitching. But I am 
not waiting for a gratuity, but for per- 
mission to deliver to Mademoiselle von 
Yoss the messages which his migesty 
intrusted to me for her grace, and I 
therefore beg the young lady — " 

" Go out of the room, and wait in the 
antechamber until I send for you ! " 
said the maid of honor, imperiously. 

" And will you soon do so ? " asked 
Rietz, with unruffled composure. "I 
take the liberty to remark, that I have 
other commissions to execute for his 
majesty, iwid therefore I ask whether 
you will soon call me ? " 

" You have nothing to ask, but only 
to obey," said the young lady, proudly. 
Rietz shrugged his shoulders ; bowed 
profoundly to the queen, who was 
wholly occupied with her grief, and had 
heard nothing of this conversation, and 
then left the room with a firm step. 

" She is very proud, very haughty," 
growled Rietz in a low voice, as he 
threw himself into a chair in the ante- 
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chamber with such violence, that it 
cracked beneath him. "That she is, 
and it will require much trouble to 
tame her. But she shall be tamed 
nevertheless; and the day will come 
when I can repay her abuse with in- 
terest. Figaro she called me. I know 
very well what that means; my French 
education has not been thrown away. 
Yes, yes, Figaro I I understand ! The 
ever-oomplaisant servant of Oount Al- 
maviva, and the negotiator in the affair 
with the beautiful Rosine. Oh, my 
young lady, take care I I am the Fi- 
garo, to-day, helping to capture the fair 
Eosüie, in order to deliver her over to 
Count Almaviva. But I, too, have my 
beautiful Susanna; and some day, when 
Almaviva wearies of his divine Rosine, 
he will turn again to my Susanna ; and 
you will then be thrown in the back- 
ground. Figaro I Ah, my lovely maid 
of honor, I will give you cause to re- 
member having called me this name! 
I will speak to my wife about this mat- 
ter before the day is over I " 



CHAPTER V. 



While Rietz was sitting in the ante- 
cliamber, in an angry and resentful 
frame of mind, the maid of honor was 
still at the queen's side, endeavoring to 
console her with tender words and en- 
treaties. 

"After all, yoor mjgesty isbut suffer- 
ing an imaginary Joss," said the maid 
of honor finally, after she had exhausted 
all other groun ds of consolation. * * For 
you, all will be just as it was before, as 
it has been for many years; and it 
should be all the same to youV majesty 
whether the king has died, or is still 
remaining in Sans-Souci, for you were 
widely separated in either case." 



"But I was always with him in 
thought," lamented Eizabeth Christine. 
"I knew that he lived, that we breathed 
the same aur ; that the ray of sunshine 
which warmed me, fell also on his dear, 
noble head. I knew that the eyes of 
the country were directed toward Sans- 
Souci; and that the great king's every 
word found an echo throughout all 
Europe. It did me good, and was my 
consolation for all other wants, that 
this great hero and king, who was wor- 
shipped and admired by the world, 
sometimes thought of his poor wife, in 
his infinite goodness, and sometimes 
shed a ray of h'ght on her dark and sol- 
itary life. I was permitted to be at his 
side on every New-Year's-Day, and hold 
with him the grand court-reception. 
And I always looked forward to this 
event with rejoicing throughout the 
entire year, for he was ever the first 
to congratulate me, although in silence ; 
and then he looked at me so kindly and 
mildly with his wondrous eyes, that my 
heart overflowed with happiness and 



" But he never spoke to your mjgesty, 
the cruel, unfeehng king ! " said the maid 
of honor, shrugging her shoulders. 

" Do not abuse him," said the queen, 
warmly. "He was not cruel, not un- 
feeling. For if he had been so, he 
would have sundered the tie which 
bound him to the unloved woman who 
had been forced upon him when he be- 
came king. But he was mild and gentle ; 
he tolerated me, and I was permitted 
to love him and call myself his, although 
he was never mine. Instead of banish- 
ing me, as he might have done, he en- 
dured me, and accorded me the royal 
honors due his wife. True, I have not 
often seen him, and have very rarely 
spoken to him; but yet I heard and 
knew of him, and he never permitted 
my birthday to pass without writing me 
a letter of congratulation. Once, how- 
ever — once he went so far in his good- 
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ness as to hold the Kew- Year's reception 
here in 8chönhausen, because an ac- 
cident which happened to my foot pre- 
vented my coming to Berlin. Oh, I 
shall never forget that day, for it was 
the only time the king visited me 
here ; and since then it seems to me that 
the sun has never set, but still gilds the 
apartments throngh which Frederick 
had wandered. On that day," continued 
the queen, with a sad smile, absorbed 
in her recollections of the past, " on that 
day, something occurred which aston- 
ished the court, and was talked of in all 
Berlin. The Idng, who, on similar oc- 
casions in the city, had only looked at 
and saluted me from a distance, walked 
np to ray side, extended his hand, and 
inquired after my health in the most 
kind and feeling manner» I was so con- 
fused and bewildered by this unexpected 
happiness, that I almost fainted. My 
heart beat wildly, and I found no 
strength to utter a single word in reply, 
that is, if my tears were not an answer.* 
But since that day the king has never 
spoken to me. The words, however, 
which he then uttered have always re- 
sounded in my ear like sweet music, and 
will lull me to sleep in the hour of death." 

" Oh," exclaimed the maid of honor, 
in astoidshment and indignation, ^^ how 
can it be possible to love in such a man- 
ner?" 

The queen, who had entirely forgotten 
that she was not speaking to herself, 
and that another listened to her plaintive 
wail, raised her head quickly, her blue 
eyes sparkling as if she had been but 
seventeen instead of seventy years old. 

" How could it be possible not to love 
in such a manner, when one loved 
Frederick the Great? " said she, proudly. 
"I had made this love my life, my reli- 
gion, my hope of immortality. I gave 
to this love my whole soul, my every 



* See PrenBS.— '* Frederick tlie Great, a Bi- 
ography," vol. iv. 



thought and feeling; and it gave m^ 
in return, joyful re^gnation and the 
strength to endure. Without thi«, my 
great, my beautiful love, I would have 
perished in the solitude and desolation 
of my being ; but fit)ra it my life derived 
its support, its enthnsiasm, and its per- 
petual youth. Years have whitened my 
hair and wrinkled my countenance, but 
in the poor, miserable body, in the breast 
of this old woman, throbs the heart of a 
young girl ; and it bears me on with its 
youthful love, through and beyond all 
time and trouble, to those heights where 
I will once more behold him, and where 
he will, perhaps, requite the love he 
here despised. Love never grows old ; 
when the heart is filled with it, years 
vanish like fleeting dreams, and it en- 
circles mortality with the halo of un- 
dying youth 1 Therefore it must not 
surprise you, Julie, that the old woman 
you see before you can still speak of her 
love. It was the love of my youth, 
and still makes me young. And now 
go, my child, and leave me alone with 
my recollections, and the great dead ! 
I have much to say to him that God 
only may hear I Go, my child, and if, 
at some future day, you should love and 
suffer, think of this hour ! " 

She greeted the young lady with a 
gentle wave of the hand, and as the 
maid of honor left the room she saw the 
queen fall on her knees. 

Slowly, and with her head bowed 
down, Julie von Voss walked through 
the adjoining rooms to her own apart- 
ments. " I will never love like this, and 
consequently never suffer like this," 
said she to herself. ** I cannot compre- 
hend how one can lose and forget one's 
self so completely in another, particular- 
ly when this other person does not love 
as ardently — as ardently as I am loved 
by—" 

She stopped and blushed, and a slight 
tremor ran through her being. " I 
should like to know whether he loves 
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me as passionately as this woman has 
loved her husband, whether — ^But," ex- 
daimed she, interrupting her train of 
thought, " I had entirely forgotten that 
his valet is waiting to deliver a mes- 



Immediately on entering her parlor, 
she rang the hell, and ordered her 
chambei*maid to show the valet, Rietz, 
who was waiting in the queen's ante- 
chamber, up to her apartments at once. 
She then walked slowly to and fro; 
she sighed profoundly, and her lips 
whispered in low tones, ** I do not love 
him I No, I do not love him ; and yet 
I will no longer be able to resist him, 
for they are all against me ; even my 
own relatives are ready to sacrifice me. 
That they may become great, I am to be 
trodden in the dust ; and that they may 
live la honor, I am to live in shame I 
But I will not I " she cried, *in a loud 
voice ; and she stood proudly erect, and 
held up her beautiful head. " No, I will 
not live in shame ; every respectable 
woman shall not have the right to point 
the finger of scorn at me, and place me 
in the same category with the brazen- 
faced wife of the abominable Rietz I 
They shall not have the. right to call 
Julie von Voss the king's mistress 1 No, 
they shall not, and — " 

" The king's privy chamberlain," an- 
nounced the maid, and behind her Bietz 
walked into the parlor. 

**Poor Figaro has been compelled to 
wait a longtime, my lady," said be, with 
a mocking smile. " You have treated 
Figaro's master, who longs for an an- 
swer, very cruelly." 

"I did not ask your opinion of my 
conduct," said the maid of honor, 
haughtily. "You are the king's mes- 
senger; speak, therefore, and execute 
his majesty's commands." 

" Ah, this is not a question of com- 
mands, but of entreaties only — ^the king's 
entreaties. His mjgesty begs that he 
may be permitted to see you after he 



has paid his visit of condolence to the 
widowed queen." 

"Etiquette requires that I shall be 
present when her m^'esty, the widowed 
queen, receives his visit. And if his 
majesty desires to speak with me, I beg 
that he will graciously avail himself of 
that opportunity." 

" Ah, but that will not answer," said 
Bietz, with a smile. " When his ma- 
jesty expresses a desire to visit my lady, 
here in her own apartments, he prob- 
ably has something to say, not intended 
for the ears of other ladies. Perhaps 
his majesty wishes to speak with my 
lady about the widowed queen and her 
condition, and to ask your advice as to 
the proper arrangement of her house- 
hold. I believe the king intends to 
place it on a far better footing, for he 
spoke a few days since with real indig- 
nation of the paltry salary received by 
Queen Elizabeth Christine's maids of 
honor — hardly suflicient to give them 
a decent support. The king will con- 
sider himself in duty bound to raise the 
salaries of these ladies ; and you would 
certainly confer a great pleasure on his 
m^esty by making known to him the 
amount you desire, and command for 
yourself. And you must not hesitate to 
mention a very considerable sum, for his 
majesty is generous, and will be happy 
to fulfil your wishes. It would, perhaps, 
be well for my lady to give me some 
hints in advance, in order that I may 
prepare his majesty. I shall be inex- 
pressibly happy if my lady will permit 
me to be her most devoted servant, and 
it might also be of great advantage to 
her, for all Berlin and Potsdam — yes, 
all Prussia, knows that I am the king!s 
factotum." 

" Did his majesty commission you to 
utter all these impertinences?" asked 
Julie, coldly. 

"How" so, — ^impertinences?" asked 
Rietz, bewildered by the proud and in- 
considerate manner of the lady, who 
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regarded him, the almighty faototam, so 
oontemptuoiisly. "I have not, I cer- 
tainly did not — ^" 

'^ Silence I I listened to yon ont of re- 
spect for tbe king. And now, oat of 
req[>ect for myself, I command yon to 
leave the room immediately. I will 
ask his m^esty if he authorized his 
valet to tell me any thing else than that 
the king intended to honor me with a 
viat. Go I" 

She prondly tnmed her back on 
the chamberlain, and walked through 
the room. She felt that she was sud- 
denly held back. It was Bietz, who 
had caught hold of her dress, and he 
now sank on his knees, and looked np 
to her imploringly. 

"Forgiveness, my lady, forgiveness I 
I have surely expressed myself badly, 
for otherwise my lady could not desire 
to leave the most devoted of her ser- 
vants in anger. I only intended to say, 
that—" 

" That you are the wedded husband 
of Wilhelmine Enke," cried the young 
lady with a mocking peal of laughter; 
and she withdrew her garment as vio- 
lently as if a venomous serpent had 
touched it. She then left the room, 
«till laughing, and without even once 
looking at the kneeling chamberlain. 

Bietz arose from his knees ; and his 
countenance, before all smiles, now as- 
sumed a dark and malignant expression. 
He shook his fist threateningly toward 
the door through which she had left 
the room, and his lips muttered im- 
precations. And now he smiled grimly. 
"Yes," said he, *'I am Wilhelmine 
Euke's husband, and that will be your 
. ruin at some future day 1 Tlireaten 
and mock me as you please ; you are, 
nevertheless, nothing better than the 
bird that flies into the net to eat tlie 
alluring red berries placed there to en- 
tice it to inevitable destruction. The 
net is set, the red berries are scattered 
around; and you will not resist the 



temptation, my cbanning bird; yon 
will be caught, and wül perish!" 
And, laughing maliciously, he tamed 
and left the room. 

The maid of honor, Julie' von Voss, 
had not heard his malignant words, 
and yet her heart was filled with 
anxiety and tormenting disquiet; and 
when the door opened, and her brother, 
the royal chamberiain, Charles von 
Voss, entered, she cried out in terror, 
and sank into a chair, covering her fiice 
with her hands. 

"But, Julie," said her brother, an- 
grily, "what does this childishness 
mean — ^what is the matter ? Why does 
my presence terrify you? " 

"I do not know," said she, "bat 
when you appeared in the doorway, 
just now, it seemed to me that I saw 
the tempter coming to allnre me to sin 
and shame I " 

"Very flattering, indeed," observed 
her brother, " but there may be some- 
thing in it. Only you forget to add 
that the tempter intends to offer you a 
world. What did Satan say to Christ 
when he had led Him up a mountain 
and showed Him the world at His feet? 
*This will I give Thee if thou wilt fiall 
down and worship me.' Julie, I also 
come to offer yon a part of the world; 
to lay a kingdom, a crown, and a king 
at your feet." 

"Have you seen the king? Has he 
spoken with you?" asked Julie, breath- 
lessly. 

"He sends me in advance, aspostü- 
Ion cPamaur, and will soon be here 
himself." 

" I will not see him," cried the maid 
of honor, stretching out both hands 
as if to ward off his approach. "No, 
never! He shall not visit me; I will 
lock my door, and not open it until be 
has gone, until he ceases to pursue and 
torment me 1" 

" My dear," said he, quietly, " I have 
come to speak with you serioosly. 
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You must now eome to some deeision ; 
or rather, yon must decide to do that 
which your family, which reason, 
policy, ambition, and pride counsel. 
Yott have bound the king in your toils 
with admirable ingenuity, and I con- 
gratulate you. No lion-tamer can tame 
the king of the desert more skilfully, 
and with greater success, than you 
have tamed your royal lion, who fol- 
lows your foosteps like a lamb. This 
tanaing has been going on for three 
years, and your cruelty has only had 
the effect of making him more tender 
and afebtionate. But there are limits 
to every thing, my discreet sister ; and 
if the rope is drawn too tightly, it 
breaks." « 

" If it would only do so I " cried Julie, 
despairinjxly. " That is exactly my de- 
sire, my object. Oh, my ^brother, you 
and all my cruel relatives deceive your- 
selves about me; and, what you con- 
sider the finesse of coquetry,* is only 
the true and open expression of my 
feelings! For three years the king 
has pursued me with his love, and for 
three years I have met his advances 
with coldness and indifference. In 
every manner, by word, look, and ges- 
ture, have I given him to understand 
that his love was annoying, and his at- 
tentions offensive. Oh, that I could 
fly from this unendurable, fearful love, 
to the uttermost ends of the world 1 
But I cannot go, for I am poor, and 
have not the means to live elsewhere, 
and free myself from the terrible fetters 
in which you are all endeavoring to 
bind me I " 

"And besides, my dear sister, ac- 
knowledge that your own heart per- 
suades you to remain. You love the 
king?» 

" Ko," she cried, passionately, " no, 
I do not love him, although I must ad- 
rait that I have seen no man I hked 
better. But I do not love him; my 
heart beats no quicker when he ap- 



proaches, my soul does not long for him 
when he is at a distance; and at times, 
when the king is at my side, a terrible 
feeling of anxiety creeps over me, and I 
wish to flee, and cry out to the whole 
world — * Rescue me, rescue me from 
the king I ' No, I do not love the king ; 
and if I meet his advances coldly, it is 
not from policy, but because my hewi; 
prompts me to do so. Therefore, re- 
nounce all thought of winning me over 
to your plans. I will not become the 
associate of Wilhelmine Enke I » 

" And truly you shall not," said her 
brother, earnestly. " On the contrary, 
my beautiful and discreet sister, you 
shall displace this unworthy person; 
you shall become the benefactress of 
Prussia, alid, through yon, virtue and 
morality shall once more stand in good 
repute at the court of our young and 
amiable king." 

The eyes of the beautiful maid of 
honor sparkled, and a soft color suffused 
itself over her cheeks. "If that were 
possible," she cried, in joyous tones — 
"yea, if I could succeed in delivering 
the king from this unworthy bondage, 
if I could make this hateful person 
harmless, this indeed were an object for 
which much could be endured." 

" You hate her, then, this Wilhelmine 
Rietz?" , 

"And who should not hate her?" 
asked Julie, passionately. " She is the 
disgrace of her sex ; she heaps dishonor 
on the head of our noble and genial 
king ; she has caused his wife so many 
tears, and — " 

"And you, too, is it not so ? " asked 
her brother, smiling. "My beautiful 
Julie, you have betrayed yourself, you 
are jealous. But one is jealougf only 
when one loves. Do not longer deny 
it — you love the king." 

"No, no, I do not, I will not love 
him," she cried, " for shame would kill 
me. Oh, my brother, I conjure you, do 
not demand of me that I deliver myself 
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over to shame 1 Take pity on me, do 
not force me to abandon my quiet and 
peaceful life. I will be contented to re- 
main here in this solitude at the side of 
the unhappy queen, to pass my days in 
ennui and loneliness. I am not ambi- 
tious, and do not crave splendor ; permit 
me therefore to live in seclusion.^' 

** No, my dear sister, we cannot per- 
mit you to do so," said the chamber- 
lain, shrugging his shoulders. "If it 
concerned you alone, you could dispose 
of yourself as you tbougbt fit. But be- 
hind you stands your family — your 
family, wbich has been brought down 
in the world by all sorts of misfortunes, 
and is far from occupying the position 
to which it is entitled, and to which I, 
above all things, wish to see it restored, 
for I acknowledge that I am ambitious, 
my dear sister, and I desire to achieve 
eminence. I am now on the highway 
to success, and I do not intend that you 
shall arrest, but rather that you shall 
promote, my progress. ^ If you reject the 
king's addresses, of course the whole 
family will fall into disfavor, and that 
would not be agreeable, either to my- 
self or to my dear uncle, the master of 
ceremonies of the widowed queen. He 
wishes to become the king's master of 
ceremonies, and I wish to become a 
cabinet minister. Apart from this, the 
family coffers are sadly in need of re- 
plenishment. Our ancestral castle is ia 
a crumbling condition, the forests have 
been cut down, the land is badly culti- 
vated, and the farm-houses and stables 
must be rebuilt, for they are only mis- 
erable ruins, in which the half-starved 
cattle find no protection from the 
weather; and it is your mission to re- 
store the old family Yon Yoss to its 
former splendor." 

"By my dishonor, by my criminal- 
ity ! " sighed Julia von Yoss. " Oh, my 
mother, my dear mother, why did you 
leave me, and fly to heaven from all this 
degradation! If you were here, you 



would protect me, and not suffer me to 
be so cruelly tempted." 

" You remind me of our dear moth- 
er at the right time, Julie. Do you 
remember what she told you on her 
deathbed?" 

" Yes, my brother, I do," she replied, 
in a low voice. "She said: * You will 
not be an orphan, for you have your 
brother to take oare of and protect you. 
I transfer all my rights to him ; for the 
future, he will be the head of the fanoily, 
and you must love, honor, and obey him 
as such.' " 

" *I transfer all my rights to him ; for 
the future, he will be the head of the 
family, and you must love, honor, and 
obey him as such,^" repeated her 
brother, in an elevated voice. " Do not 
forget this, my sister. I, as the head of 
the family, demand of you that you be- 
come the benefactress of your family, 
of your queen, and of your whole coun- 
try. A grand and holy task devolves 
upon you. You are to liberate the 
land, the queen, and the king himself^ 
from the domination o( sin and inde- 
corum. In a word, you are to displace 
this Rietz and her abominable husband, 
and inaugurate the reign of virtue and 
morality in this court. Truly, this is a 
noble mission, and one well worthy of 
my beautiftil sister." 

" It will not succeed," said the maid 
of honor. " The king will never con- 
sent to banish this hateful Rietz." 

"The greater would be the honor, if 
you succeeded in liberating the king 
from this scandalous woman, the queen 
from this serpent, and the country fi^m 
these vampires. Ah, the whole royal 
family, yes, all Prussia, would bless 
you, if you could overthrow this Bietz 
and her self-styled husband I " 

" Yes," said Julie, in a low voice, " it 
would be a sublime consummation ; but 
I should have to purchase it with my 
own degradation. And that I will not 
— cannot do. Brother, my dear broth- 



FIGARO. 



91 



er, be merciful, and do not demand of 
me what is impossible and horrible. 
The daughter of mj mother oan never 
become a king's mistress 1 '' 

" And who said that you should ? 
Truly, I would be the last to require 
that of you. No, not the mistress, but 
the wife of the king. You shall become, 
his wedded wife; and your rightful 
marriage shall be blessed by a minister 
of the Reformed Church I '' 

" But that is impossible! " exclaimed 
the maid of honor, whose eyes sparkled 
with joy, against her will, " that cannot 
be. The queen lives, and she Is the 
king's wedded wife." 

" Yes, the wedded wife of the right 
hand," said her brother, quietly ; " but 
the king, like every other mortal, has 
two hands; and be has ia privilege 
which other mortals have not— the pri- 
vilege of wedding a wife qn the left 
hand." 

*' Impossible, quite impossible, as long 
as the wife of the right hand lives I " 
exclaimed Julie. 

"Of that, the consi$tdry of church 
matters is alone competent to decide," 
replied her brother, with composure; 
" or rather, I expressed myself badly, the 
consistory has only a deliberative voice ; 
and the decision resti with the king 
alone, who, in our country, represents 
the church, and is its head — ^the evan- 
gelical pope. It is his proviuce to say 
whether such a marriage of the left 
hand is possible, 'notwithstanding a 
marriage of the rigiit hand. Demand it 
of him; make ii a condition. Be- 
member the words which the beautiful 
Gabrielle said to Henry the Fourth, 
when he inspected her dwelling, and 
asked the lady he adored, ' Which is the 
way to your chamber?' *8ire,' she 
replied, * the way to my chamber goes 
through the church.' Remember this 
when you speak to the king." 

"Be assured, I will remember it," 
cried Julie, with glowing cheeks, and a 



proud, joyous smile. "I wiU make my 
conditions; and only when the king 
fulfils them will I be his, and — ^" 

"And, why do you pause, and why 
is your face crimsoned with blushes all 
at once? Ah I you hear an equipage 
rolling up the avenue, and your tender 
heart says the king, your future husband, 
is approaching. Yes, my beautiful sis- 
ter," continued her brother, as he stepped 
to the window and looked out ; "yes, it 
is the king. Now prepare yourself, my 
wise and discreet Julie; prepare to give 
your royal lover a worthy reception. 
For, of course, you will receive him ? 
And I may tell— I may tell his mayesty 
that you welcome his visit joyfully ? " 

" No, oh no," murmured the maid of 
honor, with trembling lips. "I am not 
prepared ; I am not composed ; I cannot 
receive the king now ! " 

" No childishness," said her brother, 
severely. "You will have suflScient 
time to compose yourself. The king 
must first pay his respects to the wid- 
owed queen, and the visit of condolence 
will last at least a quarter of an hour. 
I must now leave you ; but remember 
that the fortunes of your family, and of 
the whole country, 9fce in your hands, 
and act accordingly I " 

He left' the room hastily, without 
awaiting a reply, mA went down to the 
grand audience-chamber, where the 
courtiers and cavaliers were assembled. 
The king had already retired with the 
widowed queen to her library. 

On entering the chamber, he imme- 
diately walked up to his intimate ac- 
quaintance, Bischofswerder, the newly- 
created colonel, who had accompanied 
the king to Bchdnhausen. 

" It will succeed," said he, in a low 
voice, " our great ends will be attained; 
we will conquer our enemies, and secure 
dominion for ourselves and the invisible 
fathers. My sister loves the king, but 
she has been virtuously reared, and 
would rather renounce the king and 
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her love, than sacrifice her moral prin- 
ciples." 

" She is, tlierefore, the TncH*e worthy 
of the high mission to which she has 
been called by the will of the Invisible," 
said Bischofswerder, emphatically. " She 
shall rescue oar loved master and king 
from the arms (^ sin, and lead him back 
to the path of virtue with the hand of 
love, sanctified and consecrated by these 
noble ends." 

'^ But she demands another consecra- 
tion. The consecration of a lawful 
marriage. If this can be procured, my 
sister will always be our obedient and 
devoted friend, and, through her instru- 
mentality, we — that is, the Invisible — 
will establish our rule." 

" Her desire is certainly a bold one," 
said Bischofswerder. " But we must 
endeavor to fulfil it. We will speak 
with oar wise friend WoUner on this 
subject; and will also lay the noble 
young lady's request at the feet of the 
sublime grand-kophta, and master of the 
invisible lodge." 

"Is he here, the great grand- 
kophta?" asked Charles von Yoss, 
eagerly. '* Then what the circle-direc- 
tor announced yesterday in the as- 
sembly was really trae, and the grand- 
kophta is in our midst." 

" He was with us in that assembly, 
we were all enveloped in the atmos- 
phere of his glory, but it is only given 
to the initiated of the first rank, to 
know when the Invisible is near. Oh, 
my friend, I pitied you yesterday, while 
in 'the assembly ; lamented that you 
should still stand in the ante-chamber 
of the temple, and not yet have been 
permitted to enter the innef sanctu- 
ary." 

** But what must I do before I am 
permitted to enter ? " asked Oharies 
von Voss, in imploring tones." " Oh, 
tell me, my dear, my enviable, my illus- 
trious friend, what must I do to ad- 
vance myself and become a participant 



of the inestimable privilege of being 
permitted to enter the inner sanctuary, 
and belong to the band of the Initi- 
ated?" 

" You must belong to the band of the 
believing, the hopeful, and the obedi- 
ent. You must prove to the Invisible, 
by unconditional submission, that you 
are an obedient instrument; and then 
you will be called I " 

"And by what token will I know 
that such is the case ? " 

"You will receive a visible sign of 
the satisfaction of the Invisible. When 
you and we succeed, with his assist- 
ance, in establishing the dominion of 
the Invis^ible so firmly that he will 
rule Prussia ; when Rietz and her whole 
faction of the unbelieving are made 
harmless and destroyed; when, through 
your sister's instrumentality, virtue and 
propriety once more regulate and sanc- 
tify the king's private life — then, my 
friend, the Invisible wiU give you a vis- 
ible token of his satisfaction, and will 
make the Chamberlain von Voss, the 
Minister of State von Voss." 

"Oh, my dear, my mighty friend!" 
cried the chamberlain joyfully ; " I will 
do all that the superiors desire. I will 
have no will of my own. I will be an 
instrument in their hands in order that 
Imay finally— " 

" The king I " cried the chamberlain 
of the day, as he threw open the fold- 
ing doors of the ante-chamber. " The 
king!" 

And amid the profound silence of his 
courtiers, who bowed their proud heads 
respectfully, King Frederick William 
entered the audience chamber, on his 
return from the visit of condolence paid 
to the mourning widow of FredericL 
He cast a quick glance around the 
chamber, and, observing the Chamber- 
lain von Voss, beckoned him to ap- 
proach. 

In obedience to the kinof's com- 
mand, the chamberlain walked for- 
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ward. " Well," said the Idng in a low 
voice, "what does your sister say? " 

*' Your migesty, she said but little to 
me, but she will have a great deal to 
say to your migesty." 

" She is then ready to receive me? " 
said the king, his countenance radiant 
with joy. 

" Your m^esty, my sister is awaiting 
you, and I will conduct you to her, if 
your migesty will graciously follow." 

" Oome," replied the king, and, with- 
out honoring his courtiers with a glance, 
the king followed the Chamberlain von 
Yoss out of the audience-chamber. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THB ALLIANCE. 

'WiLHBLBONB BiETZ had passcd the 
whole day in a state of great excite- 
ment. King Frederick was dead I Pub- 
lic rumor had communicated this intel- 
ligence ; it had flown on the wings of 
the wind from Sans-Souci to Potsdam, 
from Potsdam to Charlottenburg and 
Berlin, and thence to all the towns and 
villages of the Prussian monarchy. 

Xing Frederick the Great was dead I 
This report was uttered in wailing ac- 
cents all over the country; and filled 
the eyes of millions of faithful subjects 
and admirers of Frederick with tears. 
This report also conveyed the tidings to 
the beloved of the prince royal, that she 
was now the beloved of a king. 

But Wilhelmine would have much pre- 
ferred to hear it from himself; to re- 
ceive a visible proof that her image still 
filled the king^s heart, and that the 
clouds of incense rising around the new 
monarchy had not dimmed the recoUeo- 
tionsof thepast. 

Long hours of anxious expectation 
passed, and when the clock struck the 
hoar of noon and no messenger had ar- 



rived, slie was seized with unutterable 
fear. At last at about two o'clock, her 
son Alexander arrived at Charlotten- 
burg, with his tutor Hr. von Chapuis, 
" at the king^s command," as the tutor 
announced. Nor could he give her any 
further information, for he had not seen 
the king himself but had received this 
command from the mouth of the valet, 
Bietz. 

" That is a bad sign, a very bad sign I " 
murmured Wilhelmine to herself when 
she was again alone. ^*- He sends my son 
to a distance, in order to give no offence 
to his new court at Potsdam. He does 
not love me ; if he did, he would have 
the courage to defy the prejudices of 
the world. Ah I he loves me no longer, 
and henceforth I will be nothing more 
than the despised, discarded mistress, 
to be greeted with derisive laughter by 
every passer-by, and to have cause for 
congratulation if she can hide her shame 
in some obscure corner of the earth, 
where she might escape the scornfal 
looks and stinging words of mankind. 
But this shall never be ; no, I will not 
be discarded — will not be trodden in the 
dust. And now, "Wilhelmine," she con- 
tinued, with sparkling eyes and glow- 
ing cheeks, **now prove that you are 
no weak, no ordinary creature ; prove 
that you possess wisdom, courage and 
energy. Fight for your existence, for 
your future, for your love I For I do 
love him, and I cannot Mve without 
him. And I will not live without 
him!" she cried loudly and emphat- 
ically. " He is the father of my chil- 
dren; he is my hope and my future. 
Without him I am a despised creature ; 
with him I am a lady of distinction, 
who is flattered and courted in the 
most devoted manner ; and only abused 
and ridiculed behind her back. But 
continue to abuse and ridicule me, my 
triumph will be all the greater, when 
you* must nevertheless bend the knee 
and do homage to the hated person. 
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I have borne and endnred a great deal 
for the poor pritice-royal Frederick 
William, and now I demand compensa- 
tion and reward at the hands of the 
rich King Frederick William. No, I 
will not be put a»ide I As long as I 
live, I will fight for my existence, and 
fight with the weapons of strategy and 
force, of intrigue and flattery. Ah, I 
rejoice in the prospect. Yes, I really 
rejoice in it 1 At all events, it will lend 
an additional charm to life, and be a 
change and a diversion 1 " 

" The privy-chamberlain and treasur- 
er of the king ! " announced the servant, 
entering the room. 

**Who is that?" asked Wilhelmine, 
in astonishment. "I know no such 
gentleman." 

^^I am the gentleman, niy dear wife, 
my adored Wilhelmine," said Kietz, 
laughing londly, as he followed the 
servant into the room. "In me, my 
dear wife, yon see the privy-chamber- 
lain and ta*easurer, fresh as a newly- 
baked loaf from the oven of royal 
favor," 

"Leave the room, Jean," said Wilhel- 
mine, who, impelled perhaps by curi- 
osity, ga?e himself the appearance of 
being busuy occupied in arranging the 
room. 

"No, my dear wife," said Rietz, 
beckoning to the servant, "have the 
goodness to permit Jean to remain a 
moment until I have given him my 
orders. — Jean, I am hungry, and feel an 
irresistible inclination to eat. Bring me 
something enjoyable, right away — for 
instance, a goose-liver pie, or a pheas- 
aat, or both. You can also bring 
some caviar and a piece of venison. 
And then have a bottle of cham- 
pagne brought up and placed on 
ice; it is abominably warm to-day, and 
I need something cooling. Be qnick, 
Jean." 

The servant made no reply, but look- 
ed inquiringly at his mistress. Bietz 



canght this .look, and laughed loudly. 
" I really believe this simpleton enter- 
tains the daring idea of not obeying me, 
his master I " 

"Excuse me, sir," murmured the 
servant, timidly, "but my services were 
engaged by this lady." 

" Yes, certainly ; but you well know, 
you rascal, that I am the master, and 
that this lady is my wife, and — " 

"Enough," interrupted Wilhelmine, 
gravely. " Set the table in the dining- 
room, Jean, and be quick I " 

"Well spoken, Wilhelmine; let me 
kiss you for it, my treasure ! " cried 
Bietz, walking with extended arms 
towards his wife, while the servant was 
opening the door. But the door had 
scarcely closed when he let his arms 
fall, and recoiled timidly from Wilhel- 
mine, who stood before him with flash- 
ing eyes. 

" Sir," said she, her voice trembling 
with auger ; " sir, I forbid you to take 
such liberties, and use such familiar 
language in the presence of my servant." 

"But, madame," replied Bietz, smil- 
ing, " it is only in the presence of your 
servant that I can use such language ; 
and it seems to me that it suits my r61e 
very well. I have the honor to figure 
before the world as your husband, 
consequently I should play my r61e 
respectably before men, and prove that 
we are a happy and contented pair. 
The wickedness and malice of mankind 
are great; and if men should observe 
that I spoke to you with less tenderness, 
your enemies would certainly spread 
the report, that we were living to- 
gether unhappily." 

" I must inform you, sir, that I have 
no desire whatever to jest," cried Wil- 
helmine, impatiently. " Have the good- 
ness to be serious. Now, that we are 
alone, I beg that you will not attempt 
to keep up the absurd farce of onr so- 
called marriage." 

"And bad enough it is for me that it 
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is only a farce," sighed Bietz, impres- 
sively. " I would — " 

The angry look which Wilhelmine 
bestowed npon him, repressed his 
words, and he quickly assumed a mel- 
ancholy, submissive manner. ''I am 
silent, madame, I am silent," said he, 
bowing profoundly, and with an air of 
deep pathos. "I am your most sub- 
missive servant, nothing else; and, 
having now paid my homage to the sun, 
I wUl retire, as its splendor has dazzled 
niy eyes." 

He crossed his arms before his breast, 
bowed to the earth before his mistress, 
as the slaves do in the east, and then 
arose and walked rapidly toward the 
door. 

" Where are you going, sir ? " asked 
Wilhelmine. "Why do you not re- 
main here?" 

" I cannot, mistress," said he, humbly. 
"The Moor has done his duty! The 
Moor can go I So it reads at least in 
Frederick Schiller's new piece, the one 
given at the theatre a short time 
ago." 

" But you have not yet done your 
duty," said Wilhelmine, smiling involun- 
tarily. "You have not yet delivered 
your message." 

" What message ? " asked Rietz, with 
a pretence of astonishment. 

" His majesty's message. For he it 
was, undoubtedly, who sent you here." 
'' You are right," said Rietz, with an 
air of indijfference. "Yes, that is true. 
I had forgotten it. Good heavens I I 
have received so many commissions to- 
day, and been sent to so many ladies, 
that I forget the one in the other. I 
am now playing a very important r61e. 
I am the Figaro of my master Almaviva 
— the Figaro who has to help his 
master in carrying off his beautiful 
cousin. You know the piece, of course, 
the delightfully good-for-nothing piece, 
that created such a furor in France, 
and consequently here with us also? " 



" Yes, I do, Rietz ; and I beg you 
not to stretch me on the rack with your 
drollery! What did the king say? 
What messages did he entrust to 
yon? " 

" Oh, madame 1 You cannot require 
of me that I should betray Count Alma- 
viva's confidence, and impart to you 
the messages entrusted to me ? " cried 
Figaro Rietz, with noble indignation. 
" 1 have only to impart that which con- 
cerns my beautiful Susanna; and that 
is, his mi^esty is coming here this 
evening, and his rooms are to be held 
in readiness. He will first take tea, and 
then a^ourn to the little laboratory to 
do some little cooking and brewing." 

Wilhelmine's countenance, before 
bright and animated, darkened as the 
privy - chamberlain uttered these last 
words. 

"The king intends to work in the 
laboratory? Then he is not coming 
alone ? " 

"He is coming alone, but I expect 
his assistants and teachers, the two 
great heroes of the invisible lodge, will 
follow at a later hour, in order to make 
a little * hocus pocus ' for his msgesty — 
that is, I expressed myself badly — ^I 
wished to say, in order to work with his 
majesty in the secret sciences. Yes, the 
two great luminaries are coming, and if 
I could be permitted to give you my 
advice — but no, so wise and enlightened 
a lady as yourself can have no need of 
the advice of so foolish and ridiculous a 
fellow as I am. I am therefore silent, 
and will now retire, in order to 
strengthen my body at least, as my 
mind is of so hopelessly weak a consti- 
tution, that all endeavors in that direc- 
tion would be thrown away. My gra- 
cious queen, I beg that you will now 
kindly dismiss me ! " He made a cere- 
monious bow, and then retired towards 
the door, walking backwards. 

" Rietz, remain I " commanded Wil- 
helmine, imperiously. 
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"Impossible, my qneeu. My mes- 
sage is delivered; and the Moor not 
only can, but will go." 

^^ Remain, Bietz; I beg yon to do 
so,'' said Wilhelmine, advancing a step 
nearer. 

" When the stomach commands,'' 
said Rietz, shrugging his shoulders, 
" the entreaties of the most beautiful of 
women are of no avail." 

** Well, then go and eat," cried Wil- 
helmine, impatiently. "And when 
you have done eating, come back to my 
room! " 

" Nor can I do that, my queen. I 
must then ride to Potsdam, where, by 
the king's command, I am to hold a 
secret and important conference with 
her majesty, the queen, that is, with 
her majesty of the right hand. I mast, 
therefore, hoist anchor and sail again as 
soon as I have eaten, and — " 

"Well then," said Wilhelmine, with 
determination, "I will accompany you 
to the dining-room, and we will con- 
verse while you are eating." 

"Bravo! bravo! That was what I 
desired ! " cried Bietz, laughing. " The 
servants shall see in how heavenly an 
understanding we live together; and 
how careful my wife is not to lose her 
husband's society for a moment. Give 
me your arm, madam, and lead me to 
the dining-room." 

With a forced smile she took his arm, 
and permitted him to conduct her 
through the parlor to the dining-room. 
Jean had served up all manner of deli- 
cacies on a little table, and was now 
occupied, at the sideboard, in breaking 
ice for the champagne. 

" Put a bottle of Rhine wine on the 
ice, too, Jean," cried Rietz, imperi- 
ously, as he seated himself comfortably 
in the chair, leaving his " wife " to find 
one for herself and bring it up to the 
table, at which he had ah*eady made an 
assault on a truffle-pie. "Magnifi- 
cent! " said he, after eating a few mor- 



sels, "I must tell you, my dearest "Wil- 
helmine, there is nothing better than a 
truffle-pie ! " 

'Wilheh4ine turned impatiently to the 
servant, who was turning the wine in 
the freezer : " You " can now go, Jean, 
the gentleman wiU'wait on himself." 

" And my champagne ! " exclaimed 
Rietz. But, with an imperious gesture, 
Wilhelmine dismissed the servant. 

" Now we are alone," said Wilhel- 
mine. "Now you can speak. You 
wished to give me your advice." 

" Madam," rejoined Rietz, as he car- 
ried a savory morsel to his mouth; 
" madam, at this moment I can advise 
you to do but one thing, and that is, to 
try this truffle-pie, it is truly magnifi- 
cent!" 

" You are cruel," cried Wilhelmine, 
"you torture me! " 

"Say rather, madam, that you are 
cruel," said Rietz, rising from the table 
to go after the champagne. " It is truly 
cruel to compel a man to arise, in the 
midst of the delights of the table, and 
wait on himself! Champagne loses its 
flavor when one has to pour it ont him- 
self!" 

" I will wait on you, sir ! " cried "Wil- 
helmine, rising with vivacity, and tak- 
ing the bottle in her hands. 

Rietz nodded complacently. ^^ That 
is right. That is piquant, and will 
season my repast. The almighty qoeen 
of the left hand waits on her submissive 
husband of the left hand. The mistress 
becomes the slave, the slave the mas- 
ter! This is a charming riddle, is it 
not ? But I tell you, madame, it is not 
the last riddle we will propound 1 Oh, 
very many riddles will now be pro- 
pounded; and some people would be 
very happy if they could find the right 
solution." 

" You wished to give me good advice 
concerning the two favorites," said 
Wilhelmine, with a smile, that cost her 
proud heart much humiliation. Speak, 
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therefore, my dear Bietzl Give me 
you advice! " 

Rietz held his glass up to the light, 
and gazed smilingly at the rising hub- 
bies. " That . reminds me of my old 
friend, the burgomaster of Stargard, 
the dear place of my nativity. The 
good Burgomaster Funk, was a true 
child of Pomerania, who despised 
High-German, and would have spoken 
Xiow-German, even with the king. 
Speaking Low-German, and eating din- 
ner was his passion. And I have 
often thought, when I saw him sitting 
at the dinner-table, with so reverent 
and pious a countenance, that the old 
gentleman fancied himself in church, 
administering the sacrament as a priest. 
He applied himself with such heavenly 
tranquillity to the delights of the table, 
permitting nothing in the world to dis- 
turb him while so engaged." 

"But I cannot comprehend what 
the recollections of your happy youth 
have to do with the advice you desired 
to give." 

" You will soon do so, my queen," 
said Eietz, slowly emptying his glass. 
" And yet permit me to dwell a little 
longer on the recollections of my dear 
old master. For you must know that 
this good old gentleman was my mas- 
ter ; under him I learned the arts of a 
valet, writer, and confidant, and all the 
little artifices and stratagems by which 
a valet makes himself his master'^ fac- 
totum. Truly the king is greatly in- 
debted to the burgomaster; without 
him he would never have been the pos- 
sessor of so excellent a factotum as the 
privy-chamberlain and treasurer Rietz. 
At the same time, I learned from my 
master how to become a gourmand; 
learned what precious knowledge, and 
how much practical study, were neces- 
sary to educate a man up to this 
sublime standard, and entitle him to 
the proud appellation of gourmand. 
My old master, who deservedly bore 
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this title, inculcated in me the most 
beautiful and strict principles. In the 
midst of our conversation, and while 
the old gentleman was digesting, slowly 
imbibing his delicious mocha, and blow- 
ing clouds of smoke from his long pipe, 
it sometimes occured that some one of 
the burghers of the little city would 
come, in his necessity, to his burgo- 
master to obtain advice or assistance. 
Then you should have seen his anger 
and rage. He would strike the table 
with his fist, and cry furiously : ' Vat, 
I give advice I After dinner, and for 
noting ! " 

"Ah, exclaimed Wilhelmine, now I 
begin to understand I " 

"That is fortunate, indeed," said 
Eietz, laughing; and he held out his 
empty glass to Wilhelmine that she 
might fill it. " Then you begin to under- 
stand that the phrase * after dinner, and 
for nothing,' is very beautiful and ap- 
propriate ? " 

"Yes, and I will give you a proof of 
it at once ! Sir, what do you ask for 
your good advice ? " 

"Bravo, bravo ! " cried Rietz. " Well 
sung, my prima donna I Now we shall 
understand each other ; and with your 
permission we will proceed to talk seri- 
ously. Madame, will you form an offen- 
sive and defensive alliance with me? 
Do not reply yet I I have no desire 
whatever that you should buy the cat 
in the bag ; first hear what I have to say, 
and then make up your mind. We are 
now at the beginning of a new era ; and 
to most men the future Is aa a book 
written in mysterious and illegible char- 
acters. But I think I can decipher it, 
and I will tell you what it contains. I 
read in this book that Prussia is now 
governed by a king who can do any- 
thing but govern himself, and who is like 
soft wax in the hands of those who know 
how to manage him." 

" How dare you speak so disrespect- 
fully of your king? " cried Wilhelmine. 
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"Madame," said Rietz, ehragging his 
shoulders, "give yourself no trouble I 
To his valet and to his mistress — ^pardon 
me for this word, my queen — the great- 
est king is but an ordinary man ; and 
when we two are alone, we need stand 
on no eereraony. The king, I say, will 
be ruled over. And the only question 
is, by whom ? The question is, shall the 
valet and the mistress rule over the 
happy and prosperous kingdom of Prus- 
sia, or shall they leave this difficult but 
remunerative business to the Rosicru- 
cians, to the Invisible Fathers, and to 
their visible sons, Bischofswerder and 
Wollner." 

" If they do that," cried Wilhelmine, 
with vivacity, "the mistress and the 
valet will be lost, they will be banished." 

" That is also my opinion," said Rietz. 
" These dear Rosicrucians dread our in- 
fluence. They know that we are both 
too wise to believe in the hocus jwcus, 
and that it sometimes affords us pleasure 
to enlighten the king's mind on the sub- 
ject of these mysterious fellows and 
their jugglery. I, for my part, hate 
these pious hypocrites, these wise fools. 
It is as impossible for me to live togeth- 
er with them in friendship, as it is for 
the honest dog and sneaking cat to so- 
journ harmoniously in one kennel. And 
I account it one of my greatest pleasures 
when I can sometimes give them a good 
blow, and tear out a piece of their sheep- 
skin, in order to show the king that a 
wolf is disguised in sheep's clothing." 

" I feel exactly as you do on this sub- 
ject," cried Wilhelnaine, laughing. " I 
find it impossible to accept their offers 
of friendship. They have frequently at- 
tempted to make me their ally, but I 
wish to have nothing to do with the In- 
visible Fathers of the inner temple; I 
prefer the visible sons in the outer halls, 
for we, at least, know what they are ! " 

"You are a divine woman," cried the 
chamberlain, in delight. " If you were 
not my wife I should certainly fall in 



love with you. It is fortunate, howeyer, 
that you are my wife, for lovers are 
blind, and it behooves us both to keep onr 
eyes open to avoid being caught in the 
snares which will be laid for us in great 
plenty by our pious fowlers. * They or 
we ;' this will be the watchword through- 
out the glorious reign of our king. Tbe 
Pharisees and Rosicrucians, or— may I 
pronounce the word, my enchantress?" 

" Yes, my friend, pronounce the 
word I " 

"Well, then I The watchword is: 
* The Pharisees and Rosicrucians, or the 
libertines and mistresses ! ' I cast my lot 
with the latter party, for with them 
good dinners and brilliant f^tes are the 
order of the day. "With them pleasure 
reigns, and joy is queen." 

" I am with you, my friend. Deatli 
and destruction to the Pharisees and 
Rosicrucians I " 

"Long live the libertines and mis- 
tresses I They shall rule over Prassia! 
They shall guide the ship of state; and 
we, Wilhelmine Enke, we two will he 
the leaders aud masters of this merry 
band ! We will fight with each other 
and for each other ; and the Pharisees 
and Rosicrucians are, and shall ever he, 
our common enemies I Give me your 
hand on this, my queen I " 

" Here is my hand. Yes, the Phari- 
sees and Rosicrucians are, and shall 
ever be, our common enemies! " 

" You will aid me, and I yon I Ve 
will protect and watch over each other. 
Our interests are identical, what farthers 
yours furthers mine. You, mybeantift) 
Wilhelmine, are ambitious, and are not 
contented with my weU-sounding name. 
You aim higher, and I do not blame yon, 
for a crown would become you well, al- 
though it were only the crown of a 
countess." 

" That would suffice," said Wilhehnine, 
smiling. "And you, my friend, what 
do you aspire to?" 

" I am a very modest man, and deco- 
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rations and titles have no charms for 
me. I do not wish ever to become 
more than I now am; but that, my 
queen, I would like to remain. I have 
no desire to be dispossessed of my situa- 
tion ; on the contrary, I desire to make 
of it a right warm and comfortable 
nest." 

*' And I will procure you the neces- 
sary down," cried Wilhelmine, laugh- 
ing." 

"Very well, but it must be eider- 
down, my love, for that is the softest. 
I love the exquisite and the excellent ; I 
am a gourmand in all thiDgs, If there 
is one thing I could wish for, it would 
be that my whole life might consist of 
one long dinner, and I remain sitting at 
the savory, richly-laden table, until com- 
pelled to leave it for the grave. I am 
not ambitious, nor am I miserly ; but 
money I must have, much. money. In 
order to lead a comfortable and agree- 
able life one must have money, a great 
deal of money, an immense quantity of 
money. My motto is, therefore, *My 
whole life one good dinner, and — after 
dinner, no advice for nothing 1 ' " 

" I consider this a wise motto, and, 
although I cannot make it ray own, 
I will always respect it as yours, 
and act in accordance with it in your 
interest." 

" That will be very agreeable," said 
Rietz. ** I will then be able to realize 
my ideal." , 

" And in what does your ideal con- 
öist, if I may ask the question ? " 

"My ideal is a house of my own, 
elegantly and luxuriously furnishecl, 
attentive and deferential servants, an 
exquisite cook, and the most choice 
dinners, with four covers always ready 
for agreeable, gay, and influential 
guests, who mast be selected each day. 
Do you know, my queen, what is essen- 
tial to the realization of my ideal ? In 
the first place, the king niust give me a 
house just large enough to make me a 



comfortable dwelling. I know of such 
a house. It stands at the entrance of the 
park of Sans-Souci. It has only five 
chambers, a parlor, a cellar, a kitchen, 
and several servants' rooms. That is j ust 
the house for a modest man like my- 
self; and I wish to have it. And then 
rich clients are required, petitioners for 
decorations and titles, who come to me for 
counsel, supposing the king's confiden- 
tial chamberlain can gratify their long- 
ings, if they only cajole him and show 
him some attentions. For instance, if 
this nice new house were mine, I would 
furnish one room only, and that spar- 
ingly, letting all the others stand empty. 
I would then show my visitors my dear 
little house, and it would be strange, 
indeed, if it were not soon handsomely 
furnished. To accomplish this, nothing 
\h wanted but your assistance, my graci- 
ous wife and queen." 

"And in what manner shall I assist 
you, my dear philosopher ? " 

" In this manner, my adored : by 
sending the suitors who come to you, 
to me — that is, those suitors who desire 
decorations, titles, or a noble coat-of- 
arms; for with politics I will have 
nothing to do. I only speculate on the 
foolishness of mankind. Therefore, let 
it be well understood, you are to send 
the foolish to me with their petitions— 
to tell them that decorations and titles 
are my specialty, and th^ I alone can 
effect anything with the king in such 
matters. In doing this, you not only 
send me clients who ftirnish my house, 
but you also enhance my respectability. 
Yon make an important person of me, 
to whom great deference must be shown, 
and who must be courted and flattered. 
The natural consequence will be, that I 
will have humble and devoted seiTants, 
and be able to secure agreeable and in- 
fluential guests for my dinners. For I 
need scarcely inform you, that it would 
afford me no entertainment whatever 
simply to fill empty stomachs at my 
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table. On the contrary, I desire to have 
gnests to whom eating is a science, and 
who do not regard a good pasty merely 
as an article of food, but rather as a 
superior enjoyment. Will you help me 
to attain all this?'' 

" Yes, I will, my friend. But now 
tell me what services you propose to 
render in return I " 

"I will be your obedient servant, 
your sincere and discreet friend, and 
your ally in life and death. When 
diplomatists and politicians apply to 
me for my good offices, I will refer 
them to you. I will always have your 
interests at heart. If Bischofswerder 
and Wollner should ever succeed in 
poisoning the king's mind against you, 
or in depriving you of his favor, I will 
lend a helpingliand in thrusting these 
pious lights into the shade, where they 
belong. You can depend on me in all 
things. I will represent your interests, 
as if they were my own, and as if I hud 
the honor to be in reality what I, 
unfortunately, only appear to be, the 
husl)and of the beautiful and amiable 
Wilhelmine Eietz. But truly, the name 
sounds bad, and I will assist you in 
exchanging it for a longer and more 
harmonious one. The name Kietz is 
just long and good enough for me. It 
fits me snugly, like a comfortable, well- 
worn dressing-gown ; and I prefer it to 
a court-dress» But for you, my fair 
one, we must certainly procure the title 
of a baroness or countess. Moreover, 
as your disinterestedness and improvi- 
dence in money matters is well known 
to me, I will also consider it my sacred 
duty to look after your interests in this 
particular, and call the king's attention 
to your necessities from time to time. 
For instance, you might require a hand- 
some palace in Berlin, or a larger villa 
herein Charlottenburg, or a magnificent 
set of jewelry, or an increase of in- 
come." 

"Ah, my friend, I will be very 



thankful for all this," said Wilhelmine, 
with a bewitching smile. "Bat what 
is of paramount importance is, that the 
king should continue to love me, or 
at least that he should never reject my 
love or discard me. I love him. He 
is the father of my children; he was 
the lover of my youth; and I can 
swear that I have never loved another 
besides him. Even my worst enemies 
cannot say of me that I was ever un- 
true to the love of my youth, or that 
I ever had any liaison, except the one 
with the poor prince royal, for whom I 
suffered want, rather than listen to the 
addresses of rich and infiuential ad- 
mirers," 

" That is true," said Rietz, with an 
air of perfect gravity ; " they can make 
you no reproaches. Your life has been 
altogether irreproachable; and the 
chronique 9candaleuB6 has had nothing 
to report concerning you." 

" You are mocking me," sighed Wil- 
helmine. " Your words are well under- 
stood. You wish to say that my whole 
life has been one impropriety, and that 
I am the legitimate prey of the chro- 
nique seandaleme. Oh, do not deny it, 
you are perfectly right. I am an oat- 
cast from society ; and yet it cannot be 
said of me, that I, like so many highly- 
respectable ladies, have sold my heart 
and hand for an advantageous marriage 
settlement. I only followed the dictates 
of my heart and my love; and the 
world punishes me by erecting a bar- 
rier between me and good society. But 
I have no intention of submitting to 
this any longer. Why should the 
king's beloved stand without the bar- 
rier, while many a countess, who has 
sold herself, and married an unloved 
man for his title and his wealth, and 
to whom faith is but an empty fancy, 
stands within on consecrated ground. 
This barrier shall crumble before me, 
and I will be received within the 
circle oi this so-called good and exclo- 
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sive society. To their hatred and con- 
tempt, I am quite indifferent, but they 
shall at least seem to esteem and 
respect me. They shall not leave me 
in perfect solitude in the midst of the 
world, as if I lived on a desert island, 
like Robinson Crusoe, and had great 
reason to be thankful when the king 
sometimes took the r61e of Friday and 
kept me company. I will be received 
in society; I will be the head of so- 
ciety ; I will have parlors, where not 
only artists and men of intellect as- 
semble, but to which the ladies of the 
best society must also come. This is 
my ambition; this is my dream of 
happiness. I will have a social position 
in defiance of all these so-called exclu- 
sive circles. Whenever I meet these- 
people, and see them turn aside to avoid 
me with a contemptuous smile, I say to 
myself; * Only wait, ye proud, ye vir- 
tuous I you shall yet fill Wilhelmine 
Rietz's parlors, and form the back- 
ground of the brilliant picture of her 
power and magnificence. Only wait, 
ye noble gentlemen, you shall yet dance 
attendance in Wilhelmine Rietz's ante- 
chamber! Only wait, ye heroines of 
virtue, you shall one day walk arm in 
arm with Wilhelmine Rietz, and accord 
her the place of honor on your right 
hand ! ' You see I have consoled my- 
self with these thoughts of the fiiture 
for many years. But the future has 
now become the present, and the 
longed-for time has at last arrived when 
Wilhelmine Rietz will compel society to 
unbolt its portals and permit her to 
enter. Will you assist me in this 
matter?" 

" I shall be delighted to do so," said 
Rietz, laughing. "I will be the lock- 
smith, who furnishes the keys to open 
these doors with, and if keys will not 
suflSce, he will provide picklocks and 
crowbars. But, enter you shall. It 
will be a difiicult undertaking, to be 
sure, but it will amuse me all the more, 



on that account, to assist you, and help 
to pull down the pride of these arrogant 
people. Ah, I hate these people, and it 
will afford me immense satisfaction to 
see them compelled to humble them- 
selves before you, and fawn and flatter 
in spite of their reluctance! Yes, I 
will help you to ascend this mountain, 
but I do not desire to rise .with you, I 
prefer to remain below in the valley, 
and earn an honest livelihood, as the 
good old proverb says." 

" And will become a rich man in the 
valley, while I will, perhaps, be strug- 
gling with debts and creditors on the 
heights above! " 

"Yes," said Rietz, "there will cer- 
tainly be struggles, and struggles of 
every variety. As for your debts, I 
will undertake to have them all paid; 
and in the future your income will be 
so considerably increased that you will 
no longer be under the necessity of 
making debts. But what I cannot 
take upon myself, unaided, is the strug- 
gle with your beautiful and high-bom 
rival. That is woman's work ; there, 
fists are of no avail, and delicate fingers 
can manipulate needles with far greater 
efl5cienoy." 

" You speak of my rival, the beauti- 
ful Julie von Voss." 

" Yes, my adorable, I speak of her, 
and I will now prove to you that I am 
your friend. And I will tell what I 
have no right to tell. The privy-cham- 
berlain breaks the inviolable seal of 
office. But what can I do ? are you not 
my wife? And in the end; the most 
discreet man in the world can keep 
no secret from his wife! Now, lis- 
ten ! " And in a low, suppressed voice, 
as if fearing the walls might hear, he 
told her of his mission to Schönhausen, 
of the king's messages, and of his con- 
versation with the beautiful maid of 
honor. 

Wilhelmine listened with pallid 
cheeks and quivering lips, only inter- 
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rnpting him from time to time with a 
brief question, or an angry or threaten- 
ing cry. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE CONDITIONS. 

WmuB this was occurring in the din- 
ing-room, Jean sat in the antecham- 
ber, holding himself in readiness to an- 
swer his mistress's beU, if it should ring. 
But no bell rang, and all was so still, 
the air so warm and sultry in the 
little chamber, and the soft twilight 
had so tranquillizing an effect, that Jean 
could no longer resist the temptation 
to close his eyes, and indulge in his 
dreams of the future. And perhaps he 
was dreaming, when a tall figure, com- 
pletely enveloped in a black mantle, 
stood before him, laid his hand on his 
shoulder, and pronounced his name m 
a low voice. Perhaps it was only a 
dream when he saw this, and heard 
the veiled figure utter these words in a 
low voice : 

" You belong to the third circle of 
the Invisible lodge ? " 

And he replied — whether in a dream 
or in reality, he was himself not per- 
fectly satisfied — " Yes, I belong to that 
circle." 

Furthermore, the veiled figure said : 
"You were sent here with orders to 
make an exact report of all that occurs, 
to the circle director, and to submit to 
his will, in all things. Do you bear 
this in mind ? " 

" I am the obedient servant of the 
Invisible," replied Jean, respectfully. 
" I will never forget my oath ; if I did, 
punishment would overtake, and the 
just anger of the Invisible destroy 
me." 

"Did the circle-director show you 
the symbol of the brotherhood ? " 

"Yes, he did." 

" Behold the symbol," said the veiled 



figure, and for a moment a little tri- 
angular plate of metal shone in his 
open hand. 

" I see it," replied Jean, rising, *' and 
I know by this triangle that a brother 
of the higher degrees stands before me ; 
I therefore salute you with reverence, 
brother superior." He bowed pro- 
foundly, but the veiled figure merely 
nodded in return. 

"Do you know the sign by which 
the master of the order, the grand 
kophta is recognized ? " said he, in low 
and piercing tones. 

"I do," replied Jean, his voice almost 
inaudible, from inward agitation. 

The veiled figure thrust forth his 
hand from under the concealing man- 
tle, and a large solitaire sparkled on his 
finger. " See, this is the sign," said he. 

Jean uttered a cry of astonishment, 
and sank on his knees. "Command 
me, almighty one," he murmured, 
" your slave has no will but yours." 

"Arise, and be my guide," com- 
manded the veiled figure, ähd Jean 
stood up immediately. 

""Where shall I lead, my exalted 
master ? " 

" Conduct me to the little room ad- 
joining the laboratory of the present 
king, but by such a way that no human 
eye shall see, and no human ear hear me." 

" Then, I must first beg permission," 
said Jean, hurrying towards the door, 
"to assure myself that no one is in the 
hall." 

But the veiled figure followed, and 
held him back. " Why go that way ? " 
he asked. " Why through the hall, 
when we can go through the door 
in the wall into the little passage that 
leads to the secret staircase? " 

" That is true ; I had forgotten that," 
said Jean, trembling, and looking with 
surprise and terror at his superior, who 
was so well acquainted with this strange 
house that he knew the secret doors and 
staircases. 
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*' As my master pleases ; here is the 
door." He pressed a small, almost im- 
perceptible knob in the wall, and a little 
door sprang open. 

" Go before, and lead me," said the 
veiled figure, pushing Jean through the 
entrance, " We must walk softly, and 
without uttering a word; the passage 
runs by the dining-room, where your 
mistress is conversing with the king's 
privy chamberlain, and we might be 
heard. I v«rill, therefore, give you my 
command here. You will lead me 
through the passage and down the 
staircase. With the key which you 
carry, you will then open the door and 
let me into the laboratory. You will 
then lock the door again, take the key 
from the lock, and hurry back to the 
antechamber. You will observe the 
most profound silence in regai-d to what 
has occurred ; and, if life and your eter- 
nal welfare are dear to you, you will be- 
tray having seen mh by neither word, 
look, nor gesture." 

"Exalted master," whispered Jean, 
"I am nothing more than your slave 
and creature, and I know that ray life 
is but dust in your hands. I fear the 
Invisible, and I adore you in your sub- 
limity. Graciously permit me to em- 
brace your feet, that the touch may im- 
part to me eternal health and strength." 
And he knelt down and kissed the 
feet of the veiled figure with impas- 
sioned tenderness. 

The veiled figure bowed down to him 
and said: "Grace will be shed upon 
you ; you are a good and obedient ser- 
vant. At the next assembly you will 
learn that you have been elevated a de- 
gree, and have come a step nearer to 
the inner halls of the temple. Be si- 
lent, no word of thanks, but arise and 
eonduct me ! " 

Jean arose and stepped forward, the 
veiled figure following him, and con- 
dTicted him, as be had been directed, to 
the laboratory; he let him in, closed 



and locked the door again, and returned 
hastily to the antechamber. 

Had this all really happened, or had 
Jean only been dreaming? He asked 
himself this question, and looked inquir- 
ingly and anxiously around in the little 
chamber. He was entirely alone; the 
secret door was closed. No one was 
with him, ail was still around him, and 
profound silence seemed to reign in the 
dining-room also. Jean stepped softly 
to the door and listened. He could 
now hear a subdued murmur, and could 
even distinguish the voices of his mis- 
tress and the privy-chamberlain. They 
seemed to be conversing eagerly ; but 
they spoke in such low tones that it was 
impossible for Jean to understand a 
single word. 

And they were really engaged in a 
very earnest conversation ; in a conver- 
sation which absorbed Wilhelmine's at- 
tention wholly. Rietz had not only re- 
lated his interview with the maid of 
honor, but had also given her a faithful 
account of the king's visit to Schönhau- 
sen, and of the conversation between 
Charles von Voss and his sister, in 
which he persuaded her to receive the 
king. 

"How do you know this?" asked 
Wilhelmin e, with a shrug of her shoul- 
ders. "I imagine it could have needed 
no persuasion, that this young lady 
would have done so willingly enough." 

" There you are in error, my beautiful 
countess ; I know better, because* I lis- 
tened to the whole conversation between 
the maid of honor and her brother." 

" How ? You were present ? " 

" Not exactly present, but I heard it, 
nevertheless. The doors of the dilapidat- 
ed old castle in Schön hausen are full of 
cracks and crannies, and if you get near 
enough you can see and hear very read- 
ily." 

" And you were near the door of the 
maid of honor's chamber? " 

" So near that a sheet of paper could 
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hardly have been slipped in between 
us." 

" And there was no one there to order 
the bold eavesdropper to leave ? '^ 

" Yes, there was a human being in the 
little dressing-room in which I stood, 
but this human being made no opposi- 
tion whatever to my listening at the 
door, for tlie simple reason that I had 
paid well for the privilege. The young 
lady^s chambermaid loves money, and 
is of a speculative disposition. She 
wishes to open a millinery establishment, 
and for that money is necessary ; and 
she takes it whenever she can get it. I 
pay her in my gracious master's name 
for singing the king's praise in her mis- 
tress's ear ; and I pay her in my own 
name for reporting to me the result of 
this singing, and permitting me to listen 
at the door when there is anything to 
be heard. To be sure, it cost me a con- 
siderable sam yesterday. This shrewd 
little kitten made me pay her twice: 
once for the conversation between the 
maid of honor and her brother, and the 
second time for the conversation between 
the king and the maid of honor.'' 

Wilhelmine sprang up, and an ex- 
clamation of astonishment escaped her 
lips. "You have listened to the con- 
versation between the king and the 
maid of honor, and now tell me of it for 
the first time. I conjure you, Rietz, 
my dear Rietz, my best friend, tell me 
of it. Speak — what did the king say, 
and what did she reply ? " 

" After dinner, and for nothing ? " 
asked Eietz, as he stretched himself 
comfortably, poured the last few drops 
of champagne into his glass and carried 
it slowly to his lips. 

" Speak, my dear Rietz. Say what 
I shall do. What will you bave? " 

" The little love of a house at the en- 
trance of the park of Sans-Souci. It 
was built on speculation ; that is to say, 
I had it built, hoping that the old king 
would be dead, and our Frederick Wil- 



liam seatexl on the throne by the time 
of its completion. My hope is now 
realized, and I ask you, my adorable 
wife, wiU you use your influence to per- 
suade the king to give me this house as 
a reward for my long and faithful ser- 
vices?" 

** I will do so; I will storm the king 
with entreaties to give you this house." 

" Then it is as good as mine already, 
and I thank my noble patroness. And 
now that I am paid in advance, I will 
impart to you the substance of that im- 
portant conversation — that is, you will 
certainly not require me to repeat the 
king's protestations of love and vows 
of eternal fidelity." 

" Ko, I do not require that of you," 
sighed Wilhelmine, with trembling lips ; 
"that I can readily imagine. It can 
only have been a repetition of what he 
told me. Out upon men I They are a 
perfidious and faithless race I " 

"Yes, they imbibe these qualities 
with their mother's milk; and King 
Frederick William also is only the son 
of his mother. Therefore, nothing of 
the king's protestations of love, and the 
noble indignation and conflict between 
love and virtue on the part of the young 
lady. To the king's intense gratifica- 
tion the young lady finally admitted, 
with many tears and sighs, that she 
would love him if he were not, unfortu- 
nately, already married, and if Madame 
Rietz were not in existence. If the 
king were no better than a poor noble- 
man, the young lady would esteem it 
perfect bliss to become his. She would 
joyfully undergo hardships and suffei* 
want at his side ; but she was not wil- 
ling to occupy a position that would ex- 
pose her to scorn and contempt. §he 
could not cause the noble queen addi- 
tional sorrow and pain ; and finally, it 
would be quite impossible to tolerate a 
despised and hated rival like Wilhelm- 
ine Rietz at her side. But — good heav- 
heavens I what is the matter with you? 
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Yon turn paJe, and wail and moan fear- 
fully! Poor woman, if yon are so 
sensitive, I must of course be silent." 

" It is nothing — ^nothing at all," mur- 
mured Wilhelmine. "It was only a 
momentary pang, and it is now past. 
Speak on, I am quite composed. Speak ! 
What did the king reply? " 

" He begged her to name the condi- 
tions on which she could consent to be 
his ; and the beautiful and wise maid of 
honor stated her conditions, assuring 
him that they were irrevocable— her 
ultimatum, as the diplomatists say. 
And truly these conditions were ridicu- 
lous. I almost burst out laughing when 
I heard them." 

" And what were they ? I pray you 
tell me," murmured Wilhelmine, clasp- 
ing her hands tightly together to keep 
them from trembling. 

" There were three conditions, and 
the maid of honor swore by the mem- 
ory of her mother, who had died of 
grief caused by her love for the king's 
father, Prince August William, that she 
would neither see his mcgesty nor speak 
with him until he had promised to fulfil 
her conditions; and, that if he could 
or would not fulfil them, the young 
lady would leave the court forever, and 
retire into the deepest seclusion." 

"She is cunning; oh, she is very 
cunning," murmured Wilhelmine, clasp- 
ing her hands yet more firmly together^ 
" And her three conditions ? " 

"Are as follows: firstly, the young 
lady exacts of the king that she be mar- 
ried formally and rightfully to his left 
hand, by a Protestant minister ; second- 
ly, she demands that, above all things, 
the consent of the queen, the wife of the 
right hand, be first obtained ; and third- 
ly, and finally, she demands that Wil- 
helmine Rietz, together with her two 
children^ be banished, and that an estate 
be given her in Lithuania, and she be 
compelled to remain there and never re- 
turn to Berlin or Potsdam." 



" And the king ? " cried Wilhelmine, 
in piercing accents. 

" The king stipulated for four weeks' 
time in which to consider the matter, 
kissed the proud lady's hand, and re- 
tired. Now, my queen, you know all, 
and it is also time for me to retire. I 
must ride to Potsdam at the king's com- 
mand, and confer with the queen as to 
the conditions on which she wquld give 
her consent to this absurd marriage. 
But I cannot comprehend you, my 
beauty I You look as mournful as If 
you were on the point of starting for 
Lithuania already, and as if it were an- 
other than you who sways the king's 
heart and soul. I, for my part, place 
implicit confidence in your power, and 
am satisfied that the king will never 
give you up or desert you. Would I 
otherwise have courted your alliance? 
Would I have based my hopes of obtain- 
ing the little house at Sans-Souci on 
your intercession ? No, my beauty ; 
you are, and will remain, queen, in spite 
of all the wives of the right and the left 
hand. Only you must not be discour- 
aged, and must not look so sad. For 
you well know that our good master 
cannot abide mournful faces, and inva- 
riably runs away from weeping women." 

" It is true ; you are right," said Wil- 
helmine. "I will wreathe my face in 
smiles. I will laugh." 

And she burst out into a loud and 
vibrating peal of laughter, in which 
Rietz heartily joined. 

"That is right," he cried; "now I 
admire you I You look like a lioness 
defending her young. That is right, 
my beauty ! ' He who trusts in God, 
and strikes out boldly around him, will 
never come to grief,' my good old 
burgomaster Herr Funk used to say. 
Strike boldly, my queen, deal out 
heavy blows, and we shall never come 
to grief, and all will yet be well. And 
now, my charming wife, I must take 
leave of you, as I hear a carriage driv- 
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ing up tbat I wager brings no other 
than his migestj. It is not necessary 
that he shoold still lind me here. I 
will, therefore, slip out of the back door 
and beat a retreat through the garden. 
Addio, carissima, addio I " 

He bowed respectfully, threw her a 
kiss with the tips of his fingers, opened 
a window, and sprang out upon the 
terrace, from which a small stairway 
l^d down into the garden. 

Wilhelmine frowned, and cast an 
angry look in the direction he had 
taken. ^'How degraded a soul I how 
base a character! " she murmured; " but 
yet I must cling to him, and be very 
friendly with him. He is my only 
support, my only friend; for without 
him I would be lost I Aiid I will not 
be lost ! I will maintain my position ; 
while I live, I will bravely battle for 
it!" 

** The king ! " cried Jean, throwing 
the door open. ^'His migesty has ar- 
arrived, and awaits my lady in her 
parlor." 

"I am coming," said Wilhelmine, 
calmly. ** Hurry down into the park, 
and tell my son and daughter that their 
father is here. They are down on the 
river ; they must come at once to greet 
his majesty." 



CHAPTER YIII. 



NEW LOVE. 



The king advanced to meet Wilhel- 
mine with a gentle smile; and when, 
after a formal obeisance, she congratu- 
lated him in cold and ceremonious 
terms, Frederick William burst out into 
laughter, caught her in his arms, and 
pressed a kiss on her brow. 

Wilhelmine trembled, and tears rush- 
ed to her eyes. She felt like clasping 
him in her arms and conjuring him, with 
tender reproaches and passionate words 



of love, not to abandon her, and not to 
drive herself and his childr«i ont into 
the cold world. But she repressed her 
emotion — she knew the king could not 
endure sad faces, and always fled from 
a woman in tears. 

She had the courage to smile, and 
seem to be gay ; and her countenance 
bore no trace of disquiet or anxiety. 
She conversed with perfect composure 
and indifference, as if no change had 
taken or ever could take pTace in ih&r 
relations to each other. 

Frederick William's joyousness had 
at first been assumed, to hide his em- 
barrassment; and he felt greatly re- 
lieved by Wilhelmin e's manner. He 
abandoned himself wholly to the charm- 
ing society of the beautiful and agree- 
able friend, who had always so well 
understood how to enliven him and 
banish all care from his breast And 
when the two children entered the par- 
lor, and his favorite Alexander, a boy 
of ten years of age, ran forward, looked 
wonderingly at his papa king, and then 
threw his arms tenderly around his 
neck, and kissed and hngged him, 
regardless of his royalty ; when the 
lovely daughter, in t^e bloom of sixteen 
summers, the charming image of her 
young mother, walked forward, and 
seated herself on one of his knees oppo- 
site her brother, who sat on the other ; 
and when the still beautifnl mother 
stepped up to this group, her eyes 
beaming and her face wreathed in 
smiles, and clasped father and children 
in one embrace, a feeling of infinite com- 
fort filled Frederick William's breast, 
and tears rushed to his eyes. 

He gently pushed the two children 
from his knees, and arose. ^* Go down 
into the garden, my pets, and w^ait for 
me in the rose-pavilion, when we will 
watch the sun set. But now go, as I 
have something to say to your mother." 

"But nothing unpleasant, I hope, 
p«^a ? " said Alexander, anxioudy. 
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" You have nothing to say to my mamma 
that will make her sad? " 

*'And if I had," asked Frederick 
William, smiling, " what would you do 
to prevent it?" 

" If you had," replied the boy, with a 
bold and defiant expression, "I know 
very well what I would do. I would 
not go^ away. I would remain here, 
even if my papa ordered me to go. But 
for this once I could not be obe- 
dient, although I should be scolded for 
it." 

" And what effect would yonr remain- 
ing here have, Alexander ? " asked the 
king. 

*' It would have this effect, your ma- 
jesty," replied the boy, gravely. " My 
dear mamma would then hear nothing 
that would make her feel sad, or per- 
haps even make her cry." 

^^ But if I should tell her something 
in your presence that would make her 
feel sad?" 

"That you will not do, papal " cried 
Alexander, erecting himself proudly. 
" No, whUe I am here you will certain- 
ly not make my mamma sad ; for you 
know that I would cry too, if my mamma 
cried, and you certainly could not bear 
to see your poor little son and his mam- 
ma weeping bitterly." 

" You love yonr mamma very much, 
I suppose ? " 

" Yes," exclaimed the boy, throwing 
his arms around his mother's neck, and 
laying his curly head on her bosom; " yes, 
I love my mamma very dearly ; and ray 
heart almost breaks when I see her cry. 
And she cries very often now, and — " 

"Go, Alexander," said his mother, 
interrupting him. "You see your 
sister is an obedient daughter, and has 
already obeyed her father's command. 
Follow her now, my son ; learn from 
your sister to obey your father without 
murmuring." / 

" Yes, my son, follow your sister," 
said the king, gently. " Fear nothing. 



my boy, I have no intention of making 
your mother feel sad." 

"Then I will go, papa," cried Alex- 
ander, as he pressed his father's hand 
tenderly to his Hps. He then skipped 
joyfully out of the room. 

The king foil owed the handsome boy, 
with an affectionate look, until the door 
closed behind him. He then turned to 
Wilhelmine, who met his gaze with a 
gentle smile. "Wilhelmine, I have en- 
tered on a new life to-day. The poor 
prince royal, who was harassed with 
debt, has become a rich and mighty king. 
A young king's first and most sacred 
duty is to prove his gratitude to those 
who were his loving and faithful friends, 
while he was yet prince royal. And 
therefore, Wilhelmine, you were my 
first thought ; therefore am I come to 
you to prove that I have a gratefal 
heart, and can never forget the past. 
You have undergone hardships, and 
suffered want for me; the hour of re- 
ward has now come. Impart to me all 
your wishes freely, and without reser- 
vation, and I swear to you that they 
shall be fulfilled. Will you have a 
name, a proud title? will you have jew- 
elry or treasures? will you have a 
magnificent landed estate? Speak out, 
tell me what you desire, for I have 
come to reward yoa, and I am king." 

She looked at him proudly, with 
sparkling eyes. "You have come to 
reward me," said she, "and you are 
king. What care I for your royalty! 
The king has not the power to grant 
my wishes 1 " 

" What is it, then, that you wish ? " he 
asked, in embarrassment. 

" I wish what the king cannot, what 
only the man can grant. I wish you 
to love me, as dearly as the prince royal 
loved rae. I crave no riches and no 
treasures, no titles and no estates. 
When we swore that we would love 
anä be true to each other until death^ 
you did not dare to think that you 
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would some day reward me for my 
loye. When we exchanged our vows 
of love and fidelity, written with our 
blood, this was the marriage contract 
of our hearts, and this contract con- 
sisted of but one paragraph. It only 
secured to each of us the love and 
fidelity of the other as a dower. Let 
me retain this dower, Frederick "Wil- 
liam; keep your treasures, titles, and 
estates, for your favorites and flatterers. 
Such things are good enough for them, 
but not for me — not for the mother of 
your children I Leave me in possession 
of my dower of your love and fidelity I " 

Frederick lowered his eyes in confu- 
sion, and did not seem to see her 
stretch out her arms imploringly. He 
turned away and walked slowly to and 
fro. 

Wilhel mine's arms sank down, an.d 
a deep sigh escaped her lips. "The 
decisive hour has come," said she to 
herself. " It shall find me armed and 
prepared for the struggle I " 

Suddenly the king stopped in front 
of her, and a ray of determination 
beamed in his genial, handsome coun- 
tenance. " Wilhelmin e," said he, "I 
stand on the threshold of a great and 
sublime future. I will not act a lie at 
such a time. Between us there must 
be perfect and entire truth. Are you 
ready to hear it ? " 

"I am ready," said she, gravely. 
" Truth and death are preferable to life 
and falsehood." 

" Come, Wilhelmine," continued the 
king, extending his hand. "Let us 
seat ourselves on the sofa, where we 
have so often conversed in earnestness 
and sincerity. Let us converse in the 
same spirit to-day, and open our hearts 
to each other in honest sincerity." He 
conducted her to the sofa, and seated 
himself at her side. She laid her head 
on his shoulder, and subdued sobs es- 
caped her breast. 

" Do not speak yet," she whispered. 



" Let me rest a moment, and think of 
the beautiful past, now that your future 
looks so bright. I have not the cour- 
age to look at the future. It seems to 
me that I am like those unhappy be- 
ings, of whom Dante narrates, that 
they walk onward with their faces 
turned backward, and that they can- 
not see what is coming, but only that 
which has been and which lies behind 
them. Ah, like them I see only what 
has been. I see us two, young, happy, 
and joyous, for the star of our youthfnl 
love shone over us. I see you at my 
side as my teacher, instructing me, and 
endeavoring to cultivate my mind. — 
Frederick, do you remember the Italian 
lessons you gave me ? With you I read 
Dante, you explained to me this awfal 
picture of the reversed faces. Shall I 
now experience through you the dread- 
ful reality of what you then explained 
in the poem ? Shall I shudder at the 
aspect of the future, and only live on 
that which is past and gone? Tell me, 
Frederick, can it be true, can it be pos- 
sible? Does love, with all its happi- 
ness and bliss, then really lie only be- 
hind us, and no longer before us? Bat 
no, no, do ^ay so ! " she cried, implor- 
ingly, as she saw that he was about to 
speak ; " let us be still and dream on for 
a moment; as we are now on the thresh- 
old of a new era, as you say." She 
ceased speaking, and buried her head 
in Frederick William's bosom. He laid 
his hand on her neck and pressed her 
to his heart. A long pause ensued. A 
last ray of the setting son shone in 
through the window, and illumined 
with its golden light the head of the 
poor woman who clung trembling to 
her lover's bosom. 

The last ray of the setting sun I The 
spirits of the past danced and trembled 
in its luminous course.; the days which 
had been, sparkled and glittered in this 
last ray, and then expired. 

" Ah," sighed the king, after an inter- 
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val of silence, " why is the human heart 
so weak? why does it not retain like the 
precioas stone its brilliant tints and fiery 
lustre ? why do the rainbow hues and 
fire of love vanish ? Why has fate or- 
dained that all things should be subject 
to change, even love? " 

Wilhelmine raised her head — ^the hour 
of bitterness was past; she now had 
courage to face the future, to pass the 
threshold of the new era. What has the 
future in store for her ? Will it be 
gloomy ? Has the sun set for her whole 
life, as its last ray has set in the chamber 
where she now sits, in night and dark- 
ness, at the side of the man she once 
called the sun of her life ? 

" You no longer love me, Frederick 
WiUiam ! " 

" I do love you, Wilhelmine ; certainly 
I do, right cordially and sincerely." 

She uttered a loud cry and pressed 
her hand to her heart. How different 
was this tame assurance of love to the 
passionate protestations of former days! 

" Speak on, Frederick William, speak 
on ! I am prepared to hear all I You 
love me right cordially and sincerely, 
you say?" 

"Yes, Wilhelmine, and God is my 
witness that this is the truth. I desire 
to do everything to contribute to your 
happiness?" 

"Everything! everything, but love 
me as heretofore ! " 

"Ah, Wilhelmine, man is but man 
after all, and no God ! Nothing in his 
nature is eternal and imperishable, not 
even love ; not that ardent, passionate 
love which is only crowned by the pos- 
session of the loved and adored object. 
But possession it is, this longed-for pos- 
session, that kills love. We are only 
charmed with that for which we long ; 
when once attained we become accus- 
tomed to it, and custom begets indiffer- 
ence. It is heart-rending that it should 
be so, but it is so I We cannot change 
human nature, and human we all are ! " 



" Words, words," she murmured. 
" Why not say it all at once. You do 
not love me? You love another? An- 
swer these two questions; I conjure you, 
answer them I ^' 

" I will, Wilhelmine. I no longer 
love you, you say. It is true, I no longer 
love you as I once loved you, but per- 
haps more, perhaps better, more purely I 
I no longer love you, but I entertain 
for you the dearest and most enduring 
friendship. Love is like the sun: it 
shines brightly in the morning, but sets 
when evening comes. Friendship is 
like the evening star, ever present, and 
only obscured at times by the greater 
brilliancy of the sun. Wilhelmine our 
sun has at last set after gladdening us 
with its rays for many long years. And 
you cannot justly complain of its depart- 
ure ; it was necessary that night should 
ultimately come. But the evening-star 
still shines in the heavens, and will ever 
shine there ! I pray you, Wilhelmine, 
be no weak, no ordinary woman ! Do 
not make useless complaints, but look at 
matters as they are. Be strong, and 
overcome the petty vanity of the woman 
who feels herself insulted when her 
lover's passion cools. I do not love you ; 
and, as I am a man, and as the human 
heart is always susceptible to a new ' 
love, I am also ready to make this ad- 
mission : I love another ! Be composed, 
do not interrupt me with reproaches. 
This is unalterable, and we must have 
the courage to look the truth in the 
face I Yes, I love another, and love her 
as ardently as I once loved you, but — ^I 
now no longer believe in an eternity of 
passion ; I know that it will decline, and 
I therefore no longer tell my new love 
as I once told you. I will love you as 
long as I live; but I only say, IwHl love 
you as long as my heart will permit ! I 
know that a day will come when I will 
also weary of this love ; but never, never 
will the day come, Wilhelmine, when 
the friendship I feel for you could grow 
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cold, when I could become indifterent 
to her I once so passionately loved, and 
to whom I owe the happiest years of my 
life I Some day. my heart will be cal- 
lous to all love and all women, but it 
will ever beat warmly for you ; the days 
of my youth will be reflected from your 
brow, and the recollections of happy 
years will bind me more firmly to you, 
than all the vows of love could bind me 
to other women. Be as strong, brave, 
and wise, as you have always been ; for- 
give me this human weakness.- Be- 
nounce my love, and accept my friend- 
ship — ^my true, lasting, and imperishable 
friendship." 

"Friendship!" she repeated, with 
mocking laughter. "The word has a 
freezing sound. Yon promised me glow- 
ing wine, and now yon offer to quench 
the thirst of my heart with cold water." 

"Of wine we grow weary, Wilhel- 
mine. Heavenly intoxication is followed 
by highly terrestrial headache; but pure 
water refreshes and revives without in- 
toxicating ; it gives health and tranquil- 
lizes the heart." 

" Or turns it to ice," rejoined Wilhel- 
mine. 

"Not so, it gives new warmth I And 
thus it is with friendship also, Wilhel- 
mine." 

" And all this means," said she, sob- 
bing, " that you intend to drive me from 
your side, to banish me ? I am to be 
compelled to yield to a rival ? " 

" No, that yon shall not do I " he 
cried with vivacity. " No, yon are only 
to consent to be my friend, to elevate 
yourself above all petty jealousy, and to 
wisely and discreetly adapt yourself to 
the unavoidable. If you should not be 
able to do this, "Wilhelmine, if you should 
attempt to play the role of the jealous 
Orsina, instead of that of the discreet 
friend, then only would I, to my own 
great sorrow, be compelled to separate 
from you, to renounce the pleasure of 
a«eociating with my dear friend, and — " 



"Ko," she cried in dismay, as she 
threw her arms around him ; " bo, I oaxir- 
live witliout you, I will not go into exile 
with my poor, dear children 1 " 

" With your children ! " repeated the 
king. "Who thinks of sending these 
children into exile? " 

" Do you not consider it possible that 
yon will send me into exile % And where 
I am, there my children will also be, of 
course I " 

"Where you are, Wilhelmine, there 
your daughter will be ; that is lawful and 
natural. But the son belongs to the 
father; and, whatever may divide and 
separate us, my son Alexander shall not 
leave me ; my bright, handsome boy, re- 
mains with his father." 

It had grown dark, and he could not 
see the light of the bold resolution Wil- 
helmine had formed, sparkling in her 
eyes. 

She laid her hand on Frederick Wil- 
liam^s shoulder. " We are standing on 
the threshold of a new era," said she, 
" my son shall now decide between you 
and me. I lay my fate in his hands, and 
will accept it as if it came from God. 
We will have him called, and he shall 
choose between his father and his moth- 
er. If he decide to leave me and re- 
main with you, I will bow my head in 
humility, and will remain, and content 
myself with your friendship. I will 
stand in dai-kness, and view from afar 
my happy rival sunning herself in your 
love. But if my son should decide to go 
with his mother, then, like Hagar, I 
will wander forth into the desert. But 
I will not complain, and wiU not feel 
unhappy; I will have at my side, my 
son, the image of his father ; the son in 
whom I love the father! " 

" So let it be," cried the king. " Oar 
son shall decide. Go, and bring him in." 

"No, I will only see him in your 
presence ; you might otherwise suppose 
I had influenced his decision. Permit 
me to have him called." 
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She rang the bell, and ordered the 
servant to bring lights, and request his 
yoxmg master to come at once to his 
majesty's presence. 

" We will soon learn the decision of 
fate," said Wilhelmine, when the servant 
had closed the door. "For fate will 
speak to me through the month of my 
son I " 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE «DECISION. 

A FEW minutes had hardly elapsed 
before the door of the parlor was 
opened, and Wilhelmine's son entered. 
With flushed cheeks and a displeased 
expression on his handsome face, the 
boy walked up to the king, who was 
gazing at him tenderly. 

" My gracious father," said he, " you 
promised to join us in the rose-pavilion, 
down at the river side ; and we waited 
and waited, but all in vain I The sun- 
set was splendid; it was a beautiful 
sight to see the sun fall into the water 
all at once ; but you would not come to 
tell the dear sun * good-night' Why 
not? I think a king should always 
keep his word, and you certainly prom- 
ised to come ! " 

"Well, my severe young gentleman," 
said the king, smiling, " I beg your par- 
don. But I had to speak with your 
mother on matters of importance, and 
you must have the goodness to excuse 
me." 

The boy turned and looked inquir- 
ingly at the face of his mother. " Was 
it necessary, mamma? " 

The king burst into laughter. " Real- 
ly," he cried, " you are a grand inquis- 
itor, my little Alexander. I am almost 
afraid of you. But you have not yet 
answered his severity, mamma. Excuse 
me to this young gentleman by assur- 
ing him that we had matters of the 
gravest importance to discuss." 



"Alexander knows that what the 
king says and does is above all blame," 
replied Wilhelmine, gravely; "and I 
beg that he may be excused for losing 
sight of the king and thinking only of 
the indulgent father. But now hear 
why your father sent for you, my son; 
and answer his questions as your little 
head and heart shall prompt." 

" Shall I state the question ? " asked 
the king, in some embarrassment. " I 
had rather you did it, Wilhelmine. 
However," he continued, as she shook 
her head in dissent, " It shall be as you 
desire. Listen, my nttle Alexander. 
Your mother thinks of going on a jour- 
ney, and of leaving here for a few years. 
I intend to give your mother several 
estates in Prussia as a remembrance of 
this day, and she may conclude to make 
them her home for some years. Al- 
tnough such a life may be pleasant for 
ladies, it is very quiet and lonely, and 
not at all suitable for a young man who 
still has a great deal to learn, and who 
is ambitious of becoming a soldier, 
which he could not well accomplish in 
the country. I therefore, very na- 
turally, desire that you should sepamte 
yourself from your mother for a few 
years, and remain with me, your father, 
who certainly loves you as much as 
she does. But we have determined to 
leave the decision to you, although you 
are still so young, and I now ask you, 
my son, will you go with your mother, 
or will you remain with you father? 
Do not reply at once, my child, but 
take time for consideration." 

" Oh, my dear papa," sfdd the boy, 
quickly, "there is nothing to con- 
sider, I know at once what I ought .to 
do. My dear mamma has always re- 
mained with me, she has never deserted 
me. And when I had tlie measles, a 
short time ago, she sat at my bedside, 
day and night, and played with me, 
and told me such beautiful stories. 
And I would never have got well if my 



112 



GOETHE AND SCHILLER. 



mamma had not nnrsed me. When- 
ever she left my hed, if only for a few 
minntes, I grew worse and suffered 
much more, and when she returned I 
always felt relieved at once. And how 
could I now desert the dear mamma, 
who never deserted me ? " 

"Oh, my child, my darling child," 
cried Wilhelmine, her eyes filling with 
tears, " God bless yon for these words ! 
But yet this shall not be a decision. 
You must take some time for considera- 
tion, my son. I am going to live on 
my estates, as your father told you. It 
will be very quiet and lonely in the 
country ; there will be no soldiers, no 
beautiixil houses, no amusements, and 
no boys to play with. But if you re- 
main here with your fatfier, you will 
have all this, and be honored and re- 
spected as a prince. You will live with 
your tntor, in a splendid house, in the 
beautiful city of Berlin, you will take 
delightftil rides and drives, and see the 
soldier's drill every day. Your father 
will give you all you desire." 

" Then let him give me my mamma," 
cried the boy eagerly. " Yes, my papa, 
if I can live with my dear mamma in a 
fine house in Berlin, and if you wiU 
come right often to see us, I will have 
all I desire." 

"But your mother will not remain 
in Berlin, Alexander, and, therefore, 
you must decide whether you will go 
with her, or stay here with your 
father." 

" Well, then," said Alexander, grave- 
ly, "if I must choose between you, I 
will go with mamma, of course. To be 
sure, I am very sorry to leave my papa, 
but I cannot live without my mamma; 
she is so good to me and loves me so 
dearly, I am always afraid when she is 
not with me." 

Speechless with emotion, Wilhelmine 
sank on her knees, her countenance 
radiant with delight, and extended her 
arms toward her son, who threw 



himself on her breast with a loving 
cry. 

The king turned away, his heart 
filled with unutterable sadness. He 
covered his eyes with his hands, and 
stood in the middle of the chamber, iso- 
lated and deserted in his grie^ while he 
could hear the kisses, sobs, and whis- 
pered words of tenderness of the moth- 
er and her son. Suddenly he felt a 
light touch on his shoulder and heard a 
moumftil, trembling voice murmur his 
name. The king withdrew his hands 
from his countenance, and his eyes met 
Wilhelmine's. She stood before the 
king, her right hand resting on the 
boy's shoulder, who had thrown his arm 
around her waist and nestled closely to 
her side. 

" Farewell, Frederick William 1 " said 
she in a loud and solemn voice. " Ha- 
gar is going forth into the desert of life ! 
The estates and treasures which you 
offer me, I reject; my children must 
not suffer want, however, and the lit- 
tle that has heretofore been mine, I 
will retain. As soon as I find a place 
where I wish to remain, you will be 
informed of it, and I desire that the 
furniture of this house be sent to me 
there. The house shall be sold, and 
the proceeds will constitute my fortune 
and the inheritance of my children. I 
leave here with my children to-night. 
My thoughts and blessings will, how- 
ever, remain with the father of my chil- 
dren. Farewell, your migesty, and 
may your happiness be complete! 
Farewell ! " She bowed her head in a 
last greeting, and then turned and 
walked slowly through the room, sup- 
ported by her son. 

The king looked after her in breath- 
less suspense ; with every step she took, 
his anxiety increased. And when she 
opened the door, and mother and son 
were about to pass the threshold, with- 
out even once turning to look at him, 
whose eyes were filled with tears, and 
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who was regarding them with such 
fondness and such agony, he uttered 
a cry of dismay, rushed after them, 
seized Wilhelmine's arm, and thrust her 
back into the room with such violence 
that she fell helplessly to the floor, and 
her son burst into tears. 

His sobs seemed to arouse "Wilhelmine 
from her insensibility. She arose, and 
turaed with proud composure to the 
king, who stood before her almost breath- 
less with passion. 

"Send him out of the room," she 
murmured, "He should not see your 
majesty in this condition.*' 

The king made no reply, but took 
the boy by the hand, kissed him tender- 
ly, and then led him to the door, and 
locked it behind him. He then return- 
ed to Wilhelmine, who awaited him 
with pallid cheeks, although her man- 
ner was perfectly composed. 

"Wilhelmine," said he, uttering each 
word with difficulty, ** Wilhelmine, it is 
not possible. You cannot leave me. 
If you go, my youth, my happiness, my 
good star go with you I Have pity on 
me ! See how I suffer 1 Be great, be 
good, be merciful ! Stay wiüi me ! " 

"Thou hearest him, O God," cried 
Wilhelmine, raising her arms toward 
heaven. " Thou hearest him, and Thou 
seest what I suffer! I have loved him 
from my youth. I have been true to 
him in every thought, with every 
breath of life. I have borne for his sake 
shame and disgrace, and the contempt 
of the world. I liave bestowed upon 
him all the treasures of my soul and 
heart ; and yet my sacrifices have not 
been great enough, I have not yet been 
Sufficiently humiliated. He demands 
of the mother of his children a still 
greater sacrifice: that I renounce his 
love, and stand by and see him give to 
another the love he swore should be 
mine I Thou Great, Thou Almighty 
Crod, have pity on me I Send down a 
flash of lightning to kill and save me ! 
8 



I cannot live without him, and I may 
not live with him." 

"Wilhelmine," said the king, in a 
hollow voice, " you will not make this 
sacrifice? You will not remain with 
me as my best and dearest friend — ^the 
friend to whom I will give my whole 
confidence, who shall share my thoughts 
as my sister soul, and from whom I will 
conceal no secrets? " 

She slowly shook her head. What 
did Cleopatra determine to do, rather 
than grace the triumph of her faithless 
lover and her hated rival, and pass 
under the yoke? She determined to 
die ; she let loose the serpent which had 
been gnawing at her heart, that it 
might take her life. ** I prefer to die 
like Cleopatra, rather than live like the 
Marquise de Pompadour." 

''Well, then," said Frederick William, 
his voice trembling with emotion, and 
looking tenderly at Wilhelmine, " I will 
prove to you that the friendship I enter- 
tain for you is stronger than the love I 
have given to another. I will sacrifice to 
you, the beloved of my youth and the 
friend of my soul, all the wishes and 
hopes of my heart. I will renounce 
my love for the maid of honor Julie 
von Voss, and will see her no more. 
She shall leave the court, and I will 
never i^eek to recall her. Are you now 
contented, Wilhelmine? Will you re- 
main with me, and not deprive me of 
ray dear son, who was about to leave 
me on your account ? Wilhelmine, will 
you try to forget, and — " The king's 
voice faltered, and tears rjushed to his 
eyes, but with an effort he steadied his 
voice and continued: "and will you 
sincerely endeavor to compensate me for 
what I sacrifice ? " 

With a cry of joy, Wilhelmine threw 
her arms around the king's neck, and 
pressed a long and fervent kiss on his 
quivering lips. 

"I thank you, Frederick William, I 
thank you I You promised me when 
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70a came that jou wonld to-day reward 
me for my love and fidelity dnring the 
long years which have been. Ton 
have kept your promise, my belov- 
ed; you have rewarded me. Yon 
have made the greatest sacrifice one 
human being can make for another. 
Ton have sacrificed the passion of your 
heart, and are ready to keep the faith 
which you sealed with your blood. See 
here, Frederick William, see this scar 
on my hand I This wound I gave my- 
self, in order that I might write for you 
in my own blood my vow of love 
and fidelity. You kissed the wound 
and drank of my blood, swearing that 
you would always love, and never 
desert me. You have kept your oath, 
Frederick William. You have con- 
quered yourself; you have now sealed 
your faith with the greatest human 
sacrifice." 

The king suppressed the sigh which 
trembled on his lips, and pressed Wil- 
helmine's head to his bosom., "Now 
you will remain, Wilhelmine? Now 
you will not go ? " 

She raised her head quickly, and 
looked at him with beaming eyes. " I 
will remain with you, Frederick William ; 
I will remain. And, stronger in my 
love than Cleopatra was, I will pass 
under the yoke, and march quietly in 
the triumphal procession of my rival. 
Sacrifice for sacrifice I You were ready 
to sacrifice your passion, I will sacrifice to 
you my woman's pride and vanity I I, 
the discarded woman, will walk without 
murmuring behind your new love and 
be her trainbearer. Go, Frederick 
William, and woo tliis beautiful young 
lady ; wed her, if your priests wiD per- 
mit ; be happy with her, and love her 
as long as you can, and then return 
to your friend, who can never cease to 
love you — whose affection for you is the 
breath of her life." 

*'0h, Wilhelmine, my dear, my 
generous Wilhelmine ! " cried the king, 



pressing her to his heart, " I can never 
forget this noble-hearted generosity ; I 
can never cease to be gratefbl ! I have 
told you already, and I now repeat it : 
the human heart is inconstant, and 
every love must at last die ; but friend- 
ship lives for ever. No earthly desires 
dim the pure flame of its holy affection. 
Oh, Wilhelmine, I will never desert 
yon; never shall your enemies and 
rivals succeed in estranging my heart 
from you, my friend." 

"Swear that they shall not I" cried 
Wilhelmine, raising her right hand. 
" Lay your fingers on this scar on my 
hand, and swear that you will be my 
dear friend throughoat my whole life, 
that nothing shall separate us, and that 
nothing shall induce you to drive me 
from your side, but that I shall live 
where you live, and ever be your friend, 
your confidante, and your sister sonl." 

The king laid the fingers of his right 
hand on the scar, repeated the words 
she had spoken, and swore that he 
would be her true and devoted iriend 
until death, that he would never drive 
her from his side, but that .she should 
live where he lived, and remain with 
him as his friend and confidante for all 
time. * 

" And now that we have come to an 
understanding," said he with a joyous 
smile, " I may perhaps be permitted to 
reward my dear friend, and shed a ray 
of my newly-acquired royalty on this 
humble dwelling I You said some 
time ago that you desired to sell this 
house and live on the proceeds of its 
sale. I approve of yonr plan. I will 
purchase this house of you for five hun- 
dred thousand dollars. You will en- 
deavor to live on the interest of this 
sum; if there should be a hitch now 
and then, and debts should arise, yoa 
need only inform me of the fact and they 
shall be paid. " 

* This scene is accarate.— See ^^M^moiree de 
la Comtesse de Lichtenaa." 
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" Oh, my dear, my generons friend, " 
cried Wilhelmine, ^* how can I thank yon, 
how — " 

"Be still,'* said the king, interrnpt- 
ing her, '^I have not yet qnite finished. 
The house is now mine ; and the price 
agreed upon shall be paid yon to-mor- 
row ont of the royal fnnd. As I can do 
what I please with my own property, I 
intend to make a present of it to the 
mother of the Oonnt and Countess Ton 
der Mark. And it will be my first care to 
have it enlai^ed and elegantly furnished, 
in order that it maybe a suitable dwell- 
ing for the Count and Countess von der 
Mark, and particularly for their noble 
and beautiful mother ! " 

" The Count and Countess von der 
Mark?" repeated Wilhelmine with as- 
tonishment. "Who are they? Who is 
their mother ? I never heard of them I " 

^^You shall soon become acquainted 
with them, only wait," said the king 
smiling ; and he went to the door, un- 
locked it, and gave the bell-rope which 
hung beside it a violent pull. 

"Where are the children?" asked 
the king, of the servant who rushed for- 
ward to answer his summons. 

" Your majesty, my young ma^r and 
mistress are in the dining-room." 

" Send them to me immediately," said 
the king ; and he remained standing at 
the door awaiting them. When they 
came running into the parlor with anx- 
ioQs, inquiring looks, the king took them 
by the hand and conducted them to 
their mother. 

"Madame," said he, gravely, "1 have 
the honor to introduce to you Countess 
Mariane and Count Alexander von der 
Mark." 

" Count Alexander von der Mark ? " 
repeated the boy, looking up wonder* 
ingly at his father. " Who is that ? " 

"That you are, my son," said the 
king, as he stooped down and raised the 
boy up in his arms. "Yon are the 
Count von der Mark, and your sister is 



the oountess ; and yon shall have the 
Prussian eagle in your eoat of arms, 
and shall be honored at my court as my 
dear, handsome son. All the proud 
courtiers shall bow their heads before 
you and your sister. The Count and 
Countess von der Mark shall have the 
precedence at my court over all the 
noble families ; and their place shall im- 
mediately be behind the royal prin- 



" And that will be my dear mamma's 
place, too?" said Alexander. "She 
will always be where we are? " 

" Yes," said the king hastily, " she will 
always remain with her dear children." 
Yes, and (as the young count once re- 
marked that, if he conld live in a^splen- 
did house * under the landen-trees ' * 
with his mother, and if I would go 
to see them right often, he would have 
all he desired), I will make him a pres- 
ent of the most magnificent house 
* under the Linden-trees' in Berlin, 
and the young count shall live there, 
and I will visit him right often in his 
new home." 

"That will be splendid," cried tlie 
boy clapping his hands. " You are de- 
lighted, too, are you not, Mariane ? " 

" Certainly I am," replied his sister, 
smiling, " and I thank his migesty for 
the great honor he confers in giving us 
such grand titles." 

" 1 am glad to hear that you are 
pleased with your title, my dear daugh- 
ter ; but, as names and titles do not 
sustain life, a sufficient amount will be 
set apart for your use as pin-money. 
And when a suitable and agreeable 
gentleman demands your hand in mar- 
riage, you shall have a dowry of two 
hundred thousand dollars. When this 
becomes known yon will certainly not 
lail to have a vast number of admir- 
ers from which to make your selec- 
tion. No more thanks, if you please I 

# ''XTnter den Unden,** a straat In Berlin. 
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We will now go to dinner. Count yon 
der Mark, give your mother your arm, 
I will escort the yomig conntess." 

" Your mfigesty," announced the ser- 
vant, who entered at this moment, 
" Colonel von Bischofiswerder and Privy- 
Chamberlain von Wdllner have just ar- 
rived, and beg to be admitted to your 
m^esty's presence 1 " 

^^ True, indeed," murmured the king, 
^'I had altogether forgotten them. Ma- 
dame, yon wiU'please excuse me for with- 
drawing from your society. I must 
not keep these gentlemen waiting, as I 
directed them to meet me here on im- 
portant business. When this business 
is transacted I must however return to 
Potsdam. Farewell, and await me at 
breakfast to-morrow morning." 



CHAPTER X. 

THE INVOCATION. 

"Yoxj have then really come, my 
friends," said the king, "You have 
really determined to attempt to invoke 
the Invisible?" 

" God is mighty in the weak," said 
Wollner, folding his hands piously; 
"and we men are merely the vessels 
into which He pours His anger and His 
love, and in which He makes Himself 
manifest. By fasting and prayer I have 
made myself worthy to commune with 
spirits. ' 

" The longing after the Invisible 
Fathers throbs in my heart and brain ; 
and, if in the heat of this longing I in- 
voke them, they will lend an ear to my 
entreaties, and approach to answer the 
questions of your majesty, their best-be- 
loved son." 

" Nor have I a doubt on the subject," 
said Bischofswerder, complacently. I 
will entreat the spirit of the grand- 
kophta with the whole strength of my 



soul, and with all the means which the 
holy secret sciences place at my dis- 
posal. The hour has come in which 
wiU be determined whether the im- 
mortal spirit controls the mortal body, 
compelling it to obey its behests in spit« 
of time and space." 

" Then you really consider it possible, 
my friend ? You are yet of the opin- 
ion that the grand-^ophta will appear 
in answer to your invocations ? '* 

" Yes, sire, I am of that opinion 1 " 

" That is to say, his spirit will come 
amongst us in some intangible shape. 
You cannot be in earnest when you 
assert that he will answer your call in 
the body, as I have already told you 
that the grand-kophta is in London. 
Our ambassador not only saw him 
there, but spoke with him the very day 
he dispatched the courier, who arrived 
here yesterday." 

"Your miö^s^yj t^® secret sciences 
teach me that the spirit controls the 
body ; and we will now test the truth ^ 
of this lesson. If the grand-kophta , 
does not appear in flesh and blood, and i 
give to your msyesty, with his ovn I 
hand, the elixir of life for which your | 
soul thy*sts, science lies, and the sublime 
spirits consider me unworthy of their i 
confidence! In that event, I will re- | 
nounce my right to enter the inner i 
temple; it will be evident that I am 
not one of the enlightened. I will bovr 
submissively to the anger and contempt 
of the Invisible, and return voluntarily 
to the outer temple to begin my ap-i 
prenticeship anew." 

The king shook his head thought-, 
fully, "Your faith is heroic; and { 
only hope you are not doomed to be disH 
appointed. And now, let us begin oar 
work!" 

" His m^esty's will be done," replid 
the two Rosicrucians, respectfully. 
" Will your majesty permit us to go tt 
the laboratory in order to make on 
preparations ? " 

I 
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" I will accompanj you, and render 
assi8tance as an inferior brother. Yon 
know that no one besides ds three is 
permitted to enter this laboratory ; and 
I therefore keep the key in a secret 
drawer of my writing-desk, which I 
alone cati open I " 

"Permit us to withdraw, in order 
that we may not see. from what place 
yonr majesty takes the key." 

The two Rosicrucians walked toward 
the door, and turned their faces so that 
they could not see what was done be- 
hind them. 

" I have the key," said the king, after 
a short interval. ** Come, my brothers. 
I am now ready 1 " 

He walked rapidly to the door, un- 
locked it, and entered the laboratory, 
followed by Bischofswerder and Wöll- 
ner. 

Bat hardly had the king stepped into 
the room before he uttered a cry of 
terror, and staggered back, pale with 
fright. 

" The Invisibles I the Invisibles I " he 
murmured. "See! Seel They knew 
we were coming, and have made all the 
preparations ! " 

"All hail, the Invisible Fathers," 
cried "Wollner, with enthusiasm. " They 
have prepared the altar." 

"The Invisibles are awaiting us ; they 

approve of our purpose," shouted 

Bi8chofswerder, exultingly. "Oh, be- 

^' hold, my king I Oh, see, my brother I " 

^ j^ He drew the king eagerly to the 

^ . . ^^rgö furnace which occupied one en- 

W tire side of the laboratory ; and it 

, really looked as if invisible hands had 

hea^ been at work in this chamber. A 

leröi" bright fire was burning in the furnace, 

01^^*^^^ jets of flame darted forth through 

t ^ -'" the openings, and licked the pans and 

.., retorts in which liquids and mixtures 

döDV of various colors boiled and simmered. 

'^^J "All is prepared," said Bischofs- 

3it^ I Werder, who had been examining the 

to ^^' retorts closely. " It seems the Invisibles 
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are concocting a secret mixture. But 
my eyes are blinded, and my brain is 
still in darkness ; these substances and 
elixirs are unknown to me ; I only feel 
that their fragrance fills me with won- 
drous delight. Oh, come, your ma- 
jesty, and inhale this blessed aroma — 
this atmosphere of invisible worlds ! " 

The king timidly stepped up close to 
the furnace, and inclined his head over 
the retort pointed out by Bischofs- 
werder. Dense vapors arose from the 
bubbling mass and enveloped the king's 
head. 

" It is true," said the king, inhaling 
deep draughts of the vapor. "It cre- 
ates a wondrous sensation of delight and 
ecstasy! " 

"It is the fragrance of the spirit- 
world," said WoUner, impressively. — 
"Oh, I feel, I know that my prayers 
have been heard. They are coming! 
Lo, the Invisibles are approaching! 
Look, my king, look up there ! " 

The king turned eagerly to Wollner, 
whose right arm was raised, and point- 
ed to the opposite wall. 

" See, see these heavenly forms wav- 
ing their hands and greeting us I " 

"I see nothing," murmured the king, 
sadly. "The visions which bless the 
eye of the anointed are invisible to me. 
I see nothing ! ". 

Ko, the king saw nothing ! To him 
the chamber was empty. He saw no 
spirits, nor did he see Bischofswerder 
throw a handful of white powder into 
the large retort at this moment. But 
he saw the white clouds which now 
ascended from the furnace ; he saw the 
flames which burst forth from the re- 
torts, and, in the explosions and deto- 
nations which ensued, he heard the roar 
of invisible musketry. 

" The Invisibles are contending fierce- 
ly," exclaimed WöUner. "The good 
and bad spirits are warring with each 
other, and struggling for the possession 
of our noble Mng. The holy ones and 
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the Rosioracians are battling with the 
freethinkers and scoffers, and the so- 
called enlightened. Give the former 
the victorj, Almighty Grodl Incline 
Thyself to the believers and^ Bosicrnoi- 
aos, and deal out destroction to the on- 
believers and scoffers I On my knees I 
entreat thee, Thou Bnler of all things ! 
have pity on the king, have pity on us, 
and—" 

A load and fearful detonation — a 
whistling, howling roar-— drowned his 
voice. Dense white clouds, through 
which tongues of flame darted in every 
direction, ascended from the furnace 
and gradually filled the room. 

The king had staggered back, and 
would have fallen to the ground, but 
for Bischofswerder, who had supported 
him and conducted him to an arm-chair, 
into which he sank back helplessly. His 
eyes closed, and for a few moments he 
was in an unconscious condition. 

Suddenly the king's name resounded in 
his ear and aroused him from this trance. 
"Awake, Frederick "William, awake! 
Ours is the victory I The holj cross 
of love and of roses is victorious! 
The evil spirits have flown I Awake, 
Frederick William, awake! The In- 
visibles are ready to answer your ques- 
tions ! " 

The king opened his eyes and looked 
around. He saw nothing at first but 
the clouds which encircled him. But 
suddenly a face seemed to arise in their 
midst — a face of deathly pallor? Long 
brown hair fell down on either side of 
the broad, but low forehead. Its wide- 
ly-opened glassy eyes seemed to stare 
at the king, who shuddered, and would 
have turned away had not some in- 
visible power compelled him to con- 
tmue gazing at this death-like counte- 
nance. By degrees the vision grew 
more distinct, and stood out from the 
surrounding vapor in bolder relief. The 
neck and shoulders now appeared, and 
gradually the entire body of a man of a 



powerful build was disclosed. He wore 
a tightly-fitting jerkin of leather ; his 
neck was encircled with a broad, doable 
laoe collar. A golden star glittered 
on his breast, and a richly-embroider- 
ed velvet mantle, bordered with ermine, 
hung down over his broad shoulders. 
This mighty, princely figure stood im- 
movable in the midst of the white 
clouds, which enveloped it like a wind- 
ing-sheet. But its large, proud eyes 
seemed fixed on Frederick William with 
a cold, hard look. The king shuddered, 
and uttered low entreaties for mercy. 

"Fear nothing, Frederick William," 
said the vision, which spoke without 
opening its lips. These tones struck on 
the king's ear like a voice from the grave. 
"Fear nothing, Frederick William; I 
have not come to alarm, but to console 
you. The Invisibles have sent me to 
soothe your heart, and give peace and 
consolation to your soul. Do you not 
know who I am, Frederick William ? " 

" No," replied the king, in a low voice, 
"I do not." 

" I am Philip of Hesse," rejoined the 
closed lips. "Philip of Hesse, called, by 
foolish and short-sighted men, ' The 
Magnanimous.' " 

" Ah, now I know who you are, my 
prince," cried the king. " You, it was^ 
who overthrew the rebellious peasants 
in battle, who overcame Franz von 
Sickingen, and introduced the reforma- 
tion into Germany. You were the 
prince who submitted to the Emperor 
Charles the Fifth, after the uuforcunate 
battle of Mühlberg; were takeu prisoner 
by him, and held in captivity until re- 
leased by the treaty of Passau. Tell me, 
sublime spirit, are you not tiae spirit of 
that noble prince, of Philip the Mag- 
nanimous?" 

" I am I My whole life was a struggle, 
and I had many enemies to contend 
with. But my most formidable enemy 
was my own heart. This enemy was 
love, passionate love. Wedded since 
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my sixteenth year with Christina of 
Saxony, selected as my wife for state 
reasons ; my heart hecame inflamed with 
love for the beautiful Margaret von Saale, 
and my one great desire was to win her 
and call her my wife. But her virtue 
withstood my entreaties ; and, although 
she loved me, she was nevertheless de- 
termined to fly from me unless our 
union oauld he consummated by the 
blessing of a priest. It was in vain that 
I besought her to become mine. These 
were days of agony, and this struggle 
was harder than any I bad maintained^ 
on the field of battle. I then suffered 
and wept as though I were a puling boy, 
and not a warrior and prince." 

" You are recounting the history of 
my o^Ti sufferings," murmured the 
king, in a low voice. " You are describ- 
ing my own struggles I " 

" I know it," replied the apparitioi^. 
"My eye sees your heart, and your 
sufferings, and therefore have I come to 
console you, to tell you that I have suf- 
fered as you suffer, and that your wounds 
shall be healed as mine were. The 
maiden you love is as virtuous as Mar- 
garet von Saale was. Like Margaret 
von Saale she demands that she be made 
your wedded wife. In my distress and 
misery I addressed myself to the great 
reformer, whom I had patronized with 
pious zeal. I asked Luther if the church 
could bless a marriage of the left hand, 
when a marriage of the right band al- 
ready existed ; and Luther, the man 
of justice and of truth, replied : ' It 
stands in the Bible that the left hand 
shall not know what the right does; 
and, consequently, it is not necessary 
that the right hand should know what 
the left do^s. The wife of the left hand 
has nothing to do with the wife of the 
right, forced upon you for reasons of 
state. The former is the wife of the 
prince, the latter will be the wife of the 
man. And, as two persons are united 
in you, the prince and the man, these 



persons can contract two marriages, the 
one for the prince and the other for the 
man, and the blessing of the church is 
admissible for both.' But the sensitive 
conscience of my beautiful Margaret was 
not yet satisfied. I now turned to 
Philip Melanchthon, the great scholar, 
the strictly moral and virtuous man, and 
demanded his opinion, telling him that 
the decision should rest in his hands. 
But Philip Melanchthon decided as 
Luther had done, and proved by Holy 
Writ that such a marriage was possible 
and admissible. He, however, added 
the condition that the consent of the 
wife of the right hand must be obtained 
before the marriage of the left hand 
could be consummated. My generous 
wife gave her consent. Margaret von 
Saale became my wedded wife, and the 
mother of seven children, who were the 
joy and pride of their parents. To tell 
you this, I left the peaceful grave. Such 
were the commands of the sublime 
spirits, who are greater than I, and who 
rule over the living and the dead. Learn 
by ray example how virtue can be rec- 
onciled to love. Put away from you 
the unchaste woman with whom you 
live ; turn your countenance from her 
forever — and seek and find your happi- 
ness at the side of the noble young wo- 
man to whom you shall be united by 
priestly blessings. Farewell I My time 
has expired, I must go." 

The apparition seemed to melt away ; 
it grew darker and fainter. For a while 
its dim and uncertain outlines could be 
seen when the clouds lifted, and then it 
disappeared entirely. The clouds also 
slowly vanished; and now they were 
gone, the fire could once more be seen 
burning brightly in the furnace. The 
king looked around, and observed his 
two friends kneeling and praying on 
either side of his chair. 

" Have you been listening, ray friends? 
Did you hear the utterances of the 
blessed spirits ? " 
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" We have beard nothing but mutter- 
ings and shrieks, and therefore we have 
been entreating the sublime spirits to 
mitigate their anger,'* said WöUner, 
•baking bis head. ** But I saw a vision, 
a heavenly vision," cried Bischofs wer- 
der. " I saw my beloved king and 
master, standing between two noble 
women. They both regarded him ten- 
derly. They stood, the one on the right, 
the other on the left hand; on the 
extended right hand of both glittered a 
golden ring, the precious symbol of 
marriage. The countenance of my royal 
master was radiant witb delight; and 
above him shone the star of pure and 
chaste love. And it seemed to me that 
I heard a heavenly voice cry : * Find 
your happiness at the side of the noble 
young woman to whom you will be 
joined by priestly blessings.' " 

"These were the last words of the 
sublime spirit that .appeared to me," 
said the king, joyfully. "You heard 
them, my faithful friend, while wrest- 
ling in prayer at my side. Oh, I thank 
you both ; and while I live, I will re- 
ward your fidelity. But, alas," con- 
tinued the king, with a deep-drawn 
sigh, " I only fear that my life will be 
of short duration I I feel weak and 
exhausted, and upon you and your in- 
fluence, my friend, I depend for the life- 
restoring elixir," 

"I will procure it, you shall have 
it," cried Bischofswerder, rising from 
his knees with youthful vivacity, in 
spite of his corpulence. " The invoca- 
tion shall now begin. I will command 
my spirit to leave the body, and fly 
through time and space to the grand- 
kophta, to entreat him to give to the 
doubting, unbelieving king a visible 
sign of his heavenly power, to convince 
him that the mind rules over the 
body." 

" Do not attempt it, my dear friend ; 
do not, I solemnly conjure you," im- 
plored Wöllner. " It is tempting God, 



to seek to set at naught the laws of 
Nature. It is possible that your mighty 
spirit has power to tear itself from the 
body, and transport itself from place to 
place with the rapidity of thought; 
but consider the diflScnlty of returning,, 
consider whether the cold, dead body 
can be a fitting receptacle and abode 
for the spirit on its return." 

" I know that this is the great danger 
to which I shall be exposed," replied Bi- 
schofswerder. "But I will dare all for 
my king, and no danger shall terrify me 
when his health and happiness are at 
stake. — Be still, my kin^! No thanks 
whatever 1 I love you! That sufläces, 
that explains all! And now let me 
take my departure ! Now let me in- 
voke the grand-kophta, the dispenser 
of life .and health I— But hsten, Wöll- 
ner, listen to these last words! If the 
Invisibles assist me, and enable my spirit 
to leave its earthly tenwnent, my body 
will grow cold and assume a death-like 
appearance. But this must not lead 
you to suppose that I am dead. Only 
when this condition shall have lasted 
more than half an hour, I beg that you 
will kneel down beside my body and 
entreat the Invisibles to command my 
spirit to return to its earthly abode. 
Truly I would not wish to remain in a 
bodiless state, when the king needs my 
services. And now, my king and 
master, permit me to kiss* your hand 
before I go." 

" No, my true, my generous friend, 
come to my heart! " cried the king, 
as he embraced Bischofswerder, and 
pressed a kiss on his forehead. 

"And now, hear me, ye Invisibles! 
Lend an ear to my prayer! Give 
wings to my spirit that it may fly 
through time and space!— Here, Wöll- 
ner! hold my body ! " 

Wöllner rushed forward in answer to 
this call, and caught Bischofswerder in 
his arms as he was on the point of fall- 
ing to the floor. He rested the head on 
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his breast, covered the face with his 
hand, and gently stroked Ms cheeks 
and brow. The king, who stood be- 
hind him in breathless suspense, did not 
comprehend what was going on, and 
did not see the little bottle which Woll- 
ner held under his friend's nose, nor 
did he see him ^ip it adroitly into his 
coat-sleeve when he arose. But when 
WöUner stepped back, and pointed 
solemnly to the tranquil body, the king 
saw that Bischofswerder's spirit had 
flown. He saw that the pallid, inani- 
mate object, which lay in the chair, was 
nothing more than the empty tene- 
ment, once the abode of Bischofswer- 
der's spirit. Of this, the widely-ex- 
tended, glassy eyes, and the stiffened 
features, were safficient evidence. 

The king shuddered, and turned 
away. "It is fearful to look upon the 
lifeless body of a friend who dies in an 
endeavor to save and prolong our hfe. 
How fearful, if death should be the 
stronger, and prevent the spirit from 
returning to its dwelling 1 N"ot only 
would we mourn the loss of a friend, but 
his death would have been in vain, and 
the elixir of life unattained I We must 
observe the time closely and count 
the minutes, in order that the prayers 
may begin when the half-hour has 
elapsed." "With trembling hands the 
king drew his richly-jewelled watch 
from his pocket, and watched the 
creeping hands in breathless anxiety. 
His alarm increased as time progressed, 
and now, when only five minutes were 
wanting to complete the half-hour, 
the king turned pale and trembled 
with terror. " Only one minute more, 
then—" 

"He moves," whispered "Wöllner. 
" See, your mjgesty I Oh, see I There 
is life in his eye, his mouth closes, the 
hne of life returns to his cheek. A 
miracle, a miracle has taken place I 
The spirit has returned to the earthly 
tabernacle ! " 



Bischofewerder is once more among 
the living; he arises. His eyes seek 
the king and find him. With unsteady 
gait, a smile on his lips, he approached 
the king. " Sire, my spirit greets you, 
my heart shouts for joy. I bring you 
glad tidings! The grand-kophta has 
yielded to my entreaties. He approach- 
es to give my king life and health, and 
above all things to remove his unbe- 
lief I " 

"He is then really coming? He ap- 
proaches ? " cried the king, joyfully. 

" Oall him, your majesty I Call the 
grand-kophta, but do so with a believ- 
ing and confident heart I " 

" Grrand-kophta I Sublimest of the 
sublime I Lend an ear to my entrea- 
ties! Appear Divo Oagliostro! Ap- 
pear, my lord and master ! " 

A flash, a detonation, proceeding 
from the furnace, near which Wöllner 
stands, and all is once more concealed 
by the clouds of vapor which fill the 
room. When they at last rise and pass 
away, a tall figure, enveloped in a long 
black mantle, is seen standing in the 
middle of the room. The head only 
is uncovered, and this head is sur- 
rounded with waving black hair, in the 
midst of which a precious stone shines 
and sparkles with the lustre of a star. 
And the large black eyes, which are 
fastened on the king's countenance, 
with a mild and tender look, also shine 
like stars. 

Carried away with rapture and en- 
thusiasm, the king falls on his knees, and 
raises his hands in adoration. 

But the grand - kophta advanced 
noiselessly to the kneeling king, begged 
him to rise, and helped him to do so 
with his own hand. "Yes, you are 
really my sublime master," cried the 
enraptured king. " I feel the warm, liv- 
ing body, the loving pressure of the 
blessing-dispensing hand. Hail, master I 
hail Oagliostro ! " 

" You appealed to me for assistance," 
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said Oaglioätro, in solemn tones. ^'I 
beard the call of the noble messenger 
you sent me as I was about to enter the 
8t Jameses Palace in London. Ejng 
George of England had received another 
visitation from the demons who confase 
his' brain and darken his intellect. I 
was sent for and urged to come at once 
and drive out the demons from the head 
of the sick king. Bat it is of more im- 
portance that the healthy should not 
become sick, than that the sick man^s 
condition should be somewhat improved. 
The spirit Althotas cried out to me, 
saying : ' Hasten to King Frederick Wil- 
liam of Prussia ; without your assistance 
he must languish and die. Hasten to 
preserve his health, and strengthen his 
noble soul with the breath of immor- 
tality.' At first I was uncertain of whom 
Althotas spoke, for I had not yet heard 
of king Frederick's death. But before 
my eyes there suddenly arose the vision 
of an old man reclining in an arm-chair. 
He was on the threshold of the grave ; 
his lips quivered and his eye grew dim, 
and the blood refused to flow from the 
opened vein. Two weeping servants 
stood at his side ; a greyhound lay at 
his feet. Above him in the air I saw 
the demons of unbelief struggling for 
the soul which had just left the body ; 
but the good angels turned away in 
anger. And I interpreted this vision 
aright ; I now knew that the unbeliev- 
ing king was dead, and that Frederick 
William, the favorite of the Invisible 
Fathers, was now king of Prussia. Al- 
thotas then cried out, for the second 
time : * Hasten, Frederick William 
needs you sorely. Hasten, that he 
may not die. I impart to the mortal 
the strength of immortality 1 ' I turned 
my back on St. James's Palace, and im- 
mediately repaired to the holy labora- 
tory of the spirits, to procure the neces- 
sary remedies. I then arose and flew 
to my suffering king on the wings of 
the Divisible." 



" It is then true, it is really possible ! *' 
cried the enraptured king. " Yon are 
really the great Oagliostro ! You have 
accomplished this miracle, have com- 
pelled the body to subject itself to the 
will of the spirit, and fly through time 
and space at its command ! Oh, let me 
fall down and embrace your knees ! In- 
fuse the heavenly breath of thy lips in- 
to my enfeebled body I " 

And he sank on his knees before the 
grand-kophta, and looked up to him in 
supplication. 

" Arise, Frederick William ; favorite 
of the Invisible, arise from yonr knees ! 
I have not come to humble you, but to 
raise you up. The king who rules over 
millions of human beings, must not 
bend the knee to mortal man, and wor- 
ship that which is visible and perisha- 
ble. Humble your immortal spirit be- 
fore the immortal, and lift; up your soul 
in adoration to the unseen and im- 
perishable. Be the ruler of men, and 
the humble subject of the Invisible. 
Arise, Frederick William, and listen to 
what I have to say, for my time is short, 
and Althotas awaits me on the thresh- 
old of St. James's Palace, in London." 

In obedience to this command the 
king arose from his knees, and stood be- 
fore the magician, whose luminous eyes 
were still fixed intently on his counte- 
nance. 

' "You are not ill, Frederick Wil- 
liam," said he, " nor are you well ; your 
spirit lacks buoyancy, its wings are 
drooping, and your pulse is feeble. 
Death is slowly but surely approaching, 
and you would languish and die, if there 
were no means of driving off this grim 
monster.'^ 

" Oh, have pity on me I Give me the 
life-preserving elixir 1 Save me! I 
swear that my gratitude shall be un- 
bounded, and that I am ready to bestow 
any reward that the Invisible Fathers 
may demand." 

" They, indeed, demand no sacrifice, 
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and accept no reward, as men do. 
Their actions are inflaenoed by higher 
laws. Love, honor, and obedience, are 
the rewards they exact." 

" And from the depths of my heart, 
I promise them love, honor, and obe- 
dience." 

" The Invisibles know yon to be an obe- 
dient servant, and therefore am I here to 
restore health and strength to your body. 
But hear me, Frederick William, and 
lay my words to heart 1 In order that 
death may obtain no power over you, 
yoar heart must regain its joyonsness, 
and yonr soul its buoyancy. A passion- 
ate love, which you are too weak to 
overcome, has filled your heart, and 
therefore its joyonsness is dimmed. 
Then, gratify this passion, Frederick 
William I The Invisibles give their con- 
sent I Let your whole being be im- 
bued with this pure, this noble love ; 
renounce all ignoble passions and de- 
sires. Make the fair maiden you love 
your wife, and peace, joy, and tranquil- 
lity, will once more abide in your heart, 
and your spirit will regain its buoyan- 
'cy, and bear you aloft to the heights of 
enthusiasm. But your body shall also 
be restored to health ; we will drive 
from it all weakness and disease. I 
bring you the elixir of life, of health, 
and of strength!" 

" Oh, thanks, unspeakable thanks ! " 
cried Frederick William, seizing the 
little bottle which Oagliostro held in his 
hand, and carrying it eagerly to his 
lips. 

'^Let me drink, sublimo master I Let 
me drink of this heavenly elixir at 
once I " 

" No I Save this precious medicine for 
a time when you will need it, when I will 
no longer be with you. For the present 
I am here, and I will infuse strength 
and health into your body ! Receive 
these blessings, Frederick William I In 
the name of the Invisible, I anoint you 
king of the world and of life 1 " 



As he uttered these words, he poured 
a few drops of some fluid on the king's 
head from a bottle which he held in his 
hand. A delicious fragrance instantly 
filled the room. The king raised his 
head with an exclamation of delight, 
and inhaled, in long draughts, the fra- 
grant atmosphere. 

'^A wondrous sensation thrills my 
being ; I feel so happy, so buoyant I I 
am leaving earth ; and now I seem to 
see the portals of Paradise I " 

"Take this, and these portals will 
open to your view," said Oagliostro, 
handing the king a little pill of some 
grayish substance. "£at this, and all 
the bliss of Paradise will be yours I " 

The king took the pill from Oaglios- 
tro^s extended hand, carried it to his 
lips, and slowly swallowed it. Instant- 
ly a tremor seized his whole body, his 
cheeks turned deathly pale ; he tottered 
and sank back into the chair which 
Wollner had noiselessly rolled forward. 

Oagliostro stooped down over him, 
and regarded the shadpws which passed 
across and darkened the king's counte- 
nance. B^ degrees these shadows dis- 
appeared. His features brightened, and 
at last his countenance shone with 
joy and happiness, and was radiant 
with smiles. 

" He is in Paradise," said Oagliostro, 
stepping back from the chair. "His 
spirit revels in heavenly delights. An 
hour will elapse before he returns from 
Paradise to this earth, and the remem- 
brance of what he has seen and enjoyed 
in this hour will be a sunbeam in his 
existence for a long time to come. He 
will long for a renewal of this bliss, 
and you must console him with the 
promise, that I will either appear to 
him in person, or else send him, by a 
messenger, at the expiration of each 
year, one of these wonderful pills, which 
condense the delights of a whole life 
into one hour, provided he is an humble 
and obedient servant, and does the will 
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of the Invisible in all things. His sonl 
is lost in rapture, and his ear is closed 
to all earthly sonndsl— And now, my 
friend^ come nearer, and listen to my 
words." 

The two Bosicracians, Wöllner and 
Bischofswerder, approached, in obedi- 
ence to his command; and when Oa- 
gliostro laid his hands on their shoul- 
ders, their countenances beamed with 
delight 

" Speak to us, sublime master I Your 
utterances fall on our souls like heaven- 
ly dew. Speak, and command your 
servants to do your will 1 " 

"You must continue the course 
marked out for you by the Fathers 
through me. You must aid in building 
up the kingdom of the Church and the 
Invisible on this earth. The Invisible 
Church, and her visible priests and re- 
presentatives, shall alone rule on earth 
in the future, and, therefore, thrones 
must be overturned, crowns trodden in 
the dust, and the names of the kings 
and princes of earth uprooted like weeds 
and cast in the oven. An era of terror 
is drawing nigh when the sword and 
firebrand will go hand in hand through 
the land, and rapine and slaughter be 
the order of the day. The demons of 
insurrection and rebellion are already at 
work, threatening princes, and greeting 
the people with these words of promise : 
Liberty and Fraternity, We, the In- 
visible, the Sacred Fathers of the holy 
Church, have sent them out to carry 
terror to the hearts of princes. The 
king who has just died devoted his 
whole life to the enfranchisement of the 
spirit of the people ; our chief endeavor 
must be to fetter this spirit, and restore 
the people and their rulers to their for- 
mer humility and submission. They 
must do penance in sackcloth and ashes, 
and be made aware that the priests of 
the holy Church and the pious brothers 
of the order, can alone save them, and 
reduce their rebellious subjects to obe- 



dience and submission. Tlie knife and 
burning fire are sometimes necessary to 
heal wounds and diseases. And these 
remedies we will apply. The revolu- 
tion can be made a mighty and sublime 
weapon in the hands of the Invisible, 
and the bloodiest paths may lead to the 
greatest good 1 Alas, that we should be 
compelled to tread such paths ! " 

"Alas! alasl " cried the two Rosi- 
crucians, pale with terror. The counte- 
nance of the slumbering king, however, 
still wore the same enraptured expres- 
sion. 

"But," continued Cagliostro; "of 
these evils, good will come. The proud 
fiesh shall be cut out with the knife, 
and the wound burned with fire, in 
order that it may heal the more rapidly. 
The storm of the revolution will shake 
the earth. Thrones will tremble, and 
princes fall down in the dust. The* 
people will be lashed to fury, like the 
waves of the storm-tossed sea. But 
the holy Church will be the little vessel 
that bids the sea be still, and stems the 
tide of the people's wrath by leading 
them back to humility and belief. An- 
ger makes blind, and in their blindness 
they can the more readily be fettered. 
We, the Invisible Fathers, use the people 
to terrify the rulers. In all parts of 
Europe, the fathers and brothers of our 
order are preparing this work of de- 
struction and overthrow, in order that 
the noble and sublime may be built up 
anew out of the d6bris. Oh, my broth- 
ers, perform diligently your allotted 
task I In the name of the Invisible 
Fathers, I deliver over to you this 
kingdom and this king I Govern him, 
and make him serviceable to the holy 
order and the holy Church. You shall 
rule in Prussia. Build up the good, 
destroy the evil ! But the greatest 
good is, belief; the greatest evil, unbe- 
lief I Root out the king's unbelief! 
You will be justified in using any 
means, for the end sanctifies the means ; 
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and eyen that which is in itself vile, 
becomes a holy weapon in the hands 
of the chosen 1 — ^And now, my hrothers, 
I bid yon a final adien ; my time has 
e:^ired, I must go I " 

" Oh, master, do not leave ns! " cried 
Bischofswerder. "Stay with ns, and 
promote our holy ends," 

" Stay with us, and assist us in lead- 
ing the king hack to the right path," 
exclaimed WöUner. 

" Yon can accomplish it without my 
assistance. Your will is strong, and his 
resistance will b^ but feeble! You 
shall be the kings of Prussia ; you shall 
reign in the land I But do not forget 
that as rulers yon will still be ser- 
vants I " 

"That we will never forget 1 We 
will ever obey the commands of the 
Invisibles, and faithfully execute their 
will as announced to ns by your sublime 
lips ! " 

" Who knows that my lips will never 
speak to you again," said Oagliostro, in 
a sad voice. "I wander through the 
world on the verge of an abyss, and the 
storm and revolution are my compan-* 
ions. From the murder and bloodshed 
of the revolution, the Church will blos- 
som aJfresh. Remember these words, 
ye brothers of the cross and of the 
roses I Remember them, and farewell 
forever 1 " 
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The solemn ceremony was over. The 
body of the great king had beek borne 
forth fi'om the apartments in which he 
had governed Prussia for so many years ; 
&om the house which had been his chief 
delight on earth, and which was thence- 
forth to stand as a monument of his life. 
But the deceased Mng^s commands and 
wishes were disregarded in the very 



beginning. And it was made manifest 
to the world that his successor did not 
intend to walk in his footsteps, and did 
not share his independent views on relig^ 
ions subjects, and his freedom from all 
prejudices. Frederick had caused a 
burial vault to be built for himself on 
the terraces. He desired that his body 
should find a last resting-place in the 
garden which he had made, and near 
the house in which he had lived with 
his friends, and in which he had been 
so happy I 

But his successor considered such a 
resting-place, in the temple of Nature, 
and under the dome erected by the hand 
of the Almighty, an unlit abode for the 
remains of a king. He considered the 
temple of brick and mortar erected by 
the hand of man a far more worthy re- 
ceptacle for the dead monarch. 

The philosopher of Sans-Souci had not 
attended church for many years; and 
now, as if to proclaim to the world that 
a revolution had taken place in Prussia, 
the king's body was deposited in the 
church. To the Garrison Church in 
Potsdam, where the plain and unadorn- 
ed coffin of King Frederick William the 
First had been placed in the vault under 
the altar, the gloomy funeral procesaon 
of the dead ruler wended its way on 
the evening of the eighteenth of August. 
His generals and officers, the magistrate 
of Potsdam, and the members of his 
household, followed the funeral cai*. 
But his successor, Eling Frederick Wil- 
liam, and the princes and princesses, 
were not present. In solitude, as he 
had lived, King Frederick descended 
into the dark vault in which the coffin 
of his father awaited him. In life, they 
had kept at a distance from each other; 
death now brought them together, aud 
their mortal remains lay side by side 
in peace and tranquillity. Death recon- 
ciles all things ; in his hands even kings - 
are but as the dust of the earth. 

On the morning afber Frederick's in- 
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terment, King Frederick "William re- 
paired to Sans-Souci, where the opening 
and reading of the monarches will was to 
take place. The royal princes, who had 
not accompanied the king's hody to its 
last resting-place, were by no means 
absent on this momentous occasion, and 
Princes Henry and Ferdinand, and even 
the Princess Amelia, Frederick's sister, 
who was decrepit from age, and de- 
formed by the mental and bodily an- 
guish she had undergone, bad come to 
Sans-Souci to be present at the reading 
of the will. These three were standing 
in an alcove, conversing eagerly, but in 
an undertone. Their manner was ex- 
pressive of resentment and anger, and 
the glances which they from time to 
time cast toward the door tljrough which 
the king was expected to enter, were 
full of hatred and derision. 

"Bischotswerderhasbeen made colo- 
nel; and Wollner, privy-councillor," 
murmured Prinfee Henry, bitterly ; " even 
that abominable fellow, Rietz, has re- 
ceived a title. But he never thought of 
his family ; for us there are no favors." 

" And how could there be? " rejoined 
Princess Amelia, in her sharp, scornful 
voice. *' Tlie fovorites stand where tlie 
golden shower falls, and you do not de- 
sire that we should do likewise, I hope? 
I, for my part, shall certainly decline 
the honor of standing at Wilhelm! ne 
Enke's side ; nor have I any desire to 
share the royal favor with the king's 
new flame, the maid of honor. Von Voss." 

"She will soon hold an important 
position," whispered Prince Ferdinand. 
**The king intends to make her his 
wife." 

" Impossible ! " exclaimed the hoarse 
voice of the princess. " That is, unless 
our dear nephew first manages to put 
his legitimate wife out of way with the 
aid of his sorcerers." 

*' Perhaps he intends to take King 
Solomon as his model," said Prince 
Henry, derisively. "He also was an 



arch-profligate, although he was ac- 
counted a most holy and worthy king." 

"Let him pronounce a Solomon's 
judgment on himself," screeched the 
princess; "let him out himself in three 
pieces : one for the queen, a second for 
Wilhelmine Enke, and the third for the 
new favorite." 

" The last must, however, be spoken 
of with the greatest deference," whis- 
pered Prince Ferdinand. " The king wiH 
have it so. The maid of honor. Von 
Voss, is exceedingly virtuous, and insists 
on a marriage. The king had an inter- 
view with the young lady on the day of 
Frederick's death ; and she then imposed 
three conditions : She deman ds that the 
queen's consent be first obtained, then 
a church marriage, and finally the king's 
separation from Madame Rietz." 

"The queen will not give her con- 
sent," said Princess Amelia. 

" She has already done so ! The Privy- 
Chamberlain Kietz, accomplished this 
masterpiece of diplomacy. The king 
pays his wife's debts, and doubles her 
pin-money; and for this consideration 
slie consents to the marriage of the left 
hand."* 

"They are all mercenary creatures, 
these women," muttered Prince Henry. 
"They are like dissembling cats, that 
are always ready to scratch and betray 
their best friends. In this respect a 
queen is no better than a beggar-woman I 
For money, a queen compromises her 
honor and her rights; and permits a 
virtuous mantle to be thrown over vice. 
But this time it will be of no avail, since 
no priest can be found to consummate 
this unlawful marriage." 

" You are mistaken, my dear brother," 
said Prince Ferdinand, smiling. ** One 
has already been found. The king' ask- 
ed advice of his newly-appointed Privy- 
Councillor Wollner. This fellow was 
formerly a preacher, as you well know, 

* Historical 
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and is therefore well acquainted with 
priestly stratagems. He proved to the 
^Dgi l>y historical references, that such 
donble marriages were possible, and that 
even Luther had permitted the land- 
grave Philip to contract a marriage of 
this Mnd. Moreover, he called the 
king^s attention to the fact, that he was 
an ordained preacher himself, and, as 
such, entitled to exercise the functions 
of that calling, and offered to perform 
the ceremony himself." 

"They are all mercenary creatures, 
these men," said Princess Amelia, with 
a malicious side glance at her brother. 
Prince Henry. 

'* I am surprised to hear that, my dear 
sister," remarked Prince Henry. "It 
seems you have changed your opinion 
of men very materially." 

"No," she rejoined, angrily, "no, I 
have always known that men were 
miserable creatures. There were only 
two exceptions : the one was my broth- 
er Frederick, and the other was the 
man whom even the great King 
Frederick could not keep in fetters — 
he who broke the heaviest bars and 
strongest chains with the strength of 
his invincible spirit, and liberated him- 
self in defiance of all'kings and jailers. 
I thank you, Henry, for reminding me 
of him I My heart has been envenomed 
by mankind, and is old and withered, 
but it grows warm and young again 
when I think of him for whom I suf- 
fered )bo much, and who made of me 
the old hag I now am. — Bat here comes 
the king, our dear nephew." And 
Amelia, whose countenance had been 
illumined for a moment with a ray of 
youth, resnmed her spiteful and gloomy 
look, and hobbled toward her dear 
nephew, who was just entering the 
chamber, followed by Count von Herz- 
berg and the newly-appointed minister 
of state. Von Voss. " How handsome 
your majesty looks ! " cried Princess 
Amelia, in her hoarse voice; "how 



young and handsome I If it were not 
for the thin hair, the embonpoint, and 
the dear wife, one might take your 
majesty for a youthful Adonis, going 
a wooing, and — " 

"And who has the misfortune to 
meet a bad fairy * on the road. But it 
makes no difference, custom has robbed 
your evil glance of its terrors, and we 
will never cease to love and esteem 
you. I beg leave to assure my dear 
aunt Amelia, as well as my two uncles, 
that I will always remain their affec- 
tionate and devoted nephew, and that 
it will afford me the greatest pleasure 
to gratify their wishes. However, we 
will speak of this hereafter, but now 
let us consider the grave purpose for 
which we have come together. Count 
von Herzberg, I beg you to conduct the 
ambassador of the Duke of Brunswick 
to our presence." 

The king seated himself on the sofa 
which stood in the middle of the room. 
Princess Amelia and the two princes 
seated themselves in chairs, in his imme- 
diate vicinity. In front of them, and 
near the window, stood a table covered 
with green cloth, and beside it three 
elegantly carved chairs. This was 
Frederick the Great's writing-desk, the 
desk at which he- had thought and la- 
bored so much for the welfare and hon- 
or of his kingdom and subjects. 

"Baron von Hardenberg, minister, 
and extraordinary ambassador of his 
highness, the Duke of Brunswick," 
cried Count Herzberg as he entered 
and presented this gentleman to the 
king. 3aron von Hardenberg bowed 
with the grace of a coartier and an 
elegant man of the world, and then 
looked up at the king, expectantly, with 
an air of perfect ease and composnre. 

"Speak, Baron von Hardenberg," 
said the king, with some little embar- 
rassment, after a short pause. " My 



* A nickname given the princess at court. 
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Tmde, the Duke of Branswick, sends 
yoa. What message does the baron 
bring?" 

" Sir, I bring, at the command of my 
gracious master, the duke, the last will 
and testament of King Frederick the 
second, of blessed memory — ^with un- 
broken seals, and in exactly the same 
condition as when years ago delivered 
by his deceased mjgesty to the duke, 
and by him deposited in tbe state 
archives at Brunswick, where it has re- 
mained until now." 

The baron handed the sealed document 
to the king, and begged him, and« the 
princes, and ministers, to examine the 
seals, to assure themselves that' they 
had not been tampered with, and re- 
quested his majesty to break them, and 
open the will, after having satisfied 
himself of that fact. After this had 
been done, and after Herzberg had 
testified to Frederick's handwriting, 
the king returned the document to 
Baron von Hardenberg. 

" You brought us these last greetings 
and injunctions of the great Mng, and 
it is therefore but just and proper that 
you, as the representative of the duke, 
should make us acquainted with the 
contents of the will. I authorize you 
to read it aloud. Seat, yourself at that 
table between my two ministers. And 
now read." 

Count von Hardenberg spread the 
document out on the table, and com- 
menced to read in a loud and sonorus 
voice, as follows : 

"Life is but a fleeting transition 
from birth to death. Man's destiny is 
to labor for the welfare of society, of 
which he is a member, during this brief 
period. Since the duty of managing 
the affairs of state first devolved upon 
me, I have endeavored, with all the 
powers given me by Nature, to make the 
state which I had the honor to govern 
happy and prosperous. I have caused 
justice to be administered, I have 



brought order and exactitude into the 
finances, and I have introduced that 
discipline into the army, which makes 
it superior to the other troops of 
Europe. After having done my duty 
to the state, in this manner, it would 
be a subject of unceasing self-reproach, 
if I neglected that which concerns my 
family. Therefore, in order to avoid 
the dissensions which might arise 
among the members of my family in 
regard to the inheritance, I herewith 
declare to them this my last will and 
testament : 

" (1.) I willingly, and without regret, 
return the breath of life which animates 
me to beneficent Kature, which honor- 
ed me with its bestowal, and this body 
to the elements of which it is compos- 
ed. I have lived a philosopher, and I 
desire to be buried as such, without 
pomp, show, or splendor. I desire 
neither to be dissected nor embalmed. 
I desire to be buried in Sans-Souci, on 
the terrace and in the vault which I 
have had prepared for the reception of 
my body. In this manner the Prince 
of Nassau was laid to rest in a wood 
near Oleve. Should I die in time of 
war, or on a journey, my body must 
be conveyed to Ae most convenient 
place, and afterwards to Sans-Souci in 
the winter, and deposited as above di- 
rected. 

"(2.) I bequeath to my dear nephew, 
Frederick William, my successor to the 
crown, the kingdom of Prussia, provin- 
ces, states, castles, fortifications, places, 
munitions, and arsenals, lands which 
are mine by right of conquest or in- 
heritance, all the crown jewels which 
are in the hands of the queen, my wife, 
the gold and silver plate in Berlin, my 
vülas, libraries, collections of medals, 
picture galleries, gardens, etc., etc. 
Moreover, I leave him the state treasure 
as he may find it at my death, in trnst. 
It belongs to the state, and must only be 
used in defending or assisting the people. 
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" (3.) If death compels me to leave 
unpaid some small debts, my nephew 
shall pay them. Such is my will. 

"(4.) I beqneath to the queen, my 
wife, the reveuue she now draws, with 
the addition of ten thousand dollars per 
annum, two tuns of wiue each year, 
free wood, and game for her table. 
Under this condition, the queen has con- 
sented to make my nephew her heir. 
Moreover, as there is no suitable dwell- 
ing that can be set apart as her resi- 
dence, I content myself with mention- 
ing, for formes sake, Stettin as an ap- 
propriate place. At the same time, I 
request of my nephew that he hold 
suitable lodgings in readiness for her in 
the palace in Berlin, and that he show 
a proper consideration for the widow of 
Lis uncle, and for a princess whose 
-virtue is above all reproach. 

"(5.) And now, we come to the 
Allodial estate. I have never been 
either miserly or rich, nor have I ever 
had much to dispose of. I have con- 
sidered the state revenues as the ark of 
the covenant, which none but conse- 
crated hands might touch. I have 
never appropriated the public revenues 
to my own use. My own expenses have 
never exceeded the sum of two hundred 
thousand dollars; and my administra- 
tion leaves me in perfect quietude of 
conscience, and I do not fear to give 
the public a strict account of it. 

" (6.) I appoint my nephew Frederick 
William residuary legatee of my Al- 
lodial estate, after having pdd out the 
following legacies." 

After the king, in twenty-four addi- 
tional clauses, had named a legacy for 
all of his relatives, either in money, 
jewels, or something else, and after he 
had determined the pensions for the in- 
valid oflScers and soldiers of his army, 
and for his servants, the testament con- 
tinned : 

<< I recommend to my successor that 
he honor and esteem his blood, in the 
9 



persons of his uncles, aunts, and all 
other relatives. Accident, which de- 
termines the destiny of man, also regu- 
lates the succession. But the one, be- 
cause he becomes king, is no better 
than the others. I, therefore, recom- 
mend to all my relatives that they live 
in a good understanding with each 
other ; and that they, if it be necessary, 
sacrifice their personal interests to the 
welfare of the fatherland and the ad- 
vantage of the state. > 

" My last wishes when I die will be 
for the happiness of this kingdom. May 
it ever be governed with justice, wis- 
dom, and strength 1 May it be the 
happiest of states, through the mildness 
of its laws ; may its administration in 
respect to finance ever be good and just ; 
may it ever be most gallantly defended 
by an army that breathes only for 
honor and fair renown ; and may it last 
and flourish to the end of all centu- 
ries! '' 

" Amen I amen I " exclaimed the 
king, folding his hands pioui^y, when 
Baron von Hardenberg had concluded. 
" Amen ! The intentions of my great 
and exalted uncle shall be carried out 
in all things I God bless Prussia, and \ 
give me strength to govern it and make 
it happy I I thank you, baron, and 
promise myself the pleasure of a confi- 
dential interview with you to-morrow 
morning before you take your de- 
parture." 

His ministers having retired with the 
ambassador, in compliance with an in- 
timation firom the king that they might 
do so, Frederick William now turned 
with a gracious and genial smile to 
Princess Amelia and her two brothers, 
who, like the king, had arisen from 
their seats. 

"My exalted uncle particularly re- 
commended that I should consider the 
welfare of my uncles and aunts," said 
Frederick. " I assure you, however, that 
this recommendation was unnecessary; 
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without it, I would have been only too 
liapp7 to contribute to your happiness 
and welfare, to the extent of my ability. 
I beg each of you, therefore, to prefer 
some request, the gratification of w)üch 
will serve as a remembrance of this 
solemn occasion. — Speak, Prince Henry ; 
speak, my dear unde ; name some favor 
that I can grant.^' 

The prince started, and a glowing 
color flitted over the c^uptenitnce that 
was an exact copy, of^tbe deceased 
king^s. Tlie word "layor,'' which Fred- 
erick's smiling- lips h^d uttered, pierced, 
the prince's heart }ike a poisoned arrow. 

"Sire," said he, sharply, "I craye no 
finTor whatever at your hands^ unless it 
might be considered a fieivor that my 
rights be protected, and justice be 
shown me, in the matter of my claims 
to a certain succession." 

" To exercise justice is no fayor, but 
a duty," replied the king, mildly ; ** and 
my dear uncle Henry will certainly be 
protected in all his rightful claims." 

^^In my claims' to the succession in 
the Margraviate Schwedt f " inquired 
Prince Henry, hurriedly ; aod his eyes, 
which were large, luminous, and keen, 
like Frederick'si fastened a piercing 
glance on his nephew's countenance. 

Frederick William shrugged his shoul- 
ders. ^^That is a political question, 
which must be decided in a ministerial 
council, and not in a family confer- 
ence." 

"That is to say, in other words," 
screeched Amelia, with mocking laugh- 
ter, ** Prince Penry will always belong 
to the dear family, but never to the 
number of the king's ministers and 
councillors," 

The king, actuated perhaps by a de- 
fsire to turn the conversation, now ad- 
dressed Prince Ferdinand: ** And you, 
my dear uncle, have you no particular 
wish to impart ? " 

The prince smiled. "I am not am- 
bitious, and my finances are fortunately 



in good order. I recommend myself 
and family to the king's good-will. I 
should be particularly pleased if my old- 
est son Louis could be honored with 
the protection of his royal uncle." 

" He shall stand on the same footing 
with my son," said the king. " I de- 
sire him to be the friend and companion 
of my son Frederick William; and I 
trust that he will infuse some of his 
spirit and fire into the latter. The 
young princes are made to complete 
each other, and I shall be glad to see 
them become close friends. — ^And now, 
my dear aunt and princess," continued 
the king, as he turned to Amelia, 
" will you be kind enough to name your 
wishes." 

The princess shrugged her shoulders. 
"I am not ambitious, like brother 
Henry, and I have no children to care 
for, like brother Ferdinand. My own 
waj}ts are few, and I am not foi\d enough 
of mankind to de^e to collect riches in 
order that T may fill empty pockets and 
feast those who are in want. life has 
not been a bed of roses for me, why 
should I make it pleasant for others? 
There is but one I desire to make hap- 
py ; he, like myself, has lived through 
long years of misery, and can sing a 
mournful song of the hard-heartedness 
and cruelty of mankind. Sire, I crave 
nothing for myself, but I crave a ray of 
sunshine for him who was buried in the 
darkness of a prison, who was robbed 
of his sun for so many long years. I 
crave for an old man the ray of happi- 
ness of which his youth and manhood 
were wickedly deprived. Sire, in my 
opinion, there is but one shadow on the 
memory of my exalted brother. This 
shadow is Frederick Trenck.* Let justice 
prevail. Restore to Yon Trenck the es- 
tates of which he was unjustly deprived ; 



* Frederick von Trenck Buffered long yean of 
imprisonment on Princess Amelia's accoant.— 
See *' Frederick the Great and bis Familj,** by 
L. Hatali)a<^ 
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restore the title and military rank of 
which be was robbed. Sire, do this, 
and I, whom misery has made a bad 
fairy, will hereafter be nothing more 
than a good-natored and withered old 
mummy, who will fold her hands and 
pray with her last breath for the good 
and generons king who made Fred- 
erick von Trenok happy." 

'^ It shall be as my dear annt desires," 
said the 'king, with emotion. " Fred- 
erick von Trenck shall be put in posses- 
sion of his estates, and restored to his 
military and civic honors. We will 
also invite him to our court, and he 
shall not have to fear being again 
thrown into the gloomy dungeons of 
Magdeburg, although Princess Amelia 
should smile graciously upon him." 

The princess distorted the poor old 
face, which was so completely disfigured 
with scars, in an attempt at a smile, 
which was only a grimace; and she 
was herself uuaware that the veil which 
had suddenly dimmed her eyes was a 
tear. For long years she had neither 
wept nor smiled, and shed tears to- 
day for the first time again. Foir the 
first time in miemy years she thanked 
God, on retiring, for having been per- 
mitted to see the light of this day. She 
no longer desired to die, but prayed 
that she might live until she had seen 
Frederick von Trenck — ^until she had 
received his forgiveness for the misery 
she had caused him I To-day, for the 
first time, the embittered mind of the 
princess was touched with a feeling of 
thankfulness and joy. And it came, 
from the bottom of her heart, when she 
said to Frederick William, on taking 
leave of him after the reading of the 
will: "I wish I were not a bad, but 
rather a good fairy, for I could then 
give you the receipt for making your 
people and yourself happy ! " 

The king smiled at this. He had 
that receipt already 1 He had received 
it in the elixir of life which Cagliostro 



had given hhn. These drops were the 
receipt for his personal happiness; and, 
as for making the people happy, Bis- 
chofswerder and WoUner must know the 
receipts necessary to effect that object 
In their hands the king will confidently 
place the helm of state. They are the 
favorites of the Invisible Fathers j the 
chosen, the powerful. And they shall 
rule Prussia, they, the Bosicmcians t 

This thought filled the king's heart 
with joy, but it filled the hearts of the 
opponents of the pious brotherhood, of 
the enemies of BisohofSwerder and WoU- 
ner, with dismay and anxiety. And the 
number of their enemies was great, and 
many of them were men of high rank 
and standing. 

There was also at the court a party 
which entertained bitter but secret en- 
mity to the Bosiomdans. 



GHAPTEB Xn. 

LEÜ0H8BNBING. 

At the head of the opposition party 
at court stood Franz Michael Leuchsen- 
ring, the prince royal's instructor, Goe- 
the's friend, and a member of the 
former Bain association. He had been 
called to Berlin by Frederick the Great 
to assume the position of French tutor 
to the future King of Prussia, and im- 
part to him a thorough knowledge of 
French literature. 

Baron von Hardenberg sought out 
the tutor, whom he had known and 
loved for many years, on the morning 
after the reading of the will. The meet- 
ing of these long-separated friends was 
hearty and cordial, and yet the keen 
glance of the ambassador did not fail to 
detect the cloud which rested on Leuch- 
senring's countenance. After they had 
shaken hands, and exchanged a few 
questions and remarks relative to each 
other's health and circumstances; the 
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baron raised his delicate white hand 
and poiBted to LeaohaenriDg^s brow. 

'^ I see a shadow there," said he, 
smiling; ^* a shadow which I never be- 
fore observed od my Mend^s forehead. 
Is the. handsome Lenchsenring no longer 
the favorite of the ladies, and conse- 
qnently of the mnses also t Or have we 
again some detestable rival, who dares 
to contend with you for a fair maid's 
favor? I know what that is; I saw 
yon in the r61e of Orlando Farioso more 
than once, when we were together in 
the Elysian Fields of Naples, where we 
first m^t and joined hands in friendship. 
My friend, why did we not remain in 
bella Italia 1 Why has the prose of life 
sobered us down, and made of yon the 
teacher, and of me the servant of a 
prince 1 — But enongh of this ; and now 
answer this question : Who is the rival ? 
Am I to be your second here in Berlin, 
as I was on three occasions in Na- 
ples? " 

Lenchsenring smiled : ''I observe, 
with pleasure, my dear baron, that your 
ministerial rank has not changed you. 
You are still the same merry, thought- 
less cavalier ; while I, really, I can no 
longer deny it, have become a misan- 
thrope. With me gayety and love are 
things of the past; and, unfortunately, 
women have nothing to do with the 
shadow which your keen glance de- 
tected." 

"And more unfortunately still, you 
have become a politician," exclaimed the 
baron, smiling. " What I have heard is 
then true; you no longer write love- 
letters, but occupy yourself with learn- 
ed treatises. You have joined a politi- 
cal party ? " 

" It is true," said Lenchsenring, em- 
phatically. " I am filled with anger and 
hatred when I see these advocates of 
darkness, that is, these Eosicmcians, or, 
in other words, these Jesuits, attempt- 
ing to cast their vast tissue of falsehood 
over mankind. I feel it to be my duty 



to tear asunder its meshes and lay bare 
the toils in which they hoped to invoke 
mankind." 

"Bravo, bravo I" cried Hardenberg. 
"lam delighted to hear you declare 
your views in this manner. I now per- 
ceive that you are in earnest. And I 
will give you a proof of my confidence 
by asking -your advice in my personal 
affairs. King Frederick William bas 
honored me with an audience, and I 
have just left his presence. It seems 
his migesty has taken a fancy to me; 
some effeminate feature in my counte- 
nance has found theliighest apprecia- 
tion. To be brief, .the king has gra- 
ciously proposed to me to enter his 
service; he offers me a ministerial 
position." 

" And what reply did you make to 
this proposition ? " asked Lenchsenring, 
eagerly. 

" I begged some little time for con- 
sideration. I was not Bufläciently ac- 
quainted with the political phase, and I 
desired to discuss the matter with yon, 
my friend, before coming to a decision. 
And now, give me your opinion. Shall 
I accept?" 

" Urst tell me what you are, and then 
I will reply. Tell me whether you are 
a Hosier ucian, that is, a Jesnil^ or 
whether you have remained a faithful 
brother of our society ? Give me yonr 
hand, let me touch it, with the secret 
sign ; and now tell me if you are still a 
brother." 

" I am," said Hardenberg, Lis jovial 
face assuming an earnest expression, and 
he touched Leuchsenring's extended 
hand in a peculiar manner, " The grasp 
of this hand proclaims to you that I 
have remained true to the society; and 
that I am still a brother of the order and 
a zealous freemason." 

" Thanks be to God that you are my 
friend 1 " cried Lenchsenring. " Then 
you are with me, with those who are 
preparing for the future, and erecting a 
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barrier la the minds of mankind to the 
present tide of evil. And now I will 
answer your question. Do not accept 
the offer which has been made you, but 
save yourself for the future, for the com- 
ing generation. Gloomy days are in 
store for Prussia, and the good genius 
of the German fatherland must veil its 
head and weep over the impending hor- 
rors. The demons of darkness are at 
work in the land. Superstition, hypoc- 
risy, Jesuitism, and lasciviousness, have 
combined to fetter the understanding 
and the hearts of men. A period of 
drakness such as usually precedes the 
great convulsions and epochs of history 
will soon come for Prussia. Believe me, 
we are standing on a crater. The royal 
favorites are covering it with flowers 
and garlands; the royal Rosicrucians 
are administering elixirs and wonder- 
working potions, to obscure the eye and 
shut out the fearful vision. They are, 
however, not arresting the progress of 
the chariot of fate, but are urging it on 
in its destructive career. As good 
springs from evil, so will freedom spring 
from slavery. The oppression which 
rulers have been exercising on their 
subjects for centuries, will now bear its 
avenging fruits. The slaves will break 
their fetters, and make freemen of them- 



" Ah, my friend," exclaimed Harden- 
berg, shrugging his shoulders ; " you see 
the realization of unattainable ideals; 
unfortunately, I cannot believe in it. Tell 
^e, by what means are these poor, en- 
slaved nations to break their fetters and 
make freemen of themselves ? " 

"I will tell you, and make your soul 
shudder. The slaves, the down-trodden 
nations, will free themselves by the fear- 
ful means of revolution. It already 
agitates every soul, and throbs in every 
heart. The time of peace and tranquil- 
lity is at end ; the storm no longer rages 
la the heads and hearts of poets only, 
but in every human heart. The thoughts 



and songs of the poets have pierced the 
heart of nations, and fermented a ^torm 
that will soon burst forth ; as it sweeps 
along it wUl destroy the old and build 
up the new. With his * Robbers,' Schil- 
ler hurled the firebrand into the mind 
of youth, and princes and rulers are 
feeding and nourishing the enkipdled 
flame with the trumpery of their gold- 
glittering rags, and their vices. This 
flame will blaze up until it becomes a 
mighty conflagration. The vices of 
princes are the scourges chosen by God, 
to chastise the nations, in order that 
they may rise up from the dust, and that 
slaves may become menl Louis the 
Fifteenth of France, with all his crimes 
and vices, was an instrument in the 
hands of the Almighty. And Marie 
Antoinette, with her love of pleasure, 
her frivolity, and her extravagance, is 
such an instrument, as is also Frederick 
"William of Prussia, with all his thought- 
lessness, his good-nature, and his indo- 
lence. Even this hypocritical gener- 
ation of vipers, this lying, deceiving 
brotherhood, these Rosicrucians and 
Jesuits, must serve God's purposes. 
Falsehood exists only to make truth 
manifest ; and bondage, only to promote 
liberty. Therefore I will not complain, 
although vice should be triumphant for 
a while. The greater the success of evil 
now, the greater the triumph of good 
hereafter. The greater the number of 
Jesuits who execute their dark deeds 
now, the greater the number who will 
will be destroyed." 

" They exist only in your imagination, 
my exalted friend," said Hardenberg, 
smiling. " There are not any Jesuits in 
Prussia." 

" They are everywhere," said Leuch- 
senring, interrupting him, and grasping 
his frdend's arm in his earnestness. 
"Yes, there are Jesuits. They gor 
about with us, they sit with us at table, 
they grasp our hands as friends, they 
flatter us as our admirers, they smile on 
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HS in the persons of the women we 
love, thej leave no means untried to 
fetter onr hearts and anderstanding. 
The Bosicmoians, what are they, one 
and all, but disguised JesnitsI They 
wish to impose Catholicism on ns, and 
drive ont Protestantism. They wish to 
mystify the mind, and make the sonl 
grovel in sin and vice, from which con- 
dition the victims aronnd whom they 
have woven their toils will only be per- 
mitted to escape by flying to the bosom 
of the Catholic Church. To the bosom 
of that Church which offers an asylum 
to all restless consciences, and dispenses 
blessings and forgiveness for all vices 
and crimes. For this reason, these 
Hosicrocians tempt the good-natured, 
thoughtless king to luxury and de- 
baucheiy; for this reaaoti they terrify 
his mind with apparitions and ghosts I 
In his terror he is to seek and find 
safety in the Catholic Church I I see 
through their disguise ; and they know 
it. For this reason, they hate me ; and 
they cry out against me because I have 
exposed their Wiles and stratagems, and 
proclaimed that these vile Bosicrucians 
are Jesuits in disguise, whose object 
is the expansion of Catholicism over 
the earth. This I proclaimed in a 
treatise, which aroused the sleeping, 
and convinced the doubting, and excit- 
ed the Wrath of the Bosicrucians against 
me." 

" I have heard of it," said Harden- 
berg, thoughtfully. " I heard of your 
having hurled a defiant article at the 
secret societies, through the medium of 
the " Berlin Monthly Magazine ; " * but, 
unfortunately, I could never obtain a 
copy." 

*'That I can readily believe," said 
Leuchsenring, laughing ; " the dear 
Bosicruq^ans bought up the whole edi- 



* This article appeared in the Augast number 
of 1786, and created a great BenFatlon in all 
dasses of society. 



tion of the monthly magazine. When 
the new one. is published, they will buy- 
that up, too, in order to suppress Üie . 
truth. But they will not succeed. 
Truth is mighty, and wäl prevail ; and 
we freemasons and brothers of the 
order of the Bluminati, will help to 
make truth victorious. We fireemaaons 
are the champions of freedom and en- 
lightenment. Many of the most in- 
fluential and distinguished men of Ber- 
lin have joined our order, and are 
battlmg with us against the Jidvocates 
of darkness' and ignorance — against the 
Jesuits and Bosicrucians. We call our- 
selves Illnniinati, because we intend to 
illumine the darkness of the Rosicrnci- 
ans, and manifest truth, in annihUating 
falsehood ! My friend, the struggle for 
which we are preparing will be a hard 
one, for the number of Bosicrucians and 
Jesuits is vast, and a king is their pro- 
tector. The number of the Illuminati 
is comparatively small; and only the 
kings of intellect and science, not, how- 
ever, of power and wealth, belong to 
our brotherhood. But we shall over- 
throw the Jesuits, nevertheless. We 
stand on the watch-tower of Prosda, 
and our Protestant watchword is Lu- 
ther's word, ' The Word they shall not 
touch.» " 

"Well said, my gallant friend," cried 
Hardenberg. " Your ardor inspires me, 
your enthusiasm is contagious. I will 
take part in this great and noble 
struggle. Admit me into your order ! " 

"You shall become one of us I A 
meeting of our brotherhood takes place 
this evening at the house of our chief- 
tain Kicolai. You must accompany 
me, and I will see that you are ad- 
mitted." 

" And then, when I have become a 
member of your order, and am enrolled 
among the number of the enemies of 
the Jesuits and Bosicrucians, you will 
no doubt consider it advisable for me 
to accept the king's proposition ? " 
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** Ko, my friend, I cannot approve of 
it ; I cannot advise you to do so." 

" How ? You do not desire me to 
remain and fight at your side? You 
despise my assistance?" 

*' I do not despise your assistance ; I 
only wish to spare you for better times. 
I have a high opinion of your capacities, 
and it would be a pity if your useful- 
ness should be prematurely destroyed. 
But this would be the case if you re- 
mained here at present. The Rosi- 
crucians are not only mighty, but are 
also cunning. They would soon recog- 
nize an enemy in the Minister of State, 
and wonld not be slow in relieving him 
of his oflSce and power. They would 
pursue the same course with you that 
they have pursued with me." 

*' What course have they pursued 
with ydti ? In what can the instructor 
of the prince royal have offended — ^the 
instructor appointed by Frederick the 
Great? What harm can the Eosicru- 
cians do him ? " 

Leuchsenring took tip an open letter 
which lay on the writing-desk, and 
smiled as he handed it to Hardenberg. 
'*Read this," said he, "it will answer 
your question." 

Hardenberg glanced quickly over the 
few lines which the letter contained, 
and then let it fall on the table again 
with an cflr of dejection. 

" Dismissed 1 " he murmurfed: " The 
body of the late king is hardly under 
ground, and they already dare to disre- 
gard hi* will, and send you your dis- 



"They go ftifther," said Leuchsen- 
ring, angrily. " They not only dismiss 
ine, but what is still worse, they have ap- 
pointed a Rosicrucian to fill my posi- 
tion. General Count Brühl has been 
selected to give the finishing touch to 
the education of the young prince." 

"And you will now leave Berlin, I 
suppose?" said Hardenberg. "Well, 
then, my friend, I make you a pro- 



position. You do not desire toe to re- 
main here; I now propose to you to 
accompany me to Brunswick, äavfe 
yourself and your ability for better times, 
save yourself for the future ! " 

" No, I will remain," cried Leuchsen- 
ring, with determination. " I will not 
afford the Rosicrucians the pleasure of 
seeing me desert my post ; I will defend 
it to the last drop of my blood. I will 
remain, and the Jesuits and Rosicrucians 
shall ever find in me a watchful and re- 
lentless enemy. All those brave men 
to whom God has given the sword of 
intellect, will battle at my side. The 
Rosicrucians will bring gloom and dark- 
ness over Prussia, but we, the Illnmi- 
nati, will dissipate this darkness. The 
vicious and the weak belong to the 
former, but the virtuous and strong, and 
the youth of the nation, will join the 
ranks of the Hluminati. Oh, my friend, 
this will be a spirit-warfare, protracted 
beyond death, like the struggles of the 
grim Huns. The spirits of falsehood 
must, however, eventually succumb to 
the heavenly might of truth ; and dark- 
ness must, at last, yield to light I This 
is my hope, this is my banner of faith ; 
and therefore do I remain here in defi- 
ance of my enemies, the Rosicrucians. 
This struggle, this spirit-warfare, is my 
delight— it excites, elevates, and re- 
freshes me. But when the victory is 
ours, wheiji the new era begins, when 
the old has been torn down, and the 
new Prussia is to be built up, then your 
time will come, my friend ; you shall be 
the architect selected to erect this state- 
ly edifice. For the dark days of the 
Rosicrucians and King Frederick Wil- 
liam, your services are not available. 
But after these will come the bright 
days of the young king, and at his side 
you shall stand as friend and councillor I 
For, believe me. King Frederick William 
the Second will only pass over the ho- 
rizon of Prussia, and darken the exist- 
ence of the people, like a storm-cloud, 
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with its tliimdei* and lightning. Bat 
cloud and darkness will be dissipated, 
and after this, day will dawn again, 
and the snn will once more shine. 
You have come to Berlin to see Prussians 
unhappiness, but you shall now see 
something else. I will show you Prussia's 
hope, and Prussia's future I — Come ! " 

He took his friend's arm and led him 
to the window, which commanded a fine 
view of the adjoining garden. It was 
only a plain garden, with walks of yel- 
low sand, and beds of ordinary flowers. 
A bench stood under an apple-tree, cov- 
ered with fruit, on the main walk, and 
between two flower-beds. On this 
bench, two boys, or rather two youths, 
were sitting, attired in plain, civil dress. 
The one was very handsome, and well- 
made ; his large, bright eyes were turned 
upward, the loud tones of his voice 
could be heard at the window, and his 
animated gestures seemed to indicate 
that he was reciting some poem, and 
was carried away with enthusiasm. 
The other, a tall youth of sixteen, with 
the soft, blue eyes, the mild countenance, 
and good-natured expression, was lis- 
tening attentively to his companion's 
declamation. 

It was the latter whom Leuchsenring 
pointed out to his friend. " See," said 
he, " that is the future King of Prussia, 
King Frederick William the :f bird, that 
is to be. At his side you are to stand 
as councillor; and he will need your 
advice and assistance. He will reap the 
bitter harvest which will spring from 
the seed the Jesuits and Bosicrucians 
are now sowing. Save yourself for 
Frederick William the Third, Baron 
Hardenberg, and do not waste your 
talents and energies in the unfruitful 
service of Frederick William the Sec- 
ond." 

" The one you point out, the one with 
the fair hair, the mild, diflädent expres- 
sion, is then the Prince Royal of Prus- 
sia. I wish you had shown me the 



other, that handsome lad, that youth- 
ful Apollo, with the proud smile and 
piercing eye. I wish he were the future 
King of Prussia." 

'^That is Prince Louis, the present 
king's nephew. You are right, he looks 
like a youthful Apollo. If he were the 
future king, he would either lift Prussia 
up to the skies, or else hurl it into an 
abyss, for he is a genius, and he will 
not tread the beaten track of life. No, 
it is better that his gentle young friend 
should some day wear the crown of 
Prussia. They have increased his natu- 
ral timidity by severe treatment. . He 
has no confidence in himself, but he has 
good, strong sense and an honest hearty 
and these qualities are of more impor- 
tance for a king than genius and enthu- 
siasm. I do not know why it is, my 
friend, but I love this i)oor, reserved boy, 
who has suffered and endured so much 
in his youth. I love this prince, who 
has so warm a heart, but can never find 
words to express his feelings, I pity 
him, for I know that his youthful heart 
is burdened with a secret sorrow. I 
have divined the cause, in an occasional 
word which escapes his lips unawares^ 
and in his manner at times. It is the 
sorrow of an affectionate and tender- 
hearted son, who wishes to love and es- 
teem his father, but dares not look at 
him, for fear of seeing the spots and 
shadows which darken that father's 
countenance." 

" Poor, poor lad 1 " said Hardenberg, 
moved with sympathy. "So young, 
and yet such bitter experience! But, 
perhaps, it is well that such should be 
the case ; if he has received the baptism 
of tears, and has been anointed with 
affliction, he may become a king by the 
grace of Godl I will do as you say, 
Leuchsenring ; I will save myself for the 
future, and, if such be the will of God, I 
will one day serve your young king of 
the future." 

"And something tells me that God 



LEUOHSENRING. 



137 



will permit you to do so," cried Leuch- 
senring, joyously. "It may be that I 
will not live to see the day. My ene- 
mies, the Kosicrucians, may have destroy- 
ed, or the storm- wind of the revolution 
have swept me away by that time ; but 
you will remain, and at some future day 
yofu will remember the hour in which I 



showed you the young prince royal, 
Frederick William the Third. He is 
the fature of Prussia, and, in the dark 
day which is now dawning, we are 
in sore need of a guiding light. Fix 
your eye on the Prince Eoyal of Prussia, 
and on his genial friend. Prince Louis 
Ferdinand!" 



BOOK III. 



CHAPTER I. 

SOHILLEB IN DRESDEN. 

" That is false, I say ; false 1 " cried 
Schiller, with glowing cheeks and 
sparkling eyes, as he walked to and fro 
in his little room. "It is all slander, 
vile slander I " 

The two friends, the young council- 
lor of ihe consistory, Körner, and the 
hookseller, Göschen, stood together in 
the window recess, gazing sadly and 
sympathetically at the poet, who rushed 
to and fro, almost hreathless with rage, 
hurling an angry glance at his friends, 
whenever he approached them. 

Suddenly he stopped, and fastened 
his gaze on them, intently. " "Why do 
you not reply ? " asked he, in loud and 
wrathful tones. " Why do you allow 
me to accuse you both of a falsehood, 
without even attempting to justify your- 
selves ? " 

" Because we wish to give your just 
anger time to expend itself," said Kör- 
ner, in his soft, mild voice. " To our 
own great sorrow we have been com- 
pelled to .wound our friend's feelings, 
and it is quite natural that this wound 
should smart." 

"And we do not justify ourselves 
against these reproaches, because they 
do not apply to us," added Göschen, 
" and because they are only the utter- 
ance of your just indignation. Believe 
me, my friend, we would gladly have 



spared you this hour, but our friend- 
ship was greater than our pity." 

"Yes, yes, the old story," cried 
Schiller, with mocking laughter. " Out 
of friendship, you are pitiless ; ont of 
friendship you give the death-blow to 
my heai*t I And what the most cruel 
enemy would hardly have the courage 
to whisper in my ear, merciftil friend- 
ship boldly declares I " 

" Schiller, you are deceived ! Schil- 
ler, the girl you love is a cold-hearted 
coquette, who does not love you, who 
only keeps you in leading-strings, in 
order to extort presents from you, and 
to be able to say that a poet adores 
her I" 

"But I will give no credit to such 
unworthy insinuations 1 My love shall 
not be regarded as a mere mockery. 
You shall not have the pitiful triumph 
of tearing me from the girl I love. I de- 
clare to you and the whole world, I love 
her, I love the beautiful, the admired, 
the courted Marie yon Arnim. To her 
belong my thoughts, my wishes, and 
my hopes. She is my ideal of .beauty, 
of youth, and of female loveliness. I 
exult in this love ; it will raise me from 
the dust of earth to the sphere of the 
eternal and immortal gods I " 
, " My poor friend 1 " sighed Kömer, 
" like your love, the gods only exist in 
your poetical fancy. Listen to reason, 
Schüler 1" 

"Eeasonl" cried he, stamping the 
floor, wrathfully. "That means the 
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dry .insipidity of every-day life, instead 
of life's festival, wreathed with flowers. 
No, I will not listen tp reason; for yon 
call it reason to consider it possible 
that the most divine creature on earth 
could be a base coquette I " 

"Now you go too far, Schiller," said 
Göschen, eagerly, "no one made such 
grave accusations agaiust the daughter. 
We only said of the mother that she 
misused your love for her daughter, 
and that she would never consent to 
your union. We said that the beautiful 
young lady v^as aware of this, and 
continued to receive your attentions, 
although she knew the gentleman 
selected by her mother as her future 
husband, and would finally consent to 
marry him. As friends, we conceived it 
to be our duty to tell you this, in order 
that you might no longer be deceived 
in your noblest impulses, and cpntinue 
to throw away your love, your confi- 
dence, and your money, on unworthy 
objects." 

" That is the word," cried Schiller, 
with mocking laughter, "now you have 
uttered the right wordl My money, 
or rather your money, you would say 1 
You tremble for your vile dross I You 
made me advances, and Don Carlos is 
not yet completed. You now fear that 
my love might distract my attention, 
and draw me from my work, and that 
the two hundred dollars which — " 

" Frederick Schiller ! " cried Körner, 
interrupting him, while Göschen turned 
away, his lips trembling, and his eyes 
filled with tears; "Frederick Schiller, 
^low you are unjust ; and that, a friend 
must not be, even in his deepest grief. 
Vile dross has nothing to do with this 
sacrifice of friendship, and it was not 
for its sake that we undertook the 
thankless office of making the blind 
see. You well know that Göschen is a 
noble and disinterested friend, who re- 
joiced in being permitted to help the 
poet of Don Carlos out of his difficul- 



ties, but it is, of course, painfal to him 
to see the loving, confiding man, squan- 
der what the poet earns." 

" It is true, it is true 1 " cried Schiller, 
" I am unjust 1 I reproach you instead 
of reproaching myself, and myself only. 
Oh, my friends, forgive these utterances 
of mj anguish, consider what I endure ! 
You are both so happy ; you have all 
that can lend a charm to life, and adorn 
it. You are wealthy, you do not know 
what it is to have to contend with 
want, and to struggle for existence, nor 
have you any knowledge of that more 
painful struggle, the. warfare of life 
without iQve, .withptit «ome being who 
loves you, and is Wholly yonr& You, 
my friends, have ' loved and loving 
wives, who are yours with every fibre 
of their being. You have also well- 
appointed household0, and are pro- 
vided with all that is requisite to 
enable you to exerciäe Ä generous hos- 
pitality. But, look at me, the solitary, 
homeless beggar, who calls nothing on 
earth his own but that spark of enthu- 
siasm which burns in his heart, who 
must flee to the ideal, in order to escape 
the too rude grasp of reality. Why 
must 1 alone rise from the richly-laden 
table of life with unsatisfied hunger? 
Why are the stars, for me, merely can- 
dles of the night, that give me light 
in my labors, and the sun only an eco- 
nomical heating apparatus, to which I 
am only in so far indebted as it saves 
me expensive fuel for my stove in win- 
ter. Grant me my portion of the re- 
past which the gods have prepared for 
all mortals, let me also partake of the 
golden Hesperian fruit. My friends, 
have pity on the poor wanderer, who 
has been journeying through the desert 
of life, and would now recline on the 
green oasis and rest his weary limbs I " 
He sank down into a chair, and cov- 
ered his quivering face with his trem* 
bling hands. 
His two friends stood at his side re- 
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garding Mm sorrowfully. Neither of 
them had the cruel courage to hreak in 
upon this paroxysm of anguish with a 
word of encouragement or consola- 
tion. 

A pause ensued, in which the silence 
was interrupted only hy Schillej's deep- 
drawn sighs, and the few indistinct 
words, which he from time to time 
murmared. to himself But suddenly 
he arose, and when he withdrew his 
hands from his face its expression was 
completely changed. His countenance 
was no longer quivering with pain 
and flushed with anger, hut was pale, 
and his glance defiant. And when 
he now shook hack the long yellow 
hair which shaded his hrow, with a 
quick movement of the head, he looked 
like a lion shaking his mane, and pre- 
paring to do hattle with an approach- 
ing enemy. 

" Enough of these lamentations and 
womanish complaints," said he, in a res- 
olute, hoarse voice. " I will be a man 
who has the courage to listen to the 
worst and defy the greatest agony. Re- 
peat all that you have said. 1 will not 
interrupt you again, either with com- 
plaints or reproaches. I know that you 
are actuated by the kindest intentions, 
and that, like the good surgeon, you 
only desire to apply the. knife and fire 
to my wounded heart in order to heal 
it. And now, speak, my friends ! Re- 
peat what you have said I " 

He walked hastily across the room to 
the little window, stood there with his 
back turned to the room, and beat the 
window-panes impatiently with his cold 
hands. 

"Frederick, why repeat what is al- 
ready burning in your head and heart? " 
said Körner, gently. "Why turn the 
knife once more in the wound, and tell 
you that your noble, generous love is 
not appreciated, not honored? The 
best and fairest princess of the world 
would have reason to consider herself 



happy and blessed, if the poet by the 
grace of God loved her ; and yet his no- 
ble, generous love is misused by a cold, 
calculating woman, and made the means 
of adorning its object for richer suitors." 

" Proofs I " cried Schiller, imperiously, 
and he drummed away at the window- 
panes till they fairly rang. 

" It is difficult for others to give proofe 
in such cases," replied Körner, in a low 
voice. " You cannot prove to the man 
who is walking onward with closed 
eyes, that he is on the verge of a preci- 
pice ; you can only warn him and en- 
treat him to open his eyes, that he m«j 
see the danger which menaces. ¥e 
have only considered it our duty to re- 
peat to you what is known by all Dres- 
den, and what all your acquaintances 
and friends say : that this Madame von 
Arnim has come to Dresden to seek a 
husband of rank and fortune for her 
daughter, and that she only encourages 
Frederick Schiller's attentions, because 
the poet's homage makes the beautiful 
young lady appear all the more desirable 
in the eyes of her other suitors." 

"An infernal speculation, truly!" 
said Schiller, with derisive laughter. 
" But where are the proofs ? Until they 
are furnished, I must be permitted to 
doubt. I attach no importance what- 
ever to the tattle of the good city of 
Dresden ; to the malicious suppositions 
and remarks of persons with whom I 
am but slightly acquainted, I am also 
quite indifTerent. But who are the 
friends who believe in this fable, and 
who have commissioned you to relate it 
to me ? At least, give me the name of 
one of them." 

" I will at least give you the name of 
a lady friend," said Göschen, sadly; 
"her name is Sophie Albrecht, my 
wife's sister." 

Schiller turned hastily to his friends, 
and his countenance now wore an 
alarmed expression. 

"Sophie Albrecht I" said he, "the 



SCHILLER IN DRESDEN. 



141 



ßensitive artist — she ia whose house I 
first saw Marie. Is it possible that she 
can have uttered so unworthy a sus- 
picion ? ■' 

" She it was who charged me to warn 
yon," replied Göschen, with a sigh. 
"For this very reason, that you first 
met Madame von Arnim and her daugh- 
ter in her house, does she consider it 
her duty to warn you and show you the 
abyss at your feet. At this first inter- 
view, she noticed with alarm how deep 
an impression the rare beauty of Miss 
von Arnim made on you, and how you 
afterwards ran blindly into the net 
which the old spider, the speculative 
mother, had set for you. This Madame 
von Arnim is the widow of a Saxon 
officer, who left her nothing but his 
name and hia debts. She lives on a 
small pension given her by the king, 
and has, it seems, obtained a few thou- 
sand dollars from some rich relative; 
with this sum she has come to Dresden, 
where she proposes to carry out her 
speculation — that is, to keep house here 
for some little time, and to entertain 
society, and, above aU, rich young cava- 
liers, among whom she hopes to find an 
eligible suitor for her daughter. This 
at least is no calumny, but Madame von 
Arnim very naively admitted as much 
to my sister-in-law,- Sophie Albrecht, 
calling her attention to the droll cir- 
cumstance, that the first candidate who 
presented himself was no other than a 
poor poet, who could offer her daughter 
neither rank, title, nor fortune. When 
Sophie reminded her that Frederick 
Schiller could give her daughter the 
high rank and title of a poet, and adorn 
her brow with the diamond crown of 
immortal renown, the sagacious lady 
shrugged her shoulders, and remarked 
that a crown of real diamonds would be 
far more acceptable, and that she had 
fer rather see her daughter crowned 
with the coronet of a countess than with 
the most radiant poet's crown conceiv- 



able« And she already had the prospect 
of obtaining such a one for her daugh- 
ter ; the poet's admiration for her beau- 
tiful daughter had already made her 
quite a celebrity." 

" You are still speaking of the mother, 
and of the mother only," murmured 
Schiller. " I know that this woman is 
sordid, and that she would, at any time, 
sell her daughter for wealth and rank, 
although purchased with her child's 
happiness. But what do I care for the 
mother ? Speak to me of the daughter, 
for she it is whom I love — ^she is my 
hope, my future." 

" My poor friend," sighed Kömer, as 
he stepped forward and laid his hand on 
Schiller's shoulder. This touch and 
these words of sjirtpaihy startled Schil- 
ler. 

" Do not lament over me, but make 
your accusations," cried Schiller, and 
he -shook his golden lion's mane angrily. 
"Speak, what charges can you prefer 
against Marie von Arnim ? But I al- 
ready know what your reply would be. 
You would say that she has been in- 
fected by the pitiful worldly wisdom of . 
her scheming mother, and that I am 
nothing more to her than the ornamcBt 
with which she adorns hwself for 
another suitor." 

" You have said so, Frederick Schil- 
ler, and it is so," replied Kömer, in a 
low voice. "Yes, the worldly-wise 
and scheming mother has achieved the 
victory over her nobler daughter, and, 
although her heart may suffer, she will 
nevertheless follow the teachings of her 
mother, and make a speculation of your 
love." 

" That is not true, that is calumny 1 " 
cried Schiller, violently. "N"o, no, I do 
not believe you I Say what you please 
of the mother, but do not defile her in- 
nocent daughter with such vile, unsub- 
stantiated calumny I " 

"What proofs do you demand?" 
asked Göschen, shrugging his shoulders. 
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*' I repeated to jcm what Madam von 
Arnim told Sophie Albrecht, namely, 
that a rich soitor had abeady been 
found for her dan^hter/^ 

"Yes, that the mother had fonnd 
one. Bnt who told yon that the daugh- 
ter would accept him ; that Karle was a 
party to this disgraceful intrigue ? " 

" Of that you can certainly best as- 
sure yourself," said Körner, slowly. 

"How can I do that?" asked Schil- 
ler, shuddering slightly. 

" Does not Miss Marie permit you to 
visit her in the evening? " 

" Yes, she does." 

" Only when you see a light at the 
window of her chamber— the signal 
agreed upon between you— only tiien 
you are not permittM to come. Is it 
not so?" 

" Yea, it is so, and that you may well 
know, as I told you of it myself. When 
Marie» places alight at that window it 
is a sign that begs me not to come, be- 
cause then only the intimate family cir- 
cle is assembled, to which I certainly 
do not as yet belong." 
. "You can, perhaps, assure yourself 
whether the young lady was strictly ac- 
curate in her statement. You intend 
paying her a visit this evening, do you 
not?" 

"Yes, I do," cried Schiller, joyfully, 
"and I will fall down on ray knees be- 
fore her, and. mentally beg her pardon 
for the unjust suspidons which have 
been uttered concerrrirtg'her." 

"I do not believe« that she will re- 
ceive you to-day," said Körner, in a low 
voice. " Th is so-called family circl e will 
have assembled again ; in all probability 
you will see a light in the ' designated 
window I " 

" Why do you believe that ? " 

**Well, because I happened to con- 
verse with several young officere to- 
day, who are invited to Madam von Ar- 
nim'6 for this evening. TheJ^ asked if 
they might not, at last, hope to meet 



you there, regretting, as Madam von 
Arnim had told them, that your bash- 
fulness and misanthropy made it im- 
possible for you to appear in strange so- 
ciety. I denied this, of course, and as- 
sured them that Madam von Arnim had 
only been jesting; but they said her 
daughter had also often told them that 
Frederick Schiller was very diffident, 
and always avoided the larger social 
gatherings. 'If that were not the case,' 
said these young gentlerafen, 'Schiller 
would certainly appear at Madam von 
Amim's the dansante this evening, that 
is, unless the feelings awakened ih his 
bosom by the presence of Count Kun- 
heim might be of too disagreeable a 
nature.' " 

Schiller shuddered, and a dark cloud 
gathered on his brow. "Who is this 
Count Kunheim ? " 

"I asked them this question also, and 
the young oflSoers replied that Count 
Kunheim was the wealthy o\^ner of a 
large landed estate in Prussia, who had 
intended remaining a few days in Dres- 
den in passing through the city on his 
way to the baths of Teplitz. He had, 
however, made the acquaintance of Miss 
von Arnim at a party, and had been so 
captivated by her grace and beauty that 
he had now sojourned here for weeks, 
and was a daily visitor at Madam von 
Amim's housei" 

"And she never even mentioned his 
name,"' murmured' Schiller, with trem- 
bling lips, the cold perspiration stand- 
ing on^his forehead in great drops. 

"No, she told you nothing about 
him," repeated Körner. "And this 
evening Count Kunheim will be with 
her again,' while the little taper wiH 
bum for you at fhe window^ announ- 
cing that the impfen etrable* family circle 
has ohbe" more closed «Cr bund the fair 
maid alid her nootlier." 

"If that were true — oh, my God, if 
that ^ere true I " cried Schiller, looking 
wildly around him, his breast heaving 
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with agitation. " If this beantiM, this 
divine being ooald really have the ornel 
coarage to — " 

He had not the courage to pronounce 
the bitter word which made his soul 
shudder, but covered his face w4th his 
hand», and stood immovable for a long 
time, wrestling with his grief and an- 
guish. His two friends did not disturb 
him with any attempts at consolation. 
They understood the poet well; they 
knew that his heart was firm^ although 
easily, moved. They knew that after 
Frederick Schiller had wept and lament- 
ed like a child, he would once more be 
the Strong, courageous man, ready to 
look sorrow bolcBy in tha face.. And 
now but a short time elasped before the 
manly breast had regained sufficient 
strength to bear the burden of its grief. 
Schiller withdrew his hands from his 
face, threw his head back proudly, and 
shook his golden mane. 

*'You are right, all doubt must be 
removed," said. he; "I will see if the 
light has been f)laced at the window! " 

He looked at his large silver watch — 
a present from hi? father. Its old- 
fashioned form, and the plain hair- 
guard with which it was provided, in- 
stead of a gold chain, made it any thing 
hnt an appropriate ornament for a 
suitor of Marie von Anrim. "It is 
eight o'clock," said he-^"lhat is, the 
hour of reprieve or of execution has 
come. Go, my friends, I will dress my- 
self and then—" 

" But will you not permit us to ac- 
company you to the house ? " asked 
Körner. "Will you not permit your 
friends to remain at yoor side, to Con- 
sole you when the sad conviction dawns 
on your mind, or to witness your 
triamph, if it appears (what I sincerely 
hope may be the case) that we have 
been misinformed ? " ' 

ScliiUer shook his head. ** No^" said 
he, solemnly, " there are great moments 
in which man can only subdue the de- 



mons when he is entirely alone^ and 
battles against them with his own 
strength of soul. For me, such a mo- 
ment IS at hand; pray leave me, my 
friends I " 



OHAPTEB n. 

GILDBD PO VKETT. 

The chandelier in the large reception- 
room had been already lighted; and in 
the adjoining room, the door of which 
was thrown open, the servant hired for 
the occasion was occupied in lighting 
the candles in the plated candlesticks, 
while at a side table a second servant 
was busily engaged in arran^ngf' the 
cups and saucers, and • providing each 
witii a spoon; T)ut he now discontin- 
ued his work, and turned to the elderly 
lady, who stood at his side, and was 
endeavoring to cut a moderately-sized 
cake into the thinnest possible slices. 

"My lady," said the servant, humbly, 
"ten spoons are still wanting. Will 
you be kind enough to give tllem to 
me?" 

"Ah, it is true," replied the lady, "I 
have only given you the dozen we have 
in daily use, iand must fetch the others 
from the closet. You shall have them 
directiy." 

" My lady," remarked the first ser- 
vant, "there are not candles enough. 
Each of the branched candlesticks re- 
quires six candles, and I hat» only six 
in aU." 

" Then you will have to double the 
number by cutting them in two," re- 
joined her ladyship, who was- counting 
the slices of cake, to see if she had not 
already cut a sufficient number. 

"Thirty-three," she murmured, let- 
ting her finger rest on the last slice. 
" That ought to be enough. There wiU 
be twenty- persons, and many of them 
will not take cake a second time. A 
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good piece win be left for to-morrow, 
and we can invite Schiller to breakfast 
with ns on the remainder." 

At this moment, a red-faced maid, 
whose attire was far from being tidj, 
appeared at a side door' 

" My lady," said she, " I have jnst 
been to the grocer's to get the batter 
and sugar, but he woold not let me 
have any." 

"He wouldn't let yon have any?" 
repeated Madame von Arnim. " What 
do you mean ? " 

"My lady," continued the cook, in a 
whispering voice, and with downcast 
eyes, "the grocer said he would furnish 
nothing more until you paid his bill." 

" He is an insolent fellow, from whom 
you ^ftasi buy nothing more, Lisette," 
cried Madame von Arnim, very angrily. 
" I will pay this impertilient fellow to- 
morrow morning, when I have had my 
money changed, but my custom I with- 
draw from him. forever. I wish you to 
understand, Dsette, in the future you 
are to buy nothing whatever from this 
man. Go to the new grocer on the cor- 
ner of Market Square, give him my com- 
pliments, and tell him that I have heard 
his wju*es so highly praised that I intend 
to give him my patronage. He is to keep 
an account of aU I purchase, and I will 
settle with him at the end of each 
month." 

"My lady," said the cook, "as I 
have to go out again, anyhow, wouldn't 
it be better for me to run over to the 
game dealers, in Wikdruflfer Street, and 
buy another turkey? One will cer- 
tainly not be enough, my lady." 

" But, Lisette," rejoined her ladyship, 
angrily, " what nonsense is this ? When 
we talked over the supper together you 
said yourself that one turkey would be 
quite sufficient." 

"Yes, my lady, but you then said 
that only twelve persons were to be in- 
vited, and now there are twenty ! " 

"That makes no difference, what- 



ever, lisette! What will well satisfy 
twelve, will satisfy twenty ; moreover, 
it is not necessary that they should be 
exactly satisfied. I was invited to a 
sapper, a few evenings since, where 
they had nothing but a roast tnrkej, 
and a pie afterwards. There were 
twenty-two persons, and althou|^h each 
plate was provided with a respectable 
piece of the roast, I distinctly observed 
that half of the turkey was left over. 
Go, therefore, and get the butter and 
sugar, but one turkey is entirely suffi- 
cient — Every thing depends, however, 
on the carving," continued her lady- 
ship, when the cook had taken her de- 
parture, " and I charge yon, Leonhard, 
to make the carving-knife very sharp, 
and to cut the slices as thin and delicate 
as possible. Nothing is more vulgar 
than to serve up great thick pieces of 
meat It makes it look as if one was 
not in good society, but in some res- 
taurant where people go to eat all they 
desire." 

"My lady knows what my perform- 
ances are in that line," said the elder seiv- 
vant, simpering; " my lady has tried me 
before. Without boasting, I can make 
the impossible, possible. For instance. 
I carved yesterday, at Countess von 
Versen's, for a company of twenty-four 
people, and as a roast, a single hare, 
but I cat it into pieces that gladdened 
the heart I divided the back into as 
many pieces as there were joints. 
Eighteen joints made eighteen pieces, . 
I divided the quarters into twenty 
pieces, making in all thirty-eight, and 
so much still remained that ray lady, 
the countess, afterward remarked thai 
she would perhaps have another little 
party this evening, and gave tne two 
groschens extra for my services." 

" Carve the turkey so that half of it 
shall remain," said her ladyship, with 
dignity, " and I will also give you two 
groschens extra." 

The servant smiled faintly and howed 
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in acknowledgment of this magnani- 
mous offer. He then tnrned to the ta- 
ble at which the yonng servant was 
occupied in folding np the napkins 
into graceful figures. " Here are three 
bottles of white wine, my lady," said 
Leonhard, thoughtfully. " I very much 
fear that it will not go round twice, 
even if I fill the glasses only half 
full." 

"Unfortunately I have no farther 
supply of this variety," said her lady- 
ship, with dignity, "it will therefore be 
better to take a lighter wine, of which 
I have several varieties in my pantry. 
I will take these three bottles back and 
bring you others." With a bold grasp 
she seized them and vanished through 
the side door. 

"Do you know what her ladyship is 
now doing? " asked the experienced 
servant, Leonhard, his mouth expand- 
ed into a broad grin, as he danced 
through the room in his pumps, and 
placed the chairs in position. 

" She has gone after a lighter wine," 
replied the younger and inexperienced, 
who, with commendable zeal, was at 
this moment transforming the peak of a 
napkin into a swan's neck. 

"After a lighter wine," repeated 
Leonhard, derisively. "That is, she 
is on her way to the pantry^with her 
three bottles of wine, a pitcher of 
water, a funnel, and an empty bottle. 
When she enters the pantry she will 
lock the door, and when she opens the 
door and marches forth, she will have 
four full bottles instead of three, and 
only the pitcher will be empty." 

Hie other servant looked up in dis- 
may, heedless of the fact that his 
swan's neck was collapsing into an 
ordinary napkin again. "Mr. Leon- 
hard, do you mean to say that her 
ladyship is diluting the wine with 
water?" 

"Young man, that is not called di- 
luting, but simply * baptizing,' and, in- 
10 



deed, it is very appropriate that, in 
Christian society, where every body has 
been baptized, the wine should also re- 
ceive baptism. Bear this in mind, my 
successor." 

"Your successor? How so, your 
successor?" asked the other, eagerly, 
as he pushed a piece of bread under a 
napkin, which he had just converted 
into a melon. "Do you propose to 
retire to private life, and resign your 
custom to me, Mr. Leonhard ? " 

"Such custom as this, willingly," 
growled Leonhard, "that is, when I 
have received my money — when her 
ladyship pays the last penny she owes 
me I" 

" Then she has not paid you for your 
services?" said the younger, in a faint 
voice. 

"She has been in my debt since I 
first served her ; she owes me for four 
dinners and eight soirees. She prom- 
ised to pay each time, and has neVer 
kept her word ; and I would certainly 
have discontinued coming, long ago, if 
I had not known that my money would 
then certainly be lost. As it is, I now 
and then receive a paltry instalment of 
a few groschens. To-day," he continu- 
ed, " she went so far as to promise me 
two groschens extra. Promised! yes, 
but will she keep her word ? And it is 
very evident to me what the end of all 
this is to be. Her ladyship wishes to be 
rid of me ; and I am to be set aside, 
little by little, and by you, my friend. 
To-day, we are to wait on the table to- 
gether; but the next time she drums a 
company of matrimonial candidates to- 
gether, you alone will be summoned. 
Therefore, I call you my successor. I 
hope you will profit by my example. 
It is a fearful t^ing to say, but never- 
theless true, I stand before you as a 
living example of how her ladyship 
cheats a noble servant out of his well- 
earned wages. But patience, patience I 
I will not leave this field of ray renown 
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nrithoQt haying at least avenged my- 
self! I intend to beg her ladyship to 
pa J me ; and if she refuses to do ao, I 
WÜ1 exercise vengeance, twofold, fear- 
ful vengeance. Before the company 
assembles, I will be so awkward as to 
fall down and break the four bottles of 
baptized wine— before the company is 
assembled, becanse if I did it after- 
wards, the gaests wonld hear the crash, 
and know that she had had wine ; but 
if I do it beforehand, nobody will be- 
lieve that I broke the bottles." 

"That is a splendid idea," observed 
the younger servant, grinning. " I 
wDl bear this in mind, and follow your 
example." 

" I told you I was a living example, 
my successor," said Leonhard, impres- 
sively. " You can learn of me how to 
suffer, and how to avenge your 
wrongs." 

"But you spoke of twofold ven- 
geance. In what will your second act 
of vengeance consist ? " 

" The second act of vengeance will be 
this: in spite of the promised — ^mark 
the words of your unfortunate living 
example — ^in spite of the promised two 
groschens, I will not cut the unhappy 
turkey (which, to judge by the length 
of her spurs, must have been torn from 
her family as an aged grandmother) into 
little, transparent slices, leaving half of 
it for the next day ; but I will cut the 
whole turkey into pieces, and such 
great thick pieces, that it will not 
go round once, and nothing but the 
neck and drumsticks will be left when 
her ladyship's turn comes. Bear this in 
mind for the future, my successor I I 
am now going to her ladyship with a 
flag of truce before the battle. If she 
rejects the conditions on which I con- 
sent to make peace, the result will be 
made known to you by its crashing 
consequences. I am now going, my 
successor ; and I repeat it, for the last 
time, I am your living example I " 



Gravely nodding his well-dressed and 
powdered head, the servant glided 
through the room on lus ioaiidible 
dancing-shoes, and vanished through 
the side door, which opened into a 
small room, connected with the kjtchen 
by a passage. Her ladyship was neither 
in this room nor in the kitchen, hnt, as 
Leonhard had prophesied, had repdred 
to the pantry and locked herself in. 
The living example smiled triumphant- 
ly, and knocked gently at the door. 

"What is it?" asked her ladyship 
from within. " Who knocks ? " 

" Only Leonhard, my lady, who has 
come after the four bottles of wine." 

"You shall have them directly," re- 
plied his mistress; and ^Leonhard, 
whose ear was applied to the keyhole, 
heard for a moment a sound as of 
water gurgling through a fannel Then 
all was still, and he hurriedly withdrew 
fh)m the keyhole. 

The door was now opened, and Ma- 
dame von Arnim looked out. *' Come 
in and take the wine ; there it stands." 

Leonhard danced up the two steps 
and into the pantry, and laid hold of 
the bottles, two in each hand. 

" And now, my lady," said he, bow- 
ing profoundly, and waving his arms 
slowly to and fro with the bottles, Ee 
a juggler who first throws himself into 
the proper position before beginnmghis 
performances; "and now, my lady, I 
beg that you will graciously accord 
your humble servant a few moments 
conversation." 

Her ladyship inclined her head 
haughtily. "Speak, Leonhard, but be 
brief; my company wUl soon aniye." 

The younger servant was still at work 
preparing for the supper; and, while so 
engaged, was at the same timereflect- 
ting on the dangers and uncertaifl*'^ 
of life, and particularly on those attend- 
ing a career so open to the caprices of 
fortune as that of a valet de place. 
Suddenly the silence was broken by a 
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lond orash ; aod the servant nished to 
the side door to listen. He could now 
distinctly hear the angry, scolding 
voice of her ladyship, and the humble, 
apologetic murmurs of the cunning Leon- 
hard. 

" Yes," sfiddthe younger servant, grin- 
ning with delight, "he has broken the 
four bottles of wine! Consequently," 
lie quickly added, his voice subdued 
to a low murmur, "her ladyship has 
not paid him, and will probably not pay 
rae either I That is sad, for I bought a 
pair of new cotton gloves especially for 
this occasion," said he, surveying his 
hands. 

No, her ladyship had not paid Leon- 
hard; as usual, she had endeavored to 
console him with promises for the 
fature, and tt^ servant had taken his 
revenge. With unspeakable satisfac- 
tion, he was now engaged in picking 
np the fragments of glass which cover- 
ed the floor, perfectly indifferent to the 
volleys of wrath which her ladyship 
thundered down upon him from the 
threshold of the pantry. 

" What am I to do now ? what can I 
do ? " asked his mistress, finally. " To 
give a supper without wine is impos- 
sible!" 

Having cleared the wreck away, 
Leonhard now arose. 

" My lady," said he, with an air of 
profound deference, "I deeply regret 
this unfortunate occurrence, and I hum- 
bly beg you to deduct the value of these 
four bottles of wine when you pay 
me my wages for the four dinners and 
eight soirees, not including to-day ^9 1 " 
> "That I will do, as a matter of 
course," rejoined her ladyship; "but 
what am I to do nowl " 

" I take the liberty of making a sug- 
gestion," murmured the living example, 
submissively. "In the first instance, 
your ladyship took from me the three 
bottles of strong wine, giving me four 
bottles of a lighter variety instead. 



Now, as I have had the misfortune to 
break these four bottles, how would it 
do to fall back on the original three 
bottles of strong wine ? As I pour out 
the wine in the pantry, I could baptize 
it a little, and add some water to each 
glass. What does your ladyship think 
of this plan?" 

Her only reply was an annihilating 
glance, which Leonhard received with 
an air of perfect composure, as her lady- 
ship rustled past hjm and descended 
into the kitchen. 



CHAPTER in. 

MABIE VON ABNIM. 

With glowing cheeks and sparkling 
eyes her ladyship passed on, not to the 
parlor, but through a side door and into 
a small chamber. It was a plainly-fur- 
nished bedroom. It contained two un- 
cartained beds and a bureau, which 
stood in front of the only window 
through which but little light penetrat- 
ed the room from the narrow side street 
into which it opened. A young girl of 
extraordinary beauty was sitting be- 
fore the bureau, on which a single 
candle burned. Her small, lovely oval 
head was that of a Venus; the tall, slen- 
der and graceful figure, that of a Juno. 
In conformity with the fashion of that 
day, her dark-brown and shining hair 
was arranged in hundreds of little curls, 
encompassed with a golden band, which 
terminated on her forehead in a ser- 
pent's head. Her eyes — the large blue 
eyes which contrasted so wondrously 
with the dark hair — were gazing at the 
mirror. A sad smile played about her 
beautiful, crimson lips, as she looked at 
the reflection of her owp figure, at the 
lovely, rosy countenance, the ftill and 
rounded shoulders, the arms of dazzling 
whiteness, and at the tapering waist, 
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broagbt oat to great advantage by the 
closely-fitting bine silk bodice. She wore 
no ornament but the golden band in her 
hair; 'her jewels were her youth and 
her beauty ; the tears which trembled on 
her eyelashes were more precious gems 
than were ever mined for in the depths 
of the earth, for these came unsought 
jfrom the depths of her heart. 

She was so completely absorbed in 
her sadly-sweet dreams that her moth- 
er's entrance was unobserved ; and not 
until now, when her mother stood at 
her side, was she awakened from her 
reverie. 

"What do you wish, mamma?" she 
asked quickly. "Have our guests ar- 
rived ? Am I to go down ? " She 
was about to rise, but her mother mo- 
tioned her back with an imperious ges- 
ture. 

" Kemain where you are, no one has 
come yet. Lisette will announce the 
arrivals as they come. I desire to speak 
with you." 

rHer daughter sighed, folded her hands 
on her lap, and let her head fall on her 
bosom in mute resignation. " I think 
I know what you wish to speak about, 
mother," she whispered. 

" That I can readily believe, nor is it 
at all surprising that you should," said 
her corpulent ladyship, as she seated 
herself at her daughter's side. " I wish 
to speak to you of our future and of 
your duties. This state of things can 
continue no longer! I can no longer 
endure this life of plated poverty. I 
must no longer be exposed to the humil- 
iations I am compelled to suffer at the 
hands of shoemakers and tailors, grocers 
and servants, and the host of others who 
are dunning me for a few paltry gro- 
schens. My creditors have compelled 
me to run the gantlet again to-day, and 
I have been so annoyed and harassed 
that I feel like crying." 

" Poor mother 1 " sighed Marie. " Ah, 
why did we not remain in quiet, little 



Pillnitz, where we were doing so well, 
where our modest means were sufiScient 
for our support, and where we were 
not compelled to gild and burnish our 
poverty 1 " 

" For the hundredth time I will tell 
you why we did so," rejoined her 
mother, impatiently. " I left Pillnitz, 
and brought you to Dresden, because in 
Pillnitz there were only pensioned re- 
venue officials, invalid officers, and a 
few gray-headed lawyers and judges, 
but no young gentlemen, and, least of 
all, no marriageable, wealthy gentlemen, 
for you." 

" For me, mamma ? Have I ever ex- 
pressed any longing to be married ? " 

" Perhaps not, for you are a simple- 
minded, foolish dreamer ; but I desired 
it. I recognized the necessity of mak- 
ing a wealthy and a suitable match for 
you." 

" If you had recognized this necessity, 
mother," cried Marie, bursting into 
tears, "it was very cruel of you to let 
any other than such wealthy, marriage- 
able gentiemen come to our house. If 
this is really a matrimonial burean, we 
should have permitted only those to 
register themselves who possessed the 
necessary qualifications*" 

" I see you are becoming quite sarcas- 
tic and bitter," said her ladyship, shrug- 
ging her shoulders. "You have pro- 
fitted somewhat by your interview with 
Schiller." 

Marie drew back with a quick, con- 
vulsive movement, and a sigh escaped 
her lips. " You should not have men- 
tioned the name of this noble man at 
such a time, at a time when I am again 
compelled to deceive him." 

" Enough of this sentimentalism, 
Marie," rejoined her mother.- *' Mon- 
sieur Schiller is a very pleasant and 
agreeable man ; he may be a great poet 
besides, but a suitable husband for yoa, 
he is not 1 He can scarcely earn enough 
for his own support, and his clothing is 
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not respectable. How did he look when 
he came here yesterday ? You will ad- 
mit that it is impossible to bring him 
into the society of rich cavaliers and 
elegant officers, in his disorderly cos- 
tume." 

" He looked just as he did when we 
first met him at Madame Albrecht's, and 
yet you then begged him to visit us. 
And you it "was who afterwards encour- 
aged his visits." 

"Nor do I regret having done so," 
remarked Madame von Arnim, quietly. 
" Ooxmcillor Schiller is a man of high 
respectability and eminence. Our inti- 
macy with lim is of great advantage to 
us. It proves to the world that we are 
wise and intellectual ourselves, for other- 
wise, so intellectual a man would not 
have selected us as associates. Believe 
me, this intimacy has greatly advanced 
our social position ; it has called great 
attention to us, and placed your youth 
and beauty in the proper light. Gen- 
tlemen of the highest standing and 
greatest wealth now consider it a great 
honor to "be permitted to visit at our 
house, since they know that Frederick 
Schiller adores you, each one of them 
is anxious to achieve the renown of sup- 
planting the celebrated poet in your 
favor and making you his wife. You 
have a great many suitors, Marie, and 
yon owe them, in a great measure, to 
your iutimacy with Schiller." 

"But that is wrong, that is crimi- 
nal I " cried Marie, bursting into tears. 

"Why so?" rejoined Madame von 
Aniim, laughing. " He was the allur- 
ing bait we used to catch our gold- 
fishes with ; I can see nothing criminal 
in that. Why was this w^ise man fool- 
ish enough to fall in love with you, as 
he must have known that a union be- 
tween you and him is impossible ? " 

"Why impossible?" asked Marie, 
quickly ; she dried her eyes,, and looked 
defiantly into her mother's complacent, 
smiling countenance. 



" Whv impossible ? Because you are 
of too good, too noble a family to ally 
yourself with a man who is not a noble- 
man, who has no preeminent rank." 

" Mother, Frederick Schiller's rank is 
higher and more illustrious than that 
of counts and barons. There are hun- 
dreds of princes, counts, and barons, in 
the German empire, and but one poet, 
Frederick Schiller. Happy and highly 
honored throughout all Germany will 
the woman be to whom Frederick Schil- 
ler gives his name, whom he makes his 
wife." 

"Well, that may be," said Madame 
von Arnim, contemptuously, "but one 
thing is certain, and that is, that you 
will never be this woman." 

" And why not ? " asked Marie, pas- 
sionately. " If Schiller really loves me, 
and offers me his hand, why shall I not 
accept it ? Because he is not wealthy ? 
He will know how to convert the treas- 
ures of his intellect into millions of 
money. Until then I can practice econ- 
omy. My wants are few, and you well 
know, mother, that I can make a little 
go a long way. Then, permit me to be 
happy in my own way. I will tell you 
the whole truth, mother, I love Fred- 
erick Schiller, and, if he asks me to be 
his wife, I shall be the happiest of God's 
creatures." 

" Nonsense 1 " rejoined her ladyship. 
" You will be kind enough to give up 
aU thought of this foolish love, and 
make up your mind to marry the noble 
and wealthy gentleman selected for you 
by your mother." 

"Mother," cried Marie, imploringly, 
" do not be so cruel, have pity on me 1 
Do not compel me to destroy my own 
happiness, for I tell you that I can only 
be happy at Schiller's side." 

"And why should you be happy?" 
asked her mother, coldly. "What right 
have you to happiness above the rest of 
mankind ? Do you suppose I am hap- 
py ? / have never been, and have never 
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imagiaed I had a right to be. Life is a 
pretty hard nut ; in attempting lo crack 
it we break onr teeth, and when we at 
last succeed, we find that it is empty, 
after all. Whether we are personally 
happy or not, is a matter of small mo- 
ment — the one thing is to do oar duty 
to others; and yonr duty it is, to repay 
your mother for her sacrifices for your- 
self and your brother. At your father's 
death you were both young children, 
and of course his lieutenant's paltry 
pension was not sufficient for our sup- 
port. But I could not let you starve, 
and it was my duty to give you an edu- 
cation that would qualify you to take 
the position in society to which your 
rank entitles you. I did not hesitate 
for a moment, and, although I was still 
young, and might have made a second 
and an advantageous marriage, I gave 
up all such plans, sold my handsome 
and costly trousseau, and retired with 
you to the little town of PiUnitz, where 
I devoted myself wholly to the educa- 
tion of my children. You know that 
this is so, do you not ? " 

'' I do," replied Marie, as she grasped 
her mother's hand and carried it to her 
lips. " You sacrificed yourself for your 
children, and they are indebted to you 
for all that they are." 

"Unfortunately, that is not a great 
deal as yet," said her mother. " Your 
brother is only a poor second-lieutenant, 
whose salary is not sufficient for his sup- 
port, and you are only an indigent young 
lady of noble birth, who must either 
become a governess or marry a fortune. 
My means are now entirely exhausted. 
Little by little I have sold all the valua- 
bles I possessed, my diamonds, my jew- 
elry, and my silver- ware. I finally 
parted with my last jewel, the necklace 
inherited from my mother, in order that 
we might live in Dresden a year on the 
proceeds. But the year is almost at an 
end, and my money also. We cannot 
maintain ourselves here more than four 



weeks longer, and then the artistic 
structure of our social position will 
crumble over our heads, and all wiU be 
over. You will be compelled to earo 
your own bread, your poor brother will 
be reduced to the greatest extremities^ 
and your mother will have to take up 
her abode in a debtors' prison, as, after 
bar well-considered plans have failed, 
she will have no means to meet the de- 
mands of her numerous creditors. All 
this wUl be your work, the responsi- 
bility rests with you." 

" O my God, have pity on me I " sob- 
bed Marie. " Show me the result of all 
this trouble 1 " 

" The result is, governess or countess," 
said Madam von Arnim, quietly. ^^Iq 
your weakness you may suppose there 
could be a third alternative, that of be- 
coming Councillor Schiller's wife. Y^ 
I will never give my consent to such a 
misalliance ; a misalliance is only ex- 
cusable when gilded over with extraor- 
dinary wealth. But Councillor Schil- 
ler is poor, and wül always remain 
poor ; he is an idealist, and not a prac- 
tical man. I should like to know what 
advantage I should derive from having 
the poet Schiller as a son-in-law. Can 
he compensate me for my sacrifices? can 
he replace my jewels, my trousseau, and 
my silver- ware? You know that he 
cannot, and never will be able to do so. 
It is your sacred and imperative duty 
to compensate and reward me for the 
sacrifices which I have made for yon, 
and to secure to me in my old age the 
comfortable existence of which care 
and solicitude for yourself and your 
brother have hithertq deprived me. 
You will marry the rich Count Kun- 
heim. You wiS receive his attentions 
in such a manner as to encourage him 
to offer you his hand, which you will 
then accept. I command you to do so! '• 

" But, mother, this is impossible, I 
do not love the count, I cannot marry 
him ! Have pity on me, mother 1 " she 
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sank down on her knees, and raised her 
hands imploringly. "I repeat it; I 
love Frederick Schiller I " 

"Well, then, love Frederick Schiller, 
if you wül," said her ladyship, with a 
shrug of her shoulders, "hut marry 
Oount Knnheim. It is given to no 
woman to marry the object of her first 
love, to make the ideal of her heart her 
husband. You will only share the 
common lot of woman ; you will have 
to renounce your first love and make a 
sensible marriage. I can tell you, how- 
ever, for your consolation, that marriages 
of the latter sort generally prove much 
happier in the sequel than these mon- 
eyless love-marriages. When hunger 
stalks in at the door love flies out at 
the window. On the other hand, the 
most lovelorn and desolate heart will 
finally recover, when given a daily air- 
ing in a carriage-and-four. Drive in 
your carriage, and accord me a seat \n 
it; lam weary. I have been travel- 
ling life-long on the stony streets, and 
my feet are wounded 1 Marie, I en- 
treat you, my child, take pity on the 
poor mother, who has suffered so much, 
take pity on the brother, who must 
give up his career in life, unless we 
can give him some assistance. He 
would be compelled to leave the army, 
and perhaps, his only resource would be 
to hire himself out as a copyist to some 
lawyer, in order to earn a subsistence. 
Marie, dear Marie, I entreat you, take 
pity on your family I Our happiness is 
in your hands I " 

She made no reply, she was still on 
her knees, had covered her countenance 
with her hands, and was weeping bit- 
teriy. Her mother gazed down upon 
ber without a^ emotion of pity, her 
broad, fleshy face and little gray eyes 
expressed no sympathy whatever. 

"Be reasonable^ Marie," said her 
ladyship, after a short interval, " con- 
sider the happiness of your mother and 
brother, rather than the momentary 



caprice of your heart. Oast aside these 
dreams, this sensitiveness, and seek 
your own happiness in that of your 
fkmily." 

" It shall be as you say," said Marie, 
rising slowly from her knees. "I 
will sacrfice my own happiness for 
your sake, but I make one condi- 
tion." 

" And that is— ?" 

" That all these little mysteries and 
intrigues be discontinued, and Schiller 
be told the whole truth. No more 
signs are to be given requesting him 
not to come; he is no longer to be 
made use of and yet denied at the 
same time. He must not be permitted 
to hope that his addresses will be ac- 
cepted ; he must learn that they will be 
rejected. If he should then still desire 
to visit us, our door must be open to 
him at all times, and the light must 
never be placed in my window again to 
warn him off. This is my condition. 
Accept it, and I am ready to cover my 
face with a mask, and play the r61e 
which the necessities of life compel me 
to assume.^* 

"I will accept it," replied Madame 
von Arnim, "although I consider it 
very impolitic» Schiller's nature is 
violent, easily excited, and deficient in 
that aristocratic cultivation' which re- 
presses all the movements of natural 
impulse. For instance, if he should 
come here this evening, a very disa- 
greeable scene might ensue ; he would 
be capable of reproaching me or your- 
self quite regardless of the presence of 
others." 

"And he could reproach us with 
justice," sighed Marie, "I am resolved 
rather to bear his anger than to deceive 
him any longer." 

" But I am not," rejoined her lady- 
ship, " I have a perfect horror of these 
seines dramatiques. But you will have 
it so, you made it your condition, and 
nothing remains for me but to accept > 
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it. And now, be discreet, be sensible ; 
induce Count Kunbeim to declare him- 
self this evening, if possible, in order 
that Schiller may hear of your betrothal 
as A fait cuseomplV* 

" I will do your bidding," said Marie, 
with a sad and yet proud smile. " Give 
yourself no further care, the sweet 
dream is at end, I have awakened. It 
is a sad awakening, and I will have to 
weep a great deal, but my tears shall 
not accuse you ; if I am unhappy, I will 
not say that you were the cause of my 
unhappiness. It was God's will, this 
shall be my consolation; God wills it 
and I submit 1 " 

" And you do well, and will live to 
thank me for having prevented you 
from becoming the wife of a poor Ger- 
man poet. And now, that we have 
disposed of this disagreeable affair, 
come to my heart my daughter, and 
give me a kiss of reconciliation." 

But, instead of throwing herself in- 
to her mother's extended arms, Marie 
drew back. " No," said she, " do not 
kiss me now, mother ; we could only 
exchange a Judas kiss. Come, give me 
your hand, mother, and let us go to the^ 
parlor to receive our guests. Let us, 
however, first extinguish this can- 
dle." 

" Yes, we will, or rather I will carry 
it with me to the kitchen, where a lit- 
tle more light would not be amiss," 
said her ladyship, taking the candle 
from the bureau. " Go to the parlor, 
ray daughter, and receive our guests, I 
must first go to the kitchen to see if 
every thing is in order." 

They both left the chamber; Marie 
repaired to the parlor, and her mother 
passed on to the kitchen, to see if the 
new grocer had furnished the butter 
and sugar. To her great relief, she 
learned that he had, and, elated by this 
success, she determined to send to the 
accommodating grocer for a few bottles 
of wine to replace the broken ones. 



Nothing more was now wanting for the 
completion of her soiree I She hastily 
gave the cook a few instructions, and 
then returned to the bedchamber with 
the candle. 

"He must not come this evening," 
said her ladyship to herself; "he 
might frustrate the whole plan, for 
Marie is transformed into another be- 
ing in his presence, and Count Eunheim 
would not fail to observe that she did 
not love him. No, the light must be 
burning — Schiller must be kept away. 
As the rich Countess Kunheim, Marie 
will some day thank me for not having 
kept ray promise. Yes, she certainly 
will!" 

She hastened forward to the window 
and placed the light in a conspicuous 
place. But what was that I At this 
moment, a loud peal of laughter re- 
sounded in the narrow street beneath 
the window — a peal of laughter that 
was so bitter, so mocking, that it star- 
tled even her ladyship's fearless heart; it 
seemed almost like a threat. 

Her ladyship now repaired to the 
parlor to receive her guests, who had 
begun to arrive, and this disagreeable 
sensation was soon forgotten. Madame 
von Arnim greeted each one of her 
guests with the same stereotyped smOe 
— the same polite phrases. She quietly 
conducted the few old ladies, who had 
been invited to give dignity to the oc- 
casion, into the adjoining boudoir, and 
recruited an invalid mt^or to play whist 
with them. And now, after having sat- 
isfactorily disposed of these guests, and 
rendered their gossiping tongues harm- 
less, she returned to the parlor, and dis- 
played to the assembled officers and 
cavaliers the smiling, pleasant coante- 
nance of a lady who is ready to become 
a loving and tender mother-in-law. — 
For propriety's sake, a few young 
women had also been invited, having 
small pretensions to good looks, and of 
modest attire ; such ladies as are com- 
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monly termed friends, and who are 
nothing more than the setting which 
^ves additional lustre to the gem. To 
entertain these friends was the mission 
of the second-lientenants, while the oflS- 
cers of higher rank and the wealthy 
cavaliers congregated aroand the god- 
dess of their adoration — the lovely 
Marie von Arnim. 

She was now once more the radiant 
beauty ; her countenance was rosy and 
joyous, her blue eyes were bright and 
clear, and bore no evidence of the 
tears which had flowed back to her 
heart. A smile played^ about her rosy 
lips, and merry, jesting words escaped 
the mouth which but now had uttered 
wails and lamentations. Count Ehr- 
hard von Kunheim was completely cap- 
tivated by her grace and beauty; his 
gaze was fastened immovably on her 
lovely countenance. The homage she 
received from all sides was a flattering 
tribute to the lady of his choice — the 
lady he now firmly resolved to make 
his bride. It was very pleasant to see 
his future wife the object of so much 
adoration. He would gladly have seen 
the whole world at her feet, for then 
his triumph would have been so much 
greater in seeing himself favored above 
all the world. 

He gazed proudly at the array of 
rank by which his love was surround- 
ed; the expressions of admiration were 
sweet music in his ear. He mentally 
determined to address her this very 
evening ; in a few brief hours it would 
be in his power to cry out to his rivals : 
" The lovely Marie von Arnim is mine ! 
She is my bride 1 " How great, how 
glorious a triumph would that bei It 
was a pity that he was not present I 
To have carried off this prize before 
him would have crowned his triumph. 

" Miss Marie," asked the count, inter- 
rupting the joyous conversation which 
she was carrying on with several offi- 
cers, " you had graciously promised to 



make me acquainted with your protege, 
Mr. Schiller ? Is he likely to come this 
evening ? " 

The smile faded from her lips, the 
lustre of her eyes was dimmed, and she 
looked anxiously around, as if seeking 
help. Her eyes met the keen, threaten- 
ing glance of her mother, who at once 
came forward to her assistance; she 
felt that escape was no longer possible 
— the hand of fate had fallen upon her. 

"i fear Councillor Schiller is not 
coming," said her ladyship, in her com- 
placent manner. 

"No, he is not coming," repeated 
Marie, mechanically. Kegrets, and many 
praises of the genjal poet they so much 
admired, and whose latest poems were 
so charming, now resounded from all 
sides. 

"It is really a pity that you have 
never been able to gratify us by pro- 
ducing this celebrated poet," said Count 
Kunheim to the beautiful Marie. 

With a forced smile, she replied, " Yes, 
it is really a pity." 

"And why is he not coming? " asked 
several gentlemen of Madame von Ar- 
nim. "Pray tell us, why is it this 
couQcillor only comes when you are 
alone, and is certain of meeting no com- 
pany here ? " 

" He avoids mankind, as the owl does 
the light," replied her ladyship, smil- 
ing. " We gave him our solemn prom- 
ise that we would not receive other 
visitors when he is with us ; we prom- 
ised, moreover, that we would let him 
Jcnow when we had company in the 
evening by giving him a signal." 

"And do you really give him the 
signal, my lady?" asked Count Kun- 
heim. 

" Yes, we do," replied Marie, in a low 
voice. 

" And may I ask in what the signal 
consists that annoxmces to the man-fear- 
ing poet that other mortals have ap- 
proached his goddess? " 
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" It 18 no secrefc,*' said Madame yon 
Arnim. " I will tell yon, oonnt. The 
signal is a lighted candle placed at the 
window of our dressing-room. When 
he sees this light, he beats a retreat, and 
tnms his back on our house." 

" Will he come if no light is bumiug 
for him ? " inquired Oount Kunheim, 
quickly. 

" He will," replied Madame von Ar- 
nim, laughing. 

" Therefore, if no light should bum 
in the window, he would come this 
evening ? " 

" Certainly he would. He vows that 
he only lives and thinks wheÄ in my 
daughter's presence ; and he would un- 
doubtedly have come this evening if I 
had not given him the signal." 

"But, mother," exclaimed Marie, 
"you are mistaken; we did not give 
the signal to-day." 

" Then, as you gave no signal, he has 
simply declined to avail himself of your 
invitation for this evening," remarked 
Oount Kunheim. 

" N"o, no, count, he has not come, be- 
cause I gave the signal." 

" Not so, my lady," observed a cold, 
quiet voice behind her ; " true, you 
gave the signal, but he has come never- 
theless." 

"Schiller I" exclaimed Marie, turn- 
ing pale, and yet she smiled and her 
eyes sparkled. She was on the point 
of hastening forward with extended 
hands to meet him, but her mother had 
already interposed her colossal figure 
between her and the poet, and was 
gazing at him defiantly, as if to dgnify 
her readiness to take up the gauntlet if 
he should meditate warfare. 

"You are heartily welcome, Coun- 
cillor Schiller," said she, in dulcet tones. 
" We feel highly honored and are par- 
ticularly pleased to have you join us at 
last on an evening when we have com- 
pany. These gentlemen will all be de- 
delighted to make your acquaintance. 



We were speaking of you when you 
entered, and all were regretting that 
you were not here, and — " 

" Of that I am aware," said Schiller, 
interrupting her. " I had been standing 
in the doorway for some time, but yon 
were conversing so eagerly that no one 
noticed my presence. I saw and heard 
aU." 

Schüler's voice trembled while utter- 
ing these words, and his eountenance 
was deathly pale. 

" Then you heard us all express an 
ardent denre to make your acqnaiot- 
ance," said Oount Kunheim, stepping 
forward. " I esteem myself highly for- 
tunate in being able to gratify this de- 
sire.^ Permit me to introduce myself 
I am Count von Kunheim." 

Schiller did not seem to observe the 
count's extended hand, and bowed 
stiffly ; he then looked over toward the 
window-niche, to which Marie had 
withdrawn, and where she stood trem- 
bling, her heart throbbing wildly. How 
angry, reproachful, 'and contemptuous, 
was the glance he fastened on her coun- 
tenance I But his lips were mute, and 
as he now withdrew his gaze, he erected 
his head proudly, and a derisive smile 
quivered on his thin, compressed lips. 
With this smile he turned to the gen- 
tleman again, and greeted them with a 
haughty inclination of his head, lue a 
king who is receiving the homage of 
his subjects. " You expressed a desire 
to see ¥ae, gentlemen, I am here. The 
conversation which I overheard, com- 
pelled me to show myself for a mo- 
ment, in order to correct a litue error 
imparted to you by Madame von Ar- 
nim." 

"An error?" said her ladyship, id 
some confusion. " Really, Mr. Schiller, 
I am at a loss to understand exactly your 
meaning." 

" I will make myself understood, Mad- 
ame von Arnim. You told these geo* 
tlemen that I avoided mankind as the 
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owl avoids the light. But this is not 
the case, and I beg these gentlemen not 
to credit this statement. I do not 
avoid mankind, and I do not hate my 
fellow-creatures, hut I love them. I 
love and revere the human counte- 
nance, for the spirit of God is reflected 
in the human eye. I love my fellow- 
creatures, and although they have some- 
times caused me pain, and rudely awak- 
ened me from my dreams of happiness, 
yet, my faith iu humanity is unshaken, 
and-^" 

" Oh, Schiller," cried Marie, stepping 
forward from the window-niche, and 
no longer able to conceal her agitation, 
''Schiller, give me your hand, tell 
me — " 

" Miss von Arnim," said he, interrupt- 
iug her, " I have nothing to say to you, 
I only desire to speak to these gentle- 
men I I do not wish you to consider 
me a foolish misanthrope, gentlemen, 
and therefore, I take the liberty of cor- 
recting a second erroneous statement 
made by Madame von Arnim. She 
told you that I had exacted of her the 
promise, to warn me by a signal-light 
when the ladies were entertaining com- 
pany, because social intercourse was 
burdensome and repugnant to me. This 
is, however, not the case, but exactly 
the reverse. These ladies, and particu- 
larly Miss Marie von Arnim requested 
me to come here only when the win- 
dow was dark, and on the other hand 
never to visit them when I saw a light 
in the window. Miss von Arnim — ' ' 

" Schiller," said she, interrupting him, 
in a loud and trembling voice, and lay- 
ing her hand on his arm, " Schiller, I 
conjure you, go no further 1 " 

" Miss von Arnim also explained to me 
why she desired this," continued Schil- 
ler, as though he had not heard Marie's 
imploring voice, as though he did not 
feel the pressure of her trembling hand. 
"Miss von Arniny told me that on the 
evenings in which the signal would be 



given the circle of her mother's nearest 
relatives would be assembled in the- 
house, in which circle it was impossible 
to introduce a stranger. Gentlemen, it 
affords me great pleasure to recognize 
in you the dear cousias and uncles of 
this young lady, and I congratulate her 
on her brilliant and exclusive family 
party. And now permit me to explain 
why I dared to enter this house, al- 
though the light displayed in the win- 
dow proclaimed the presence of the 
family." 

" But there was no light at the win- 
dow," exclaimed Marie, eagerly ; " this 
is an error 1 I desired that you should 
come this evening, and on that account 
it was expressly understood between 
my mother and myself that no — ^" 

" The light was there," said her lady- 
ship, interrupting her; "I had placed 
it there ! Be still, do not interrupt 
the councillor; he said he had some- 
thing to explain. — Continue, sir I Why 
did you come, although the light was 
displayed in the window ? " 

"Because I wished to know what 
it really meant," replied Schiller, with 
composure and dignity. " You see, 
my lady, I am not afraid of the 
light, and I seek the truth, although I 
must admit that it is a painful and 
bitter truth that I have learned to-day. 
But man must have the courage to look 
facts in the face, even if it were the 
head of the Medusa. I have seen the 
truth, and am almost inclined to believe 
that the eternal gods must have im- 
parted to me some of the strength of 
Perseus, for, as you see, I have not been 
transformed into stone, but am still suf- 
fering. And now that I have corrected 
her ladyship's errors, I humbly beg par- 
don for haviag cast a shadow over the 
gayety of this assembly. It will certain- 
ly be for the last time I Farewell, la- 
dies 1" 

He inclined his head shghtly, but did 
not cast a single glance at the lovely 
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Marie von Arnim ; he did not see her 
faint, and fall into Connt Kunheim's 
arms, who lifted her tenderly and car- 
ried her to the sofa, where he gently 
deposited his precious harden. Nor did 
he see the friends rush forward to re- 
store the insensible yoang lady to con- 
sciousness with their smelling-bottles 
and salts. No, Frederick Schiller ob- 
served nothing of all this ; he walked 
through the parlor and antechamber 
toward the hall-door. Near the door 
stood the * living example,' looking up 
with an expression of unspeakable ad- 
miration at the tall figure of the poet, 
who had written his two favorite pieces, 
"The Robbers," and "Fiesco." He was 
so grateful to the poet for having put 
her ladyship to shame, that he would 
gladly have knelt down and kissed his 
feet. . 

"Oh, Mr. Schiller, great Mr. Schil- 
ler," murmured Leonhard, hastening for- 
ward to open the door, " you are not 
the only one whom she has deceived. 
She has deceived me also ; I, too, am a 
wretched victim of her cunning. But 
only wait, sublime poet, only wait ; I will 
not only avenge myself, but you also, 
Mr. Schiller. I will cut the pieces still 
larger, and the turkey shall not go half 
around, not half around 1 I will avenge 
both myself and Schiller I " 

He did not hear a word of what 
Leonhard had said, for he hurried 
past him, down the steps, and out into 
the street. There he stood still for a 
moment gazing at the lighted windows, 
until a veil of unbidden tears darkened 
his viaon. The burning tears trickling 
down his cheeks aroused him. He 
shook his head angrily, and pressed his 
clinched hands against his eyes to drive 
them back ; not another tear would he 
shed. Awayl Away from this house I 
Away I 



CHAPTER IV. 

B0ITX8 m PUBGATOBT. 

As it pursued by the Furies, with un- 
covered head, his yellow locks fluttering 
in the wind, he rushed onward through 
the streets, over the long Elbe bridge, 
past the golden crucifix, which towered 
in the moonlight, and now along the 
river bank beneath the Brühl Terrace, 
following the river, and listening to the 
rippling waves, that murmur of peace 
and eternal rest. 

The moon threw golden streaks of 
light on the river, and a long shadow 
on »its bank, the shadow of the poet^ 
who was hurrying on in grief and 
agony. Where? He did not know, he 
was not conscious that he was walking 
on the verge of an open grave ; he was 
only instinctively seeking a solitude, 
a retreat where the ear of man could 
not hear, nor the eye of man see him. 
He wished to be alone with his grie^ 
alone in the trying hour when he wonld 
be compelled to tear the fair blossom 
from his hearty and tread it under foot 
as though it were a poisoAous weed. 
He wished to be alone with the tears 
which were gushing from his soul, with 
the cries of agony that escaped his 
quivering lips — alone in the great and 
solemn hour when the poet was once 
more to receive the baptism of tears, 
that his poetic children, his poems, 
might be nourished with the blood that 
flowed from his wounded breast. 

He had now entered the little wood 
which at that time skirted the river 
bank a few hundred yards below the 
terrace. Its darkness and silence was 
what he had sought, and what he need- 
ed. Alone ! Alone with his God and 
his grief f A loud cry of anguish escaped 
his breast and must have awakened the 
slumbering bu'ds. The foliage of the 
trees was agitated by a plaintive whis- 
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pering and murmuriDg, as though the 
birds were saying to the moonbeams : 
" Here is a man who is suffering, who 
is wrestling with his agony I Console 
him with your golden rays, good moon ; 
give him of your peace, starry summer 
eve ! " 

Perhaps the moon heard the plaintive 
appeal of the birds and the spirits of the 
night, for at this moment it broke forth 
from the concealing clouds and showed 
its mild, luminous countenance, and 
pierced the forest with its golden beams, 
seeking him who had disturbed the 
peace of slumbering Nature with the 
agonized cry of his wakeful, tormenting 
grief. 

There he lies, stretched out like a 
corpse, or like one in a trance. But the 
moon sees that he is not dead, not un- 
conscious, and sadly witnesses the tears 
trickling down his countenance, and 
hears his sobs and waüs, the wails of 
the genius suffering after the maimer of 
humanity; and yet the spirit of God 
dwells in his exalted mind, and will give 
him strength to overcome this grief. 

The night sheds a soft light on his 
tearful countenance, as though it greeted 
him with a heavenly smile; and the 
stars stand still and twinkle their greet- 
ings to the poet. The melody of the 
birds is hushed, and they listen in the 
foliage, as though they understood his 
lamentations. Schiller had now raised 
his head ; the stillness and solitude of 
the night had cooled the burning fever 
of his soul. 

" Is it then true, am I destined only 
to suffer and to be deceived? Years 
roll on and I have not yet eiyoyed the 
golden fruits that life promises to man, 
the golden fruits of Arcadia. My heart 
was filled with such joyous anticipations, 
tty soul 'longed for these fruits. Al- 
though the spring-time of my life has 
hardly begun, its blossoms have already 
withered. All is vanity and illusion I 
Falsehood alone can make men happy, 



truth kills them like God's lightning I 
I have looked thee in the face again to- 
day. Truth, thou relentless Divinity, and 
my heart burns in pain, and my soul is 
filled with agony. The poet is a prophet, 
my present condition proves it; what 
the poet in me sung, the poor child of 
humanity now experiences ; my suffer- 
ings are boundless." 

He buried his face in his hands, and 
the moon saw the tears which trickled 
out from between his fingers, and heard 
the poet's plaintive, trembling voice 
break in upon the stillness of the night 
like the soft tones of an ^olian harp : 

"Ich zahle Dir in einem andern Leben, 
Gieb Deine Jagend mir I 
Nichts kann ich Dir als diese Weisnng geben. 
Ich nahm die Weisnng anf das andre Leben, 
Und meiner Jagend Freuden gab ich ihr I 

Gieb mir das Weib, so theuer Deinem Herzen I 
Gi^b Deine Laura mir ! 

Jenseit des Grabes wuchern Deine Schmerzen I ^ 
Ich riss sie blutend aus dem wunden Herzen, 
Ich weinte laut und gab sie ihr 1 " ♦ 

" And gave — albeit with tears ! " re- 
peated Schiller once more, and a cry of 
anguish escaped his breast. " Is it then 
inevitable ? Is man bom only to suffer, 
and are those right who assert that life « 
is only a vale of sorrow, and not worth 
enduring ? " 

He seemed to be painfally meditating 
on this question. Nature held its breath, 
awaiting his answer ; even the birds had 
ceased chirping, and the wind no long- 
er dared to rustle in the tree-tops. In 
what tones will the -^olian harp of the 
soul respond? What reply will the 

♦ " I will repay thee in a holier land- 
Give thou to me thy youth ; 
AH I can grant thee lies in this command. 
I heard, and, trusting in a holier land. 
Gave my young joys to Truth. 

Give me thy Laura— give me her whom love 
To thy hearths core endears ; 
The usurer bliss pays every grief-above ! 
I tore the fond shape from the bleeding love, 
And gavö-«lbeit with tears." 

Sir E, B, LyUorCs Schmer, 
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poet make to the qnestion propounded 
by the man? 

He looks up at the bright firmament 
shedding its peaceful beams npon his 
head; he looks at the starSf and they 
smile on him. There is something in 
him that bids defiance to all sorrow and 
melancholy. A soft, heavenly, and yet 
strong voice resounds in his soul like 
the mysterious manifestation of the 
Divinity itself. He listens to this voice ; 
the pinions of his soul no longer droop f 
he rises, stretches out his arms towards 
the moon and the stars, and his soul 
soars heavenward and revels in the 
glories of the universe. 

" No," he exclaimed, in loud and joy- 
ous tones, ^' no, the earth is no vale of 
sorrow, it is the garden of the Almighty. 
No, life is no banble to be lightly thrown 
away; the sufferings life entails must 
be endured and overcome. Give me 
strength to overcome them, thou in- 
dwelling spirit; illumine the darkness 
of my human soul, thou flame of God, 
holy poetry I No, it were unworthy 
the dignity, unworthy tlie honor of 
manhood, to bow the head under the 
yoke of sorrow, and become the slave 
• of melancholy for the sake of a faithless 
woman. A greeting to you, you golden 
lights of the heavens I you shall not 
look down on me with pity, but with 
proud sympathy 1 I am a part of the 
great spirit who created you, am spirit 
of the spirit of God, am lord of the 
earth. Down with you, sorrows of 
earth I down with you, scorpions! I 
will set my foot on your head, and tri- 
umjih over you. You shall have no 
power over me. I am a man ; who is 
more so ? " 

And exultantly and triumphantly he 
once more cried out to the night and the 
heavens : " I am a man 1 " 

It was not the sky which now illu- 
mined his countenance, it was the proud 
smile of victory ; the light in his eyes 
was not the reflection of the stars, but 



the brave courage of the soul which had 
elevated itself above tlie dust of the 
earth. 

" The struggle is over, grief is over- 
come! I greet thee, thou peaeeftl, 
tranquil night, thou hast applied the 
healing balsam to my vrounded breast; 
and all pain will soon have vanished! " 

He turned homeward, and walked 
rapidly through the wood and along the 
river bank, which was here and there 
skirted with clumps of bushes and shrnV 
bery. 

Suddenly he stood still and listened. 
It seemed to him that he had heard the 
despairing cry of a human voice behind 
some bushes, close to the river bank. 
Yes, he had not been mistaken, be could 
now hear the voice distinctly. 

SchiUer slowly and noiselessly ap- 
proached the clump of bushes from he- 
hind which the voice had seemed to 
proceed ; he bent the twigs aside, and, 
peering through the foliage, listened. 

He beheld a strange sight. He saw 
before him the river witii its ripplmg 
waves, and, on its narrow bank, kneel- 
ing in the full moonlight, a human 
form — a youth whose countenance wbs 
pale and emaciated, and whose longhlack 
hair fluttered in the breeze. His fea- 
tures were distorted with anguish, and 
the tears which poured down hishoDov 
cheeks sparkled in the light like dia- 
monds. He was partially undressed, 
and his coat, hat, and a book, which, to 
judge from its size and shape, appeared 
to be a Bible, lay at his side on the sand. 
The youth had raised his bare arms 
toward heaven, his hands were clasped 
together convtdsively, and in his agony 
his voice trembled as he uttered these 
words : 

"I can no longer endure life. Fo^ 
give me, O God in heaven, bnt I can- 
not I Thou knowest what my strn^l^s 
have been I Thou knowest that I hare 
tried to live— tried to bid defiance to 
the torments which lacerate my soiül 
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riion knowest how many mgbts I have 
passed on my knees, entreating Thee to 
send down a ray of mercy on my head, 
bo show me an issue oat of this night of 
despair 1 But it was not Thy will, Al- 
mighty Father! Thou hast not taken 
pity on the poor worm that writhed in 
the dnst, on the heggar who stretched 
out his hands to Thee, imploring alms I 
Then, pardon me at least, and receive 
me in Thy mercy I I am ahout to re- 
turn to Thee ; God, receive me gra- 
ciously ! And thou, thou hard, cruel, 
joyless world, thou vale of affliction, 
a curse upon thee — ^the curse of a dy- 
ing mortal who has received nothing 
hut tortnent at thy hands 1 Farewell, 
and—" 

He arose from his knees, and rushed 
forward with extended arms toward the 
deep, silent grave that lay there ready to 
receive him. Suddenly a strong hand 
held him as in a vice, he was drawn 
hack and hurled to the ground at the 
water's edge. It seemed to him that a 
giant stood before him — a giant whose 
golden locks were surrounded by a halo, 
whose eyes sparkled, and whose counte- 
nance glowed with noble anger. 

'' Suicide," thundered a mighty voice, 
"who gives you the right to murder 
him whom God has created I Felon, 
murderer, fall on your knees in the dust 
and pray to God for mercy and forgive- 
ness 1 " 

"I hav^ prayed to God for weeks 
and months," murmured the trembling 
youth, writhing in the dust, and not 
daring to look up at the luminous 
apparition that hjjvered over him like 
God's avenging angel. " It was all in 
vain. No ray of light illumined the 
night of my sufferings. I wish to die, 
hecause I can no longer endure life! 
I flee to death to seek relief from the 
^imger that has been gnawing at my 
vitals for four days, and has made of 
the man a wild animal ! I—" 
His wailing voice was silent^ liis 



limbs no longer quivered ; when Schil- 
ler knelt down at his side, he saw that 
his features were stiffened and that his 
eyes were widely extended and glassy. 

Schiller laid his ear on the unfortu- 
nate man's breast and felt his pulse. 
His heart was not beating; his pulse 
no longer throbbed. 

"It is only a swoon, nothing else; 
death cannot ensue so quickly unless 
preceded by spasms. Poor unfortu- 
nate, forgive me for calling you back to 
the torment of existence ; but we are 
men, and must not violate the laws of 
Nature. I must awaken you, poor 
youth!" 

He stretched out his hands to the 
river, filled them with water, and 
poured it on his pale forehead, and, as 
he stiU lay motionless, he rubbed his 
forehead and breast with his hands, and 
breathed his own breath into his open 
mouth. 

Slowly life dawned again, a ray of 
consciousness returned to the glassy 
eyes, and the trembling lips murmured 
a low wail, which filled the poet's soul 
with sadness, and his eyes with tears of 
sympathy. 

There lay the image of G^d, quiver- 
ing in agony; the most pitiful com- 
plaint of the human creature was the 
anxious cry of the awakening human 
soul, " I am hungry ! I am hungry ! " 

'*And I have nothing to allay his 
hunger with," said SchiUei^ anxiously; 
" nothing with which to make a man 
of this animal." 

"Woe is me," groaned the youth, 
"thiä torment is fearful! Why did 
you call me back to my sufferings? 
Who gave you the right to forbid me to 
die?" 

" Who gave you the right to die ? " 
asked Schiller, with severity. 

"Hunger," groaned the youth, "hun- 
ger, with its scorpion teeth! If you 
compel me to live, then ^ve me the 
bread of life ! Bread ! Give me bread I 
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See, I beg for bread ! I preferred to 
die rather than beg, but you have con- 
quered me and bowed my head in the 
duflt, and now I am a beggar 1 Give 
me bread ! Do not let me starve 1 " 

"I will bring you bread," said Schil- 
ler, mildly. " But, no, you might avail 
yourself of my absence to accomplish 
your dark purpose. Swear that you 
will remain here until I return." 

The unfortunate youth did not reply ; 
when Schiller again knelt dbwn at his 
side, he saw that he was again in a 
swoon. 

" When he awakens, I will have re- 
turned," murmured Schiller. He arose, 
and ran rapidly to the little inn that 
stood at the foot of feruhls's Terrace. 
To his great joy, a light was stul burn- 
ing in the main room, and, when he en- 
tered, several guests were still sitting at 
the table enjoying their pipes and beer. 
Schiller stepped up to the counter, pur- 
chased a loaf of bread and a bottle of 
wine, and returned with all possible 
haste to the unfortunate youth, who 
had resumed consciousness, and was, 
at the momeut of his arrival, painfully 
endeavoring to raise his head. 

Schiller knelt down, and rested the 
poor youth's head on his knees. " Be 
patient, my poor friend, I bring relief, 
I bring bread I " 

How hastily did his trembling hands 
clutch the loaf, and how eagerly did 
they carry it to his mouth 1 How 
radiant was hia countenance when he 
had taken a long draught from the .bot- 
tle which Schiller held to his pale 
lips. 

The poet turned away, he could not 
endure this painful sight. Sadly and 
reproachfully he looked upward. 

" God, Thou hast made Thy world 
so richl There is enough to pro- 
vide a bounteous repast for all! The 
trees are laden with fruits, and man 
may not pluck them ; the bakeries are 
filled with the bread of life, and man 



may not take, although he is starving! 
He sinks down in the death agony 
while the rich usurer drives by in his 
splendid equipage, and looks down 
proudly and contemptaously upon the 
unhappy man whose only crime is that 
he is poor, O eternal, divine Justice, 
it is in vain that I seek thee behind tbe 
clouds. I look for thee in vain in the 
palaces of the rich, and in the hots of 
the poor 1 " 

" Ah, how refreshing, how delightful 
was this bread and wine ! " sighed the 
unfortunate youth. " You are my say- 
iour, you have freed me from torment 
I thank you I Let me kiss this merci- 
ful hand! — You will not permit me, 
you withdraw it? You despise me, the 
suicide, the coward? You have a right 
to do so I " 

"No," s^d Schiller, gentiy, "Ho 
not despise, I pity you. I also have sof- 
fered, I also have felt, the scorpion 
stings of poverty. No, I do not despise 
you. All men are brothers, and mast 
aid one another. All cares are asters, 
and must console one another. Speak 
my brother, tell me, how can. I aid 
you ? Unburden yoxu* bosom to my sis- 
ter soul, and I will try to console yon." 

"You are an angel-messenger from 
Grod," sobbed the young man. "Your 
lips speak the first words of sympathy 
I have heard for long months. I could 
bathe your feet in tears of gratitude. 
Yes, my brother, you shall hear the sad 
history of my life, and then yon will 
perhaps justify, perhaps pardon, the 
crime I was about to commit. Oh, my 
brother!" ^ 

Schiller seated himself at his side on 
the river bank, and the pale yoath 
rested his head on the poet's proffered 
shoulder. A pause ensued. "While he 
who had but just returned from the 
gates of death, was endeavoring to 
collect his confused and wandering 
thoughts, the voice of pity was resoaod- 
ing in the heart of him who had heen 
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stroDger than his brother in the hour 
of trial, who had bid defiance to misfor- 
tune, and with manly fortitude had 
overcome grief. His heart was filled 
with sympathy for his weaker and less 
conragepus brother, -who had desired to 
flee fi'om life because his soul lacked the 
pinions which had borne the poet aloft, 
above the dust and misery of earth. 

*' How can he fly to whom the Al- 
mighty, the Omnipresent, has not given 
the pinions of enthusiasm ? He must 
crawl in the dust, his only thought is 
the gratification of his animal instincts, 
and like an animcd he must live and 
perish. For him from whom God with- 
holds this heavenly ray, aU is night and 
darkness — ^no stars shine for him; it 
were well he sought safety in the silence 
of the grave, in a cessation of torment ! 
I thank Theo, O God, for the strength 
Thou hast given, for the ray of light 
Thou hast sent down to illumine my 
dark path in life I " 

These words did not pass Schiller's 
lips, they were only uttered in the 
depths of his soul. He looked up at 
the moon and stars, journeying in un- 
changeable serenity on their heavenly 
course. " Smile on, smile on 1 You know 
nothing of man's sufferings. The eter- 
nal laws have marked out your course. 
Why not ours, too? Why not man's? 
Why must we wander in the desert of 
life, seeking happiness, and finding pain 
only? We conceive ourselves to be 
godlike, and yet we are no more than 
the worm that writhes in the dust, and 
13 trodden under foot by the careless 
passer-by." 

These were the thoughts that passed 
through Schiller's mind, while the pale 
youth at his side was naiTating, in a 
voice often interrupted by sobs and 
tears, the history of his sufierings. 

It was a simple, unvarnished story of 

that suffering and want altogether too 

proud to seek sympathy or relief. A 

story such as we might daily hear, if 

11 



our ears were open to the mute plead- 
ings that so often speak to us in the 
pale, careworn countenances of our 
fellow-travellers in the journey of life. 
Why repeat what is as old as the world I 
A shipwrecked life, a shipwrecked call- 
ing I There was that in this son of 
poverty which urged him to the acqui- 
sition of knowledge; he believed his 
mind endowed with treasures, and his 
ambitious heart whispered: "You will 
one day be a renowned preacher ! God 
gave you inspiration ; inspiration will 
give you the words with which to move 
the hearts of men 1 " He was the son 
of a poor tailor, but his father looked 
with pride on the boy who always 
brought home the best testimonials from 
his school, and who was held up to the 
other scholars as a model of diligence. 
It would be an honor for the whole 
family if the tailor's son should become 
a learned man and a pastor. All that 
the parents could save and earn by hard 
work they willingly devoted to the 
education of their son, that he might 
become a scholar, and the pride of his 
family. What is there, that is glorious 
and beautiful, which parental love does 
not hope for, and prophesy for the dar- 
ling son ? 

Young Theophilus had passed his ex- 
amination with honor, and had re- 
paired to the university in Leipsic to 
continue his studies when the sad intel- 
ligence of his father's death reached 
him, summoning him back to Dresden, 
to his mother's assistance. He now 
learned, what he, the student who had 
lived only in his books, had hitherto 
had no knowledge of whatever. He 
learned that his affectionate father had 
contracted debts, and pawned all that he 
possessed, in order that his son's studies 
might be promoted. When the father 
found it no longer possible to assist his 
son, he had died of grief. And now 
the usurers and creditors came and took 
possession of every thing, regardless of 
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the distressfal crie^ of the tmhappy 
mother, and the protestations of her 
despairing son. The law awarded them 
all, and they took all I Theophilns had 
reason to esteem it almost a hlessing 
when his mother followed her hushand 
to the grave a short time afterward. In 
the hospital of the Ursnline Sisters, he 
had at least found shelter for her, and 
six days afterward she foand rest in 
her last abo^e in the narrow coffin ac- 
corded her by charity. 

But where was a refuge to be found 
for the poor son who had so suddenly 
been driven from the study into the 
desert of life, where he could find no 
oasis in which to refresh himself and 
rest his wearied limbs ? At first he re- 
fused to be discouraged, and struggled 
bravely. So little is needed to sustain 
life! and for this little he was willing 
to give aU the knowledge acquired b^ 
honest diligence. He applied to the 
rich, to the learned, to artists; he 
, offered his services, he wished to give 
instruction, to teach children. But, 
where were his recommendations ? 
What guaranties had he to offer ? The 
man who sought work was taken for a 
beggar, and the persons to whom he ap- 
plied either turned their backs on him, or 
else offered a petty gratuity I This he 
invariably rejected ; he wished to work, 
he was not a beggar. His unseasonable 
pride was ridiculed, his indignation 
called beggar insolence ! Long days of 
struggling, of hunger, and of humilia- 
tions ; long nights without shelter, rest, 
or refreshment I This little wood, on 
the river bank, had been his bedcham- 
ber for a long time. Here, on the bed 
of moss, accorded him by Nature, he 
had struggled with despair, feeling that 
it was gradually entwining him in its 
icy grasp 1 Finally, it held him as in a 
vice, and he felt that escape was no 
longer possible. Hunger had then 
spoken to him in the tempter's voice, 
and whispered to his anxious soul that 



crime might still save him; it whis- 
pered that he could not be blamed for 
a theft committed under such circnm- 
stanoes, and hard-hearted society would 
alone bear the responsibility. Then, 
in his anguish, he had determined to 
seek refage, from the tempter's voice, 
in death, in the silent bed of the river. 

Theophilns narrated this sad hiätorj 
of his sufferings* with many sighs aod 
groans. He painted a very gloomy pic- 
ture of his life, and Schiller was deeply 
moved. He laid his hand on the poor 
youth's pale brow and looked upwards, 
an expression of deep devotion and sol- 
emn earnestness depicted in his ooiiii- 
tenance. 

'* Thou hast listened to the wails of 
two mortals to-day, thou Spirit of the 
Universe. The one spoke to Thee in 
the anger of a man, the other in the 
despairing cry of a youth. Impart^ to 
both of them, of Thy peace, and of Thy 
strength I Give to the man the resig- 
nation which teaches him that his mis- 
sion on earth is not to be happy, hot to 
struggle; teach the youth that the 
darkest night is but the harbinger of 
coming day, and that he must not 
despair while in darkness and gloom, 
but ever look forward hopefnlly to the 
coming light" 

" Thou hast had Hope— in thy beHef thy prize- 
Thy life wae centred in It," 

murmured Theophilns, smiling sadly. 

Schiller started and looked inquir- 
ingly at the youth, who, in so strange a 
coincidence of thought, had given ex- 
pression to his despair in lines taken 
from the same poem from which the 
poet had repeated a verse in his honr 
of trial. 

" Are the lines you have just uttered 
your own ? " asked Schiller. 

*'No," replied the youth, sofÜy, 
"from whence should such inspiration 
come to me. The lines are from SchO- 
ler's poem, *To Resignation,' from the 
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pen of the poet who is the favorite of 
the gods and muses, the poet who is 
adored by all Gennany." 

" Do yon know this Frederick Schil- 
ler, of whom you speak with such ad- 
miration ? " 

'* No, I have never seen him, nor do 
I desire to see him I I love and adore 
him as a sublime spirit, as a disem- 
bodied genius. I would, perhaps, envy 
him if he should appear before me in hu- 
man form." 

" Envy him, and why ? " 

'* Because he is the chosen, the happy 
ODe ! I do not wish to see the poet in 
bodily form; I do not wish to know 
that he eats and drinks like other 
men ! " 

"And suffers like other men, too," 
said Schiller, softly. 

" No, that is impossible I " cried Theo- 
philus, with vivacity. "His soul is 
filled with Heaven and the smiles of 
the Divinity ; he cannot suffer, he can- 
not be unhappy I " 

Schiller did not reply. His head was 
thrown back, and he was gazing up at 
the heavens ; the moon again shone 
on his countenance, and the starlight 
sparkled in the tears that rolled slowly 
do.wn his cheeks. " He cannot suffer, 
he cannot be unhappy ! " he repeated in 
a low voice. It seemed to him that a 
transformation was going on within 
himself, that he was growing larger and 
stronger, and that his heart had laid on 
a coat of armor. He sprang from the 
gronnd, stood proudly erect, and shook 
his arms aloft. "Here truly is manly 
strength, the sinews are tightly drawn, 
the muscles are firm; a genius has 
selected this breast as its abode, to give 
it strength to shake off the burden of 
sorrow." He felt that his good genius 
had conducted him to this unhappy 
man, that he might be taught that the 
strong alone can bear pain, and that 
the weak must succumb under the rod 
of affliction. His heart was filled with 



pity for the weak brother at his side. 
" It was God's will that I should save 
you from death ; in so doing, I however 
contracted the obligation to preserve 
your life. I wiQ meet this obligation. 
Tell me, what were your plans before' 
your father's death ? " 

"I hoped, when I should have fin- 
ished my course at the university, to 
enter some family as teacher, where I 
could, in time, earn enough to enable 
me to go to the Catholic Seminary in 
Cologne, and maintain me there, while 
completing my studies." 

"You are a Catholic?" 

" My father was from the Rhine, and 
my mother was of Polish extraction. 
Both were Catholics, and it was their 
fond hope that their son might some 
day receive ordination and become a 
priest of the Catholic Church. It 
seems, however, that I have only been 
ordained to misery, and I could veil 
my head and die in shame and re- 
morse I " 

" Young man, this is blasphemy, you 
forfeit God's grace when you speak in 
this manner. He sent me here to save 
you, and with his aid I will not leave 
my task uncompleted. How much 
will enable you to prepare yourself for 
your future career? " 

" The sum that I require is so great 
that I scarcely dare mention it," 

" Would one hundred dollars be suf- 
ficient?" 

" That is far more than I need, more 
than I ever possessed I " cried Theophi- 
lus, almost terrified." 

" If I should promise to give yofl this 
amount — to give it to you here, at this 
same place, and at this hour, in a week 
from to-day. Would you swear to wait 
patiently and hopefully until then, and 
to make no further wicked attempt on 
your lifo? " 

"I would swear to do so," replied 
Theophilus, in a trembling and tearful 
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^^Bj the memoTj of your father and 
mother?" 

"By the memory of my father and 
mother ! " 

" Well, then, my brother, with God's 
help I will bring yon the money in a 
week from to-day. I would say to- 
morrow, if I had the money ; bat I am 
poor, like yon, my brother. No, this 
is hardly true. I am rich, for I have 
friends, and these Mends will famish 
the money yon require, if I entreat 
them to do so." 

"You will narrate my history to 
your friends ? " said Theophilns, blush- 
ing. 

"That Iwill have to do, in order to 
awaken sympathy, but I will not men- 
tion your name, nor wiü t so closely 
narrate the circumstances that they can 
possible divine of whom I am speak- 
ing. Moreover, you told me that you 
had no friends or acquaintances in Dres- 
den?" 

"True," sighed Theophilns, letting 
his head s|nk on his breast, "misfor- 
tune knows itself only, and cares are 
its only friends. It conceals its wounds 
and hides itself in darkness. But I 
have no longer the right to be proud; 
I bow my head in humility. Plead my 
cause, my noble, generous friend, my 
savior! God's mercy will give you 
eloquence, and the consciousness of 
having saved a human being from dis- 
grace and crime will make your words 
irreastible. My heart is filled with the 
joyful conviction that God has sent 
you as a messenger of peace and recon- 
ciliation. I wDl believe in, and confide 
in you; I will live, because you tell me 
toUvel" 

"Live, my brother, and hope I " said 
Schiller, gently. "Await me at this 
place, and at this hour, a week from 
to-day ; I hope to bring you the money. 
But you must have something with 
which to purchase the necessaries of 
life until then. Here, my brother, take 



an that I have in my purse. I bare 
only four doDars, but that sum will suf- 
fice to provide yon with food and lodg- 
ing." 

TheophQos took the monej, and 
kissed the giver's hand. "I hare 
proudly rejected the gifts offered me by 
the rich, preferring to die rather than 
receive their heartless charity. Bat 
from you, brother Samaritan, I humbly 
accept the ffft of love. I wilKnglj bur- 
den myself with this debt of grati- 
tude." 

"Let us now separate," said Schiller. 
" In a week we meet again. Bat m 
request I desire to make of you." 

"You have but to command, and I 
will obey you implicitly." 

" I beg you not to attempt to find 
me out, or to learn who I am? TTe 
have seen each other's countenances ia 
the moonlight, but they were covered 
with a golden veil. Do not attempt to 
remove this veil in the light of day, and 
to learn my name. I feel assured that 
you will make no mention of this inci- 
dent of to-night, but I also desire to 
avoid meeting you in future. I therefore 
beg you not to go out much in Dres- 
den, and not to frequent the main 
streets of the city. If we should meet, 
my heart would prompt me to extend 
my hand and speak to you, and that 
would not be desirable." 

"Further down on the Elbe there is 
a little inn where I can board cheaply. 
From here I will go to this inn and 
there remain tUl Öie appointed hour. I 
will not go near the city." 

" Good-night, brother ! " said Schiller, 
extending his hand. "Here we shall 
meet again. And now, turn you to the 
left, and I will turn to the right. Ma7 
good spirits watch over us till car 
return ! " 
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ScHiLLEB walked homeward with 
rapid strides. The streets of the city 
were silent and deserted, and the 
houses enveloped in darkness. He 
passed by the house in which she lived 
for whom he had suifered so much. 
He did not look np, bnt his head sank 
lower on his breast, and a feeling of 
nnntterable sadness came over him; 
bat he had no pity for himself, not a 
siDgle sigh or complaint escaped his 
breast. 

A sensation of chilliness crept over 
him a^ he now entered his solitary 
dwelling. No one was there to extend 
the hand of sympathy and bid him wel- 
come. His two friends had awaited his 
return for a long time, but had finally 
gone home. They knew their friend's 
disposition, they knew that Schiller 
always avoided men when his passions 
were aroused, and sought out some 
solitude where no eye could witness his 
struggle to subdue them. 

"He very probably has gone to 
Loschwitz, to spend a few days in the 
pavilion in which he wrote * Don Car- 
los,'" said Kömer. "His genius al- 
ways directs the poet aright, and he 
possesses the healing balsam for his 
wounds in his own breast. I will 
go to Loschwitz myself, to-morrow, to 
see if he is there, and to make a few 
inquiries as to his condition. If I find 
him there I shall leave him to himself 
till his agitation and passion have sub- 
sided, and he voluntarily returns to his 
friends." 

"But if he is not there?" said Gö- 
schen, anxiously, as they stepped out 
into the street. " I never before saw 
Schiller in so violent a state of excite- 
ment If this fearful awakening from 
Ws delusion should overcome him — if in 
Ills despair he should—" 



"Do not conclude your sentence," 
said Körner, interrupting him, " do not 
utter that terrible word. Do not insult 
your absent friend; remember that he 
is a genius. He will not yield to de- 
spair like an ordinary man; his soul 
will soon recover its buoyancy." 

But for this night, at least, Kömer's 
prophecy was not destined to be fulfilled. 
True, Schiller had overcome despair, but 
the pain still rankled in his breast. The 
bed on which he threw himself in his 
physical exhaustion was a bed of pain. 
His thoughts and remembrances were 
the thorns that pierced his heart, and 
drove sleep from his couch. 

He arose the next morning at a late 
hour in a state of feverish excitement, 
entered his plainly-furnished parlor, and 
looked gloomily around him. But yes- 
terday his parlor had looked so cosey 
and comfortable, to-day it seemed so 
bare and desolate. Those flowers in the 
little vase were but yesterday so bright 
and fragrant, to-day they were faded. 
The books and papers on his table were 
in the greatest disorder. The appear- 
ance of the room awakened in SchUler 
the sensation of sadness and desolation 
we experience on entering the deserted 
room of a dear friend who has suddenly 
left us. 

Yes, joy, love, hope, and enthusiasm, 
had departed from this room ; it now 
looked dreary and desolate. How can 
we work, how can we write poetry, 
witiiout enthusiasm, without joy ? 

"Elegies on a faithless sweetheart," 
said Schiller, in loud, mocking tones. " A 
tearful poem, with the title: 'When 
last I saw her in the circle of her suit- 
ors;' or *The amorous swain outwit- 
tedl'" 

He burst into laughter, stepped to 
the window, and commenced tapping 
on the panes with his fingers, as he had 
done when Kömer and Göschen first 
aroused his suspicions concerning his 
love. He was now reminded of this; 
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he hastily withdrew his hands and 
walked back into the room. Bat he 
suddenly recoiled, and nttered a cry of 
dismay, as thöngh he had seen a ghost. 
Marie von Arnim stood in the doorway, 
pale but composed, her large bine eyes 
fastened with an imploring expression 
on Schiller's count|pance. 

She gave him no time to recover from 
his sorprise, bnt locked the door behind 
her, threw her bonnet and shawl on a 
chair, and walked forward into the 
room. 

" Schiller," said she, in a soft, trem- 
bling voice, " I have come becanse I do 
not wish yon to despise me, because I 
do not wish the thought of me to leave 
a shadow on your memory." 

He had now recovered his compo- 
sure; a feeling of anger raged in him 
and demanded utterance. 

"What is there surprising in your 
coming? Why should you not have 
come? Ladies of rank go in person to 
their taUors and shoemakers when they 
desire to make purchases or leave or- 
ders, why should you not come to a 
poet to order a nuptial poem. I am 
right in supposing that the young lady 
wishes me to write a poem in honor 
of her approaching nuptials with Count 
Kunheim, am I not ? I am also right, I 
believe, as regards the name of that fa- 
vored member of the exclusive family 
circle of yesterday, who is destined to 
become that young lady*s husband? " 

"Yes, you are," she replied, softly. 
**You see, SchiUer, I have not inter- 
rupted you, but have received your 
words as the penitent receives the blows 
of the rod, without complaint or mur- 
mur, although blood is streaming from 
her wounds. But now be merciful, 
Schiller 1 let this punishment suflSce, 
and listen to me ! " 

"I know what the substance of the 
poem is to be," observed Schiller, in the 
same threatening voice. " Undoubtedly 
you desire a sort of illustration of the 



courtship, from the first meeting down 
to the avowal, and then the golden 
honeymoon is to be painted in brilliant 
colors. Probably it would meet yonr 
wishes if a comical feature were also 
introduced ; for instance : a poor poet, 
who, in his «bsurd conceit, had dared 
to conäder himself Count Knnheim's 
equal, and who, acting on this belief 
had even dared to fall in love with tbe 
beautifttl young lady, who, of coarse, 
only laughed at his presumption.^' 

"No, Schiller, who would have been 
the proudest and happiest of women if 
circumstances had permitted her to 
avow her love freely and openly." 

"Yes," cried Schiller, gruffly, "cir- 
cumstances are always the scapegoats 
of the weak and faithless. I, however, 
admit the difficulties arising from tbe 
circumstances by which you were sur- 
rounded in this instance. Yoa were 
making use of the poet's love to allnre 
richer suitors into your toils, a game re- 
quiring some finesse. My role was 
neither a flattering nor a grateful one, 
but yet it was a r61e, and a dramatic 
poet cannot expect to have good ones 
only. But enough of this I Ut ns 
speak of the poem. "When must it be 
ready?" 

" Schiller," she cried, almost frantic, 
tears streaming from her eyes, "Schil- 
ler, will you have no pity on me? " 

" Did you have pity on rae?'^ asked 
he, with a sudden transition from his 
mocking to an angry tone of voice, 
and regarding Marie, who had folQ^ 
her hands humbly, and was looking up 
at him entreatingly, with glances that 
grew darker and angrier as he spol^e. 
"I ask you, did you have pity on me? 
Did it never occur to you, while en- 
gaged in your shrewd calculation, that 
you were preparing to give me a wonfla 
for which there is no core? ^hen 
two loving hearts are torn asunder b/ 
death or the hand of fate, the pain can 
be borne, and time may heal the wound, 
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when the cruel laws of hnman society 
compel ns to separate from those we 
love, a consolation still remains. The 
sacred, the undimmed remembrance of 
past hoars of bliss, and the hope that 
time, the great equalizer, may remove all 
obstacles, still remain. But what con- 
solation remains to him who has been 
cheated of his love, his enthusiasm, and 
his ideal ? — ^to me, over whose heart 
the remembrance of this deception lies 
like a pall ? From wheuce am I to de- 
rive^ faith, hope, and confidence, now 
that you, whom I loved, have deceived 
me? You have not only destroyed my 
happiness, but you have also offended 
the genius of poetry within me. Hence- 
forth all will seem cold and insipid. 
The word ' enthusiasm ' will ring in my 
ear like- a mockery. I will even mis- 
trust the vows of fidelity uttered by the 
lips of my dramatic creations ; for, now 
that you havö so shamefully deceived 
me, there is no longer any thing noble, 
pure, and beautiful." 

He hurled a last angry glance at her, 
and then turned away, walked to the 
window and looked out into the street. 
Marie von Arnim followed him and laid 
her cold, trembling hand on his arm. 

" Schiller, if I were really the woman 
you take me to be, would I have come 
to you at the risk of being observed 
by others — at the risk of its becoming 
known throughout the city that I had 
visited yout I have come, Schiller, be- 
cause I was unwilling that the most 
beautifiil music of ray life should end in 
discord, because I was unwilling that 
you should remember me with anger, 
when I only deserve commiseration." 

" Commiseration ! " repeated Schiller, 
shrugging his shoulders. 

"Yes," she continued, in a soft voice, 
"yes, I deserve it. I am not bad, not 
faithless, and not false. I am only a 
poor girl whose heart and hands have 
been fettered by fate. A poor girl who 
cannot do what she would, but must 



obey God's command and submit to her 
mother's will. Do not require me to 
acquaint you with all the misery which 
afflicts my family, with the cares and 
humiliations which those must suffer 
who cover their want with a veil of 
wealth, and polish and plate iron pov- 
erty till it has the appearance of golden 
plenty. Believe me, Schiller, we are 
so poor that we do not know how we 
are to escape from our importunate cred- 
itors." 

" And yet, you gave agreeable din- 
ners, and entertained the exclusive fam- 
ily circle at delightful suppers," observed 
Schiller, jeeringly, and without even 
turning to look at Marie, who stood be- 
hind him. 

" My mother wi^nld have it so, Schil- 
ler. She had sold her last jewels in 
order that she might be able to come to 
Dresden, where she hoped to marry her 
daughter to a> fortune. Schiller, you 
will believe me when I swear that I 
knew nothing of this, and that my first 
and greatest joy on coming to Dresden 
was experienced when I made your ac- 
quaintance, and when you honored me 
with your notice I Schiller, I have 
dreamed a sweet, a blissftd dream." 

" And the light in the window was 
the night-lamp in this dream," he ob- 
served, in mocking tones. 

" I make no attempt to justify my- 
self," said she, gently. "My mother 
gave me her commands, and I was com- 
pelled to obey. When she yesterday 
declared to me that the only issue out 
of all her troubles was for me to accept 
Count Kunheim's addresses, and begged 
me to do so, I only consented after 
a long and fruitless struggle, after many 
tears and entreaties. I yielded to my 
mother's commands, but I exacted this 
condition : Schiller must now learn the 
whole truth, these little mysteries must 
cease, and no light shall be placed at 
the window this evening, requesting 
him not to come. This, my mother 
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promised, but she was crael enougli to 
break her promise." 

'* So that I should still wander about, 
a deluded and credulous simpleton, if I 
had not broken through the barriers of 
the exclusive family circle in defiance 
of the warning light." 

" I am thankful that fate willed other- 
wise, and frustrated my mother's inten- 
tions," said Marie, gently. ** When we 
are compelled to deny any one the hap- 
piness we would 80 willingly accord, it 
is our duty to tell him the truth, al- 
though it may be painful. Truth is a 
two-edged sword ; it not only wounds 
him who hears, but him also who im- 
parts it. I have come, Schiller," con- 
tinued Marie in an agitated voice, after 
a short pause, to take leave of you — to 
say to you; Schiller, we shall never 
meet again in life, let us part in peace ! " 

" Never again ! " murmured he, slowly 
turning his countenance toward the 
woman, who had heretofore looked so 
bright and joyous, so radiant with youth 
and beauty, and who now stood at his 
side so humble and submissive, her tear- 
ful eyes raised imploringly to his." 

" Never again 1 " sighed Marie. " Our 
paths in life will henceforth be widely 
separated. I intend to marry the man 
whose wealth will save my mother and 
brother. I will be to him a faithful 
and grateful wife, although I may not 
be a loving one. I am to be affianced 
to Count Kunheim at noon to-day, and 
I have employed the last hour of my 
liberty in coming here to take leave of 
you, Schiller, and to beg forgiveness for 
the pain inflicted on you, of which I am 
the innocent cause." 

" The innocent cause ! " cried Schiller, 
turning around and staring at her vnth 
his large, flaming eyes. " How can you 
say that you are the innocent cause of 
the pain which you inflicted on me ? " 
**You knew that I loved you. I told 
you so, and you listened to my avowal. 
You gave me hope, although yon must 



have known that my love was hop^ 
less." 

" You speak of yourself only," rejoin- 
ed Marie, in low and trembling tones. 
" You are not thinking of me at all; it 
does not occur to you that I also hare 
suffered, that I also have hoped. Yes, 
Schiller, I did suppose that my mother 
would yield to my prayers and entreat- 
ies ; even yesterday I conjured her od 
my knees to permit me to seek my own 
happiness in my own way, as my heart 
prompted. At that time I was not 
aware that my mother's circumstances 
were' so desperate. I knew not that her 
honor and even her liberty were endan- 
gered. When she admitted that such 
was the case, when she disclosed the 
whole sorrowful truth, I felt as though 
my heart would break, as thongli all the 
blossoms of my future had suddenly 
faded. The conviction forced itself npon 
me that it was my duty to sacrifice, to 
my mother's welfare, my own wishes 
and hopes. I did my duty; I gave op 
my own happiness to save my mother- 
to secure, at least, a ray of sunshine in 
the evening of her life. I have snhmit- 
ted. I will become the wife of Count 
Kunheim." 

"And will say to him that you joy- 
fully accept and reciprocate his generous 
love ! " 

** No, I will not tell this noble man a 
falsehood, nor have I done so. When 
he yesterday evening offerecl me ^^ 
hand, I told him honestly and openly 
that I esteemed and confided in hira. 
and would be a very thankful and 
faithful wife, but that my heart was no 
longer free— a love dwelt therein that 
could never die, for it was Schiller whom 
I loved I" 

" You told him that ? " asked Schiller, 
with emotion. " And he — ? " 

"He agreed with me that the heart 
which loved Schiller could never for- 
get him, but added that he would only 
esteem me the more, and conld never be 
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jealous on account of this love. He 
said that my love for Schiller should be 
the altar of our married life and of our 
'house — ^the altar to which we would 
bring the fruits of our noblest thoughts 
and feelings." 

"JSToble, generous man I " cried Schiller, 
" Yes, he deserves to be happy and to 
possess you. Be his wife, Marie, and do 
your doty. Let the early blossom of 
your heart fade, and let the full summer- 
rose of your love bloom for your husband. 
You can do so, Marie, for — I say it with- 
out anger or ill-will — you have never 
loved me 1 No, do not contradict, do 
not attempt to assure me that such is not 
the case. In this hour, when my soul is 
elevated above all selfish wishes and de- 
sires — in this hour, I rejoice in recog- 
nizing the fact, you have never loved me. 
I know thaf a kind Providence has thus 
spared you the pain I now endure; I 
know you will be happy at the side of 
the noble and high-souled man who de- 
mands your hand in marriage. I do not 
mean to say that you will soon forget 
me ; I think too well of myself to be- 
lieve this. No, you will yet shed tears 
when you think of him who loved you, 
but the bridegroom will be there to dry 
these tears. With tender sympathy he 
will speak to you of your love, as of a 
beautiful dream of the spring-time, and 
you will find that the awakening from 
this dream on a bright, flowery summer 
day, is also beautiful, and that will con- 
sole you. Some day, after many years, 
when my pain has long since vanished, 
and I have gone home to the unknown 
land from whence no traveller returns 
—some day, when your weeping child- 
ren and grandchildren surround your 
couch, and you feel your last hour ap- 
proaching, you will once more remember 
this dream of the spring-time. It will 
greet you like a ray of sunshine from 
the new life that is dawning. With a 
smile on your lips, you will turn to your 
children and say : ' I leave you gold and 



treasures, a brilliant name and high 
rank. But I leave you a more precious 
legacy. Schiller loved me, and a poet's 
love is a blessing that is inherited from 
generation to generation . Your father's 
name gives you rank and honor before 
men, but the love which the poet con- 
secrated to your mother gives you re- 
nown and immortality. Strive to be 
worthy of this love. Go to the grave 
of the poet who died in solitude and 
poverty, and pray for him ! ' " 

" No, Schiller, that will not be all that 
I say to those who will some day sur- 
round my death-bed,-' said Marie, dry- 
ing her tears, in order that her large, 
luminous eyes might gaze at his sad 
countenance more fully and firmly. I 
will say to them : " I am now returning 
to God, and to my first, my imperishable 
love. In death I may proudly and joy- 
fully confess I have loved Schiller I I 
still love him I " 

The poet, as if irresistibly attracted by 
her enthusiasm and her glowing counte- 
nance — hardly knowing what he did — 
extended his arms toward Marie. She 
threw herself on his breast; he pressed 
her gently to his heart, and let his hand 
rest lovingly on her head. 

It was a süent and solemn moment, 
a last blissful and sorrowful embrace. 
Their lips were dumb, but their hearts 
communed in holy thought and prayer. 

After a pause, Schiller gently raised 
up between his hands the head that was 
still resting on his breast ; he gazed long 
and lovingly into the fair girl's counte- 
nance. The tears that flowed from his 
eyes fell on hers like glowing pearls, 
mingling with her own tears and trick- 
ling down her cheeks. Schiller bowed his 
head, and kissed the lips that responded 
warmly to his own. He then pressed 
her hands to his eyes and released her 
from his embrace. 

She turned slowly, walked toward the 
door, and put on her shawl and bonnet. 
"Farewell, Schiller I" 
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"Farewell, Marie!" 

And now she stood in the doorway, 
her ejes fastened on him in a last lin- 
gering look. He stood silently regarding 
her. 

A grating noise broke in upon the 
silence ; it was the closing door behind 
which Marie had vanished. Schiller 
remained standing at the same place, 
his eyes fixed on the door. Had it sud- 
denly grown so dark? was the sun over- 
cast ? or was it only the tears in his eyes 
that made the room look so gloomy ? 
Had a storm suddenly arisen? did an 
earthquake make the ground tremble 
beneath him ? or was it only the storm 
of passion that was passing over his 
head ? Why was it that his knees trem- 
bled, and that he would have fallen to the 
ground had not a chair stood near by, 
into which he sank, groaning ? 

The hour in which a man wrestles 
with his agony — the hour of renuncia- 
tion and conquest, is sacred ; the eye of 
God only may witness it, but no tongue 
must attempt to describe it, unless in- 
deed that of the poet whose pain is sur- 
rounded by the halo of poetry — the poet 
to whom the hour of rennnciation has 
also become the hour of enthusiasm. 

Some one is weeping and lamenting 
belnnd that door. Is it Marie ? 

Some one is speaking in loud and 
darnest tones behind this door. Is it 
the poet composing an inscription for 
the gravestone of his love? 

" Give me thy Laura— give me her whom love 
To thy heart's core endears ; 
I tore the fond shape from the bleeding love, 
And gave—albeit with tears I '' 

A loud knock is heard at the door, 
and then a second, and a third, in quick 
succession. Schiller shakes back the 
hair from his countenance, and hastens 
forward to see who is clamoring for ad- 
mission. 
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It was the postman, who broQght 
the poet a rosy, perftimed letter from 
Weimar. 

With eager hands, Schiller opened 
and unfolded the missive. His connte- 
nance beamed with joy as he recog- 
nized Madame von Kalb's handwriting. 
" Good and noble woman, you have not 
forgotten me ! Do you still think of 
me lovingly ? " 

No, she had not forgotten him ; die 
still loved him, and begged him, with 
tender and eloquent entreaties, to come 
to her. 

'^ Schiller, the world is a solitode 
without you; you are the thonghtof 
my inmost thoughts, the soul of mj 
soul I Frederick, separation from yoa 
has disclosed the holy mystery of your 
heart and of mine. It is this : We are 
the two halves that were one in heaven, 
and our mission on earth is4H0 strive to 
come together, in order that our eternal 
indivisibility and unity of spirit may be 
restored. Schiller, when we are once 
more united, hand in hand, and are gaz- 
ing in each other's eyes, we shall feel as 
if we had left the earth and were once 
more in heaven. Frederick, come to 
your Charlotte I " 

" Yes, I am coming to my Charlotte, 
I am coming ! " cried Schiller, in a lend 
voice, as he pressed the letter io liis 
lips. " You have saved me, you have 
made me myself again, Charlotte! I 
am no longer lonely, no ledger unlov- 
ed. Your heart calls me, your spirit 
longs for me. I feel as though my 
soul's wings, destined to bear me aloft 
above the misery of earth, were grov- 
ing stronger. They will bear me to 
you, Charlotte— to you, the dearest 
friend of my life I You shall console, 
you shall restore me, your friendsbip 
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shall be the balsam for the wounds of 
my heart.» Eternal Fate, I thank thee 
for haying permitted me to hear this 
call of friendship in this my hour of 
trial. I thank thee that there is still 
one soul that I can call mine ; I praise 
thee that I am not compelled to stand 
aside in shame and tears, like an un- 
loved, friendless beggar, while the 
happy are feasting at the riohly-laden 
table of life. One soul I can at least 
call my own, and I will keep her holy, 
and love and thank 'her all the days of 
my life. Away with tears I away with 
this sorrowing over a dream of happi- 
ness I Farewell, Marie I Be forgiven. 
I will think of you without anger, and 
rejoice when you become a happy 
countess I Farewell, Marie I * A greet- 
ing to you, Oharlotte I I am coming to 
you I I am coming 1 " 

He walked slowly to and fro; the 
cloud of sorrow that had rested on his 
brow gradually lifted, and his counte- 
nance grew clearer and clearer. The 
man had conquered — the poet was 
once more himself. 

" I will go to Körner I I must see 
my friend I " He took down his hat, 
and walked out into the street. His 
mind had freed itself of its fetters, his 
step was elastic, and he bore himself 
proudly, his blue eyes turned heaven- 
ward, and a joyous smile rested on his 
thin and delicate lips. 

Thus he entered Körner's dwelling, 
and found his friend on the point of 
starting to Loschwitz, to see what had 
become of the poet. Schiller extended 



* Marie von Arnim married Count von Enn< 
heim, and retired with him to his estates in 
Pmssia. She never saw Schiller again, nor did 
she ever forget him. A fine portrait of Schiller 
hnng oyer her bed until her death. After the 
death of her husband, in the year 1814, Ck>nntesB 
Knnheim returned to Dresden, and lived there 
in retirement untU her death, in the year 1847. 
Bat she died without issue, and could not ftilfll 
Schiller's prophecy, and speak to weeping chil- 
dren and grandchildren assembled around her 
death-bed. 



both hands and greeted him with a 
loving glance. 

" Here I am again, my friend. The 
prodigal son returns from his wander- 
ings, and begs to be permitted to take 
up his abode in your heart once more. 
Will you receive him, friend Kömer ? " 

"I wUl not only receive him, but 
will kül the fatted calf in honor of his 
return. I will ^ve a festival, to which 
all our friends shall be invited, in order 
that they may rejoice with me, and ex- 
claim, 'The wanderer has returned I 
Blessed be the hour of his return P' " 

Schiller threw himself into his friend's 
arms, and pressed him to his heart. 
" I have caused you much sorrow and 
trouble. I have been a wild aftd stub- 
bom fellow. Why should beautiful 
women be blamed for not loving this 
ungainly and unmannerly fellow, when 
there are so many handsomer, richer, 
and happier men in the world ? Marie 
von Arnim is right in marrying the rich 
and handsome Oount Kunheim; and 
you must not blame her on this ac- 
count, or say of her that she deceived 
me. She has only done what we all 
must do on earth : she has done her 
duty, and God will bless her and give 
her His peace in the hour of death for 
so doing. — But let us speak no more 
of this." 

"No, my friend, we will speak of it 
no more," said Körner, heartily; "let 
us only rejoice that you have returned 
to your friends; that you once more 
believe in us and our friendship. How 
happy my wife will be when her dear 
friend is restored to her again I how glad 
Göschen will be when you once more 
extend your hand to him in a loving 
greeting I " 

" Poor, generous Göschen I " said 
Schiller, thoughtfully. "I was crael 
and uigust to him yesterday, I imputed 
ignoble motives to my friend I " 

"He thinks of it no longer," said 
Kömer; "he has no memory for the 
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words spoken by your anguish. He 
will be only too happy when you once 
more greet him with a loving smile." 

" How good and patient yon all are 
with me 1 " said Schiller, softly ; " and 
how little have I deserved sach treat- 
ment at yonr hands I In truth, I feel 
as though I had now returned to you 
after a long separation— as though I 
had only seen you of late through a 
cloud that had arisen between us, and 
in which a single star shone, and — Be 
stiU, no more of this ! The cloud has 
been dissipated ; I now see you again, 
and will rejoice with you as long as we 
are together." 

"Schiller, you do not contemplate 
leaving us? " said Körner, sadly. 

" I am a poor wanderer, my friend, 
whose stay at any one place is but 
brief. At last, a time will come even 
for me, when I can lay down my staff 
and knapsack, and exclaim, ^Here I 
will rest I This is my home ! ' But the 
gods only know whether this home 
will be in the grave or in the heart of 
a woman!" 

"No sad thoughts now, my friend, 
if you please, now that I am ready to 
exult and rejoice over your return ! " 

" You are right, no sad thoughts at 
this time ! Let us turn our thoughts to 
joy. The first song I write shall be in 
praise of joy. I will no longer avoid 
mankind, no longer seek solitude I As 
you said, Körner, so shall it be I Give 
the prodigal son a festival, call our 
friends together, let us once more as- 
semble around the festive board and 
partake of the repast of friendship and 
joy. This festival shall be in honor of 
my return and of my departure." 

Kömer gave this festival. The lost 
one, who had of late withdrawn him- 
self from his friends in the violence of 
his love, had now returned, and this 
was a fitting occasion for joy and fes- 
tivity. He called his friends together ; 
he had for each a kind word and a 



tender greeting. Göschen was richly 
rewarded when Scliiller gavft him tbe 
manuscript of his Don Carlos, that was 
now to be given to the world, and to 
entwine the halo of immortality around 
the poet's brow, and to enkindle and 
fan the flame of enthusiasm in thousands 
and thousands of hearts I 

Six days after Schiller's "return," tbe 
festival which Körner had promised 
took place. Körner and his beantifoi 
young wife, Theresa Huber, Göschen, 
and the artist Sophie Albrecht, were 
present ; a few friends in Leipsic had 
also joyfully availed themselves of Kor- 
ner's invitation, and had come to Dres- 
den to see the poet once more. 

There he sat at the festive board, his 
arm thrown around Körner's neck? in 
his right hand he held the goblet filled 
with sparkling Rhine wine. His eyes 
beamed and his countenance shone witli 
enthusiasm. His glance was directed 
upward, and, perhaps, he saw the heav- 
ens open and the countenance of the 
blessed, for a soft and joyous smile 
played about his lips. 

" Look at this favorite of the muses,'' 
cried Kömer. "One might snppose 
they held him in their embrace, and 
were whispering words of inspiration 
into his poet's heart." 

"Perhaps they are whispering a song 
of joy in my ear, my friend, in order 
that I may repeat it to you, the favorite 
of the gods I But before I do so, I Trio 
narrate a history — a history that will 
touch your hearts and open your purses, 
unless you are cold-hearted egotists, and 
then you deserve to share the fete of 
King Midas, whose very food and wine 
were turned into gold because he was a 
hard-hearted miser. I condemn jon to 
this punishment if you have the courage 
to listen to my story without hemg 
moved to tears and generosity ! 

With deep pathos and eloquence Schü- 
ler recounted to his listening friends his 
midnight adventure, his conversation 
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-with the poor youth who had attempted 
to take his own life. So graphic was 
Ids representation of the nnfortunate 
yputh's distress and vain struggles, that 
the hearts of his heai^ers were deeply- 
touched, and no eye remained dry. 

When he had concluded his narrative 
and told his friends of the promise he 
liad made to poor Theophiius, Schiller 
arose from his seat, took the plate which 
lay before him, and walked around the 
table, halting at each seat and extend- 
ing his plate like a beggar, with soft 
words of entreaty. When the ready 
hands opened and dollars and gold- 
pieces rang out on the plate, Schiller 
inclined his head and smiled, thanking 
the givers with looks of tenderness. 

Now he had returned to his seat and 
was counting the money. " Seventeen 
gold-pieces and thirty dollars. I thank 
you, my friends I Yon have saved a 
human life; you have redeemed a soul 
from purgatory! To-morrow night I 
will take this love-offering to the poor 
youth ; the blessing of a good man will 
then rest on your closed eyelids, and 
you will be rewarded with sweet dreams 
and a happy awakening. Now, my 
dear friends, you shall receive from the 
poet^s lips the thanks that are glowing 
in my heart. N"ow, you shall hear the 
exulting song to joy which Körner sup- 
posed the Muses were whispering in my 
ear. Haise your glasses and listen; 
when I incline my head repeat the 
words last spoken." 

Schiller arose, drew a small, folded 
sheet of paper from his pocket, opened 
it, glanced over it hastUy, and then let 
it fall on the table. He did not require 
it ; his song resounded in his mind and 
brain ; it was written on the tablets of 
his heart, and his lips now uttered it 
exultantly : 

•* Joy, thou brlgfateflt beaven-lit spark, 
Daughter ftom the Elyeian choir, 
On thy holy gronnd we walk, 
BeeUog with ecstatic fire 1 " 



His eyes shone with enthusiasm, liis 
cheeks glowed, and a heavenly smile 
illumined his whole countenance, while 
reciting his song " To Joy." His friends 
caught the inspiration of his poem, arose 
with one accord from their seats, clasped 
hands and gazed into each other's eyes — 
into the eyes that shone lustrously, al- 
though they were filled with tears. 
Now, at the culminating point of his 
rapture, Schiller's countenance suddenly 
quivered with pain as he recited a second 
verse of his song : 

" Year— who calls one soul his own, 
One on all earth^s ample round : — 
Who cannot, may steal alone, 
Weeping from our holy ground." 

'* Who cannot, may steal alone, weep- 
ing from our holy ground," repeated his 
friends. The tears gushed from their 
eyes ; they clasped hands more firmly, 
and listened breathlessly to the words 
of the poet, whose voice now rose again 
to the high tones of enthusiasm. It was 
almost like an adoration of joy, friend- 
ship, and love. Their hearts beat higher, 
mightier and mightier the waves of rap- 
ture surged in their kindred souls. 

" Myriads Join the fond emhrace t 
'Tis the world^s inspiring kiss. 
Friends, yon dome of starry bliss 
Is a loving father's place." 

They embraced each other ; they wept, 
but with rapture, with enthusiasm. 
The kiss that passed from mouth to 
mouth was given to the whole world ; 
for all that the world could offer of 
love, of friendship, and of happiness, the 
friends found combined at the happy 
festival to which Schiller had dedicated 
his song " To Joy." 
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C5APTEB Vn. 

T06ETHSB ONOE IfOBE. 

Night had come, a dark, gloomy 
Bight. The moonlight that had played 
so beantifally on the rippling waters of 
the Elbe, a week before, was wanting 
on this night. The sky was overcast, 
and the clouds that were being driven 
through the heavens by the wind, cast 
on the river dark shadows that looked 
like yawning graves. 

Theophilas stood on the river bank at 
the same place where he had knelt and 
prayed a week before. He stood there 
gazing at the dark river and looking up 
from time to time at the driving clouds. 

" If he should not respect his word, if 
he should not be able to keep bis prom- 
ise, because no generous hearts respond- 
ed to his entreaties I What then ? Will 
this river be my grave ? Are tbe waves 
murmuring my death.song ? No, no I 
be brave, Theophilus ; wait patiently, be 
strong in hope I His voice was so gentle, 
60 full of conviction, when he promised 
to meet me here to-night, to bring me 
help ! He appeared before me like the 
angel Gabriel ; I will believe that God 
sent him in human form, and that he 
will also send him a second time. Hope, 
my heart, and be strong in faith I " 

He folded his hands in silent prayer, 
and listened anxiously to every slight 
noise other than the murmuring of the 
waves on the shore, and the rustling of 
the wind in the trees, that broke in upon 
the stillness of the night. Some distance 
up the river, on its oppoate bank, lay 
the city with its many hghts. On the 
Elbe bridgcy towering conspicuously 
above all other objects, stood the gilded 
crucifix, surrounded by a circle of 
lighted lamps, placed there by pious 
hands. 

Theophilus saw this crucifix, and }t 
awakened pious thoughts and brave res- 



olutions in his breast. "I willenclnre 
all that may befall me in patience and 
hope. By resignation and pious deyo- 
tion, I will endeavor to atone for the 
sins committed in my despair. My 
whole life belongs to Thee, my God. 
and shall be dedicated to Thy service! 
I will serve the poor and the unfortu- 
nate. Every man who saffers shall be 
my brother, to every man who stumbles 
will I extend a helping hand. Ivill 
strive to dry the tears of the weeping, | 
and, if I can do nothing else, I will, at | 
least, pray with them. This, I swearto | 
Thee, my God I — this I swear by yon 
luminous cmdfix! " 

The great bell resounded from the 
tower of the Catholic Church, striÜDg 
the eleventh hour. Theophilus shud- 
dered; he remembered that he had 
heard this bell at the moment when he 
was on the point of plun^g into his 
watery grave, and that it had then re- 
sounded on his ear like a death-knell. 

" Never will I hear this hour strike 
without fear and trembling. It will al- 
ways sound to me like the knell of the 
doomed criminal. Grant, O God, that 
in such an hour I may prove myself a 
repentant sinner, and make atonement 
for my crime I I resolve that I will do 
so," cried he, in a loud voice. " I swear 
that this eleventh hour shall each day 
remind me of my crime, and find me 
ready to devote to the welfare of man- 
kind the life I was about to sacrifice to 
despair." 

"In the name of God and humanity, 
I accept your vow! " said a solemn voice 
behind him. " Here I am, my brother. 
Forgive me for having kept you waiting, 
but important business prevented my 
coming earlier, and I found it ö&cült 
to steal away from the friends who 
were with me, without attracting ob- 
servation. While awaiting me, yon 
have formed good resolutions, and made 
your peace with God and your consci- 
ence. Hold fast to them, my brother; 
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be firm and brave. Elevate your 
thoughts above things perishable, let 
your soul soar above the vanities of 
earthly existence, and yon will find that 
spiritual joys will amply console yoa for 
the sorrows of earth. Here is the money 
I have brought you, here are one hun- 
dred and twenty dollars. According to 
yonr calculation it will suffice to enable 
you to complete your studies, and give 
you a start in your career. Take the 
money, my friend, and let ns part." 

"Parti without giving me the name 
of my benefactor and saviour? " asked 
Theophilus, holding the hand, that had 
given him the money, firmly clasped in 
his own. ** Part I and may I never hope 
to see and thank you in the light of 
day?" 

"Thank me, my brother, by being 
happy. Bear the light of day within 
yon, and then I shall be rewarded, then 
my memory will live in your heart. 
Why should I tell you my name ? I am 
yonr brother, let that suffice. Go on 
yonr way, be just, and do good to others 
who are suffering and who are unhap- 
py, as you were. This shall be my 
thanks: I say to you, with Christ: 
' What you do to the least of these my 
brethren, that you have done unto me.' 
Bear this in mind I " 

The voice was silent; Theophilus 
knew that he was again alone. He 
folded his hands, bowed his head, and 
prayerfully rei)eated the words, that, in 
the stillness of the night and amid the 
rnstling of the wind, had resounded on 
his ear hke the solemn tones of an or- 
gan. "What you do to the least of 
these my brethren, that you have done 
nnto me. Bear this in mind I " 

" I will bear this in mind I I will en- 
deavor to atone for the evil I have 
done I I dedicate myself to God's ser- 
vice. The holy crucifix, that illumines 
the surrounding darkness, has also il- 
lumined the darkness of my soul. I will 
go to Oologne, and enter the seminary. 



in order that I may become a priest — a 
pious, humble priest of the Church of 
Grod. Farewell I earthly vanity, earthly 
pride, and earthly hope! I will be a 
priest of mercy, for God has shown me 
mercy, and sent an angel-messenger to 
save me. I will bear this in mind I " 

While Theophilus was wending his 
way to Dresden, Schiller was journey- 
ing toward Weimar in the stage-coach. 
After giving Theophilus the money col- 
lected for him, Schiller had hurried to 
the post-office, where his friends were 
waiting to take leave of him, and bid 
the traveller a last farewell. 

"Farewell I We shall soon meet 
again ; I will soon return 1 " <5ried Schil- 
ler from the stage-coach, as it rolled out 
of the court-yard on through the city 
gate into the soft summer night. 

" Charlotte is awaiting me I " mur- 
mured Schiller, as he sank back on the 
hard cushions. " Charlotte is awaiting 
me. She is the friend of my soul. Our 
spirits belong to each other, and I will 
show my friend the wounds of my heart, 
in order that she may heal them with 
the balsam of tender friendship." 

But, strange to say, the nearer he 
came to his journey's end, the more joy- 
fully his heart throbbed, the less pain- 
ful its wounds became. 

" Charlotte, dear Charlotte, if I were 
but already with you I I feel that the 
fire which drove me from Mannheim is 
not yet extinguished ; a breath from your 
lips will suffice to kindle the spark into 
a conflagration." 

There is Weimar! Kow the stage- 
coach has entered the city. Schiller is 
on classic ground! On the ground 
where Germany's greatest poets and 
intellects dwell. Wieland and Herder, 
Bertuch and Bode, dwell here; here 
are also many artists and actors of emi- 
nence, and here lives the genial Duke 
Charles August! And yet Weimar is 
desolate, for Goethe is not here ; he left 
more than a year ago. 
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Schiller knew this, bnt what did he 
care now! He had so longed to tread 
this classic ground that his heart 
throbbed with joy at the prospect of 
seeing and becoming acquainted with 
the celebrated men whose works be had 
read with so much enthusiasm — whom 
he could now meet with the feeling 
that he was not unworthy of them, and 
that he also now filed a place in the 
republic of intellect 

He had been occupied with these 
thoughts during the whole journey; 
but now they suddenly vanished. . He 
thought only of Madame von Kalb, the 
friend he had not seen for two years — 
the friend whose dear lips had called 
him to her side in the hour of his deep- 
est distress. 

He had taken lodgings in the chief 
hotel of the city : it was already quite 
late in the evening, so late that it seemed 
hardly proper to call on a lady. He 
would not remain in his solitary cham- 
ber, but would walk out, and at least 
look at the house in which she lived. 
If the lights *had, however, not yet been 
extinguished, if she should still be 
awakfe — He did not complete this 
thought, but sprang down the steps, 
ordered the servant, who was walking 
to and fro in the hall, to accompany him 
and show him the house in which 
Madame von E^lb lived, and rushed 
down the designated street with such 
long and rapid strides that the servant 
could scarcely follow him. 

There is the house in which Madame 
von Kalb lives, a modest little house at 
the entrance of the park. A light is 
still burning behind the basement win- 
dows, and he sees the shadow of a tall 
woman pass across the closed curtains. 
" That is her figure, I would recognize 
it among thousands I That is Char- 
lotte!" 

"I intend to enjoy this beautiful 
summer night in the park," said Schil- 
ler, turning to the servant, with a hasty 



movement. " You may return, I will 
be able to find my way back, alone.'^ 

As soon as the servant had vanished 
around the next comer, he walked up 
to the door and opened it very softly, 
in order that the bell above it might 
not betray his entrance. " I will take 
her by surprise," murmured lie to him- 
self; "I will see what effect my unex- 
pected coming will have on my dear 
friend." 

The bell rang in such low tones that 
it could certainly not have been heard 
in the room. But a servant came for- 
ward from the back end of the halL 

"I call at Madame von Kalbes request 
She is in this room, is she not ? " 

"Madame von Kalb is in. May I 
have the honor of announcing you ? " 

"It is unnecessary, she is awaiting 
me. I can enter unannounced." 

He had uttered these words in sub- 
dued tones; Charlotte must not hear 
him, must know nothing of his arrival 
until he stood before her. He opened i 
the door noiselessly, closed it gently 
behind him, and now stood between the 
door and the heavy velvet curtain that 
hung over the entrance. He could, 
however, see his friend through an 
opening in the curtain. She sat reclin- 
ing on the sofa, her beautiful eyes gaz- | 
ing dreamingly into empty space. Her \ 
cheeks were pale with inward agitation, 
and a soft smile played about her lips. 
Of whom was sl^ thinking ? Of whom 
was she dreaming ? 

"Charlotte! dear Charlotte! " 

She uttered a cry and sprang np 
from her seat 

"Charlotte, you called me to yoar 
side, and here I am! Will you not 
welcome me ? " 

She stood as though incapable of 
utterance, but the beautiful, the loved 
countenance, with its proud and noble 
expression, its rosy lips, and soft smile, 
was before him. Before her stood 
Schiller, whom she had yearned for 
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since they last parted, whom she had 
loved ardently and faithfully for two 
long, long years, without having seen 
him. Bnt, now he was there, he stood 
before her with extended arms. She 
thought nothing, she felt nothing more 
than that Schiller had returned, and 
was once more at her side. Happy, 
blissful reunion I 

"Welcome, my Schiller I welcome, 
friend of my soul ! " She threw. her- 
self on his bosom, and he entwined his 
arms around her, as though they were 
two chains with which he intended to 
bind, and hold her forever. Yes, for- 
ever I 

"Tell me, Charlotte, that you love 
me I utter the word which your lips re- 
fused to confess in Mannheim. Do not 
again drive me out into the darkness of 
life, as yon did in Mannheim. I am 
weary of wandering, and am disgusted 
with the world. Yon alone are true, 
in you only can I confide. Accord me 
a home where I may lay down my 
head and rest. Tell me, Charlotte, 
that this is my heart's home. Tell me 
that you love me? Yon do not reply, 
Charlotte? Why are you -silent?" 
He opened his arms to release her, that 
he might look at her. But she did not 
raise her head, she still lay on his 
breast. She had fdnted! He lifted 
her in his arms, carried her to the sofa, 
and knelt down beside her. As she 
lay there with closed eyelids, and pale 
lips, he bowed down over her and 
pressed his glowing lips to hers, entreat- 
ing her to return to life. " Charlotte, 
friend, awaken I Forgive me for hav- 
ing dared to surprise you in the wilful- 
ness of my happiness. Return to me, 
friend of my soul I I will be quiet and 
gentle, will sit at your feet like a child, 
and be contented to look up at your 
dear countenance, and read in your eyes 
that yon love me. Open these dear 
eyes I Soul of my soul, heart of my 
heart, let me hear your loved voice ! 

12 



Give me a word of consolation, of hope, 
of love I" 

And Charlotte, called by the voice 
she had longed to hear for two long 
years, awoke, and looked up lovingly 
into the countenance of him who was 
the snn of her existence. She en- 
twined her arms around his neck and 
kissed his lips and his eyes. " I greet 
you, I kiss you, proclaimer of my happi- 



" You must tell me that indeed you 
love me. My heart thirsts for these 
words; it is wounded and bleeding, 
and yon must heal it. I will drink that 
oblivion from yonr lips, Charlotte, that 
will make me forget all, save that you 
love me. It is disconsolate to be alone 
and unloved ! I cling to your heart as 
the shipwrecked mariner clings to the 
flower thrown up before him by the 
waves, hoping thereby to sa^e himself. 
Charlotte, do not let me sink, save me I 
Let me seek safety from the storm 
in the haven of your love ! Say that 
yon will let me seek and find peace, 
enthusiasm, and happiness, in this long- 
ed-for haven." 

She threw her arms around his neck, 
and pressed a kiss on his forehead. " I 
love you, Schiller, I love you ; I have 
the courage to tell you so, and to break 
through all barriers, and place myself 
at your side. I have the courage to 
testify before the whole world, and 
even to confess to my husband: *I 
love Frederick Schiller. Our souls and 
hearts are bound together. Tear them 
asunder, if you oan I ' I love you, 
and with that I have said all — have 
said, that I will be yours before God and 
man, and that nothing shall longer sepa- 
rate us." 

" And your husband? " asked Schil- 
ler, anxiously. 

"He is a good and generous man," 
said Charlotte, smiling. " He wiU not 
desire to hold me fettered to himself 
against my wish. Oar union was 
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based on convenience and interest, and 
was never a happy one. We have 
lived together bat liUle; oar natures 
were entirely different I have lived in 
retirement, while mj hasbaad has 
passed his time in luxory and amose- 
ments at the coart of Queen Marie 
Antoinette, where he is a welcome 
gaest. We respect and esteem, bat we 
do not love each other. When I con- 
fess my love and plead for a diYorce, 
my husband will certainly give his con- 
sent. Then I can belong wholly to the 
man I not only love, but so highly es- 
teem that I joyfully dedicate myself to 
him until death,1uid even beyond the 
grave." 

" It shall be as you say, my friend," 
cried Schiller, raising her hand to his 
lips. '^Nothing shall separate us, and 
even the king of terrors shall have no 
terrors for us; in the joyousness of 
our union of souls we will defy him. 
Yes, we will defy death, and the whole 
world! " 

They kept their promises ; they defied 
the whole world ; they made no secret 
of their union of hearts ; they denied to 
none that they were one and indivisible. 
Charlotte had the heroism to defy the 
world and acknowledge her love freely. 
She had the courage to remain whole 
days alone with Schiller in her little 
house. She held herself aloof from so- 
ciety, in order that Schiller might read 
to her his two new novels, and, above 
all, his 'Don Carlos.' Nor did she 
avoid being seen with him in public. 
How could she deny him before men, 
when she was so proud of him and of 
his love! She helped to adorn and 
make comfortable the litUe apartments 
he had rented; she sent him carpets, 
fiower-vases, chairs, and many other 
things. She felt that she was his 
mother, his sister, his sweetheart, and 
his friend. In the ardor of her pas- 
sion, she endeavored to combine the 
duties of these four persons in herself; 



she felt that the divine strength of her 
love would enable her to do so. In her 
confidence and guilelessness of heart, 
she never even asked herself this ques- 
tion: Will the man I love be willing to 
rise with me in this whirlwind of pas- 
sion, to soar with me from heaven to 
heaven, and to revel in ever-youthful, 
celestial thought and feeling, regardless 
of earthly mutability ? 

Together, they visited the heroes of 
art and literature in Weimar, and, to- 
gether, they drove out toTiefort, where 
the Duchess Amelia had taken up her 
summer residence. 

The duchess gave the poet of "Don 
Carlos" and "Fiesco" a cordial wel- 
come. " I was angry with you on ac- 
count of your ' Bobbers,' Mr. Council- 
lor," said she, "nor was 'Louise Mtil- 
lerin ' entirely to my taste. But * Fies- 
co,' and, above all, ' Don Carlos,' have 
reconciled me to you. You are, in 
truth, a great poet, and I prophesy a 
brilliant future for you. Remsdn here 
with us in Weimar I " 

"Yes, Mr Schiller," cried the little 
maid of honor Von Gockhausen, as she 
stepped forward, courtesied gracefully, 
and handed him a rose, "reniain in 
Weimar. The muses have commanded 
me to give you their favorite, this rose, 
and to tell you, svJb rosc^ that Weimar 
is the abode of the gods, and that the 
nine maidens would be well contented 
to remain here." 

"Gockhausen, take care," said the 
Duchess, laughing. " I will tell Goethe 
what a fickle, faithless little thing yon 
are. While he was here, my Thusnel- 
da's roses bloomed for him only, and 
for Goethe only was she the mes- 
senger of the gods and muses. Now, 
the faithless creature is already receiv- 
ing messages from the muses for Frede- 
rick SchiUerl But she is not to be 
blamed ; the poet of ' Don Carlos ' de- 
serves homage; and, when even the 
muses worship Goethe and Schiller, 
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why should not Göckhansen do it 
also ? Do ^ou know Goethe ? " 

" No, not personally," replied Schil- 
ler, softly ; " bnt I admire him as a poet, 
and I shall be happy if I can some day 
admire and love him as a man also." 

"You should have come earlier," 
sighed the duchess. " You should have 
made his acquaintance during the early 
days of his stay in Mannheim. Then, 
you would indeed have loved him. At 
that time, he was in the youthful vigor 
of his enthusiasm. It was a beautifol 
era when Groethe stood among us, like 
the genius of poetry, descended from 
heaven, enflaming oar hearts' with 
heavenly rapture. He is still a great 
poet, hat he has now become a man of 
rank — ^a privy-councillor ! Beware, my 
dear Councillor Schiller, lest our court 
atmosphere stiffen you, too, and rob 
your heart of its youthful freshness of 
enthusiasm. Goethe was a very god 
Apollo before he became a privy-coun- 
cillor, and was entitled to a seat and 
voice in the state counciL By all 
means avoid becoming a minister ; the 
poet and the minister cannot be com- 
bined in one man. Of this, Goethe is 
an example." 

" No, he is not," cried Gockhausen, 
eagerly ; " Goethe can be all that it 
pleases him to be. He will never indeed 
cease to be a poet; he is one in his 
whole being. Poetic blood courses 
through his veins ; the minister he can 
shake off at any time, and be himself 
again. This he proved some eighteen 
months ago, when he suddenly took 
leave of our court and all its glories, 
. and fled from the state council, and all 
his dignities and honors, to Italy. He 
cast iJl this trumpery of ducal grace 
behind him, and fled to Italy, to be.the 
poet by the grace of God only ! " 

" See, my Thusnelda has returned to 
her old enthusiasm I " cried the duchess, 
laughing. "That was all I desired; I 
only wished to arouse her indignation, 



and make her love for Goethe apparent. 
— ^Now, Mr Schiller, you see what my 
Thusnelda^s real sentiments are, and 
how true she is to her distant favor- 
ite." 

" Much truer, probably, than he is to 
his former favorites," said Gockhausen, 
smiling. " Men cannot be true ; and I 
am satisfied that Werther, if he had 
not shot himself prematurely, would 
subsequently have consoled himself, al- 
though the adored Lotte was married, 
and could never be his. Laugh on, 
duchess ! I am right, nevertheless. Is 
not Goethe himself an example of this ? 
Did he not love Charlotte von Kästner ? 
If he had shot himself at that time, he 
could not have consoled himself after- 
wards with Charlotte von Stein, to be- 
come desperate once more, and finally 
to take a pleasant and consolatory trip 
to Italy, instead of leaving the world. 
Truly, the Charlottes are very dangerous 
to poets ; but I would, however, advise 
each and every one of them to beware 
of falling in love with a poet, for— how 
forgetful I ami I beg your pardon, 
Madame von Kalb! " 

" Why, my dear young lady ? " 

"Because I did not remember that 
you, too, were a Charlotte," murmured 
the malicious maid of honor, meekly. 

Yon Kalb laughed, but she was more 
subdued and thoughtful after this visit 
than usual. Her eyes often rested on 
Schiller with a peculiar, inquiring look, 
and when he sat at her side on the 
sofa that evening, she laid her hands 
gently on his shoulders and gazed in- 
tently into his countenance. 

" You love me, Schiller, do you not ? " 

"I love you, although you are a 
Charlotte. That is the question you 
intended to ask, is it not ? " 

She smiled and laid her head on his 
shoulder. " Schiller, I would that our 
union^of heart and soul had already re- 
ceived its indissoluble consecration. I 
would that my husband had already 
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given his consent to a separation and I 
were wholly yours." 

" Are you not truly and wholly mine ? 
Is not our union indissoluble ? Does not 
God, does not the whole world know 
that we are one and inseparable ? Does 
not society respect and treat our rela- 
tion to each other with consideration 
for both of us ? The people with whom 
we come in contact have the discretion 
to leave us when they observe that we 
wish to be alone. Did not Yon Einsie- 
del, who called on you this evening, 
leave again when the servant told him 
that I was with you? Was not even 
the Duchess Amelia so considerate as 
to invite us together yesterday ; for that 
she did so out of consideration for the 
relation existing between us, Wieland 
told me.* You see, therefore, my dear- 
est friend, that no one doubts, or ig- 
nores our union." 

"Why do you call me your dearest 
friend ? " asked she, anxiously. 

" Why ? Because you are. Is it not 
your opinion, also, that friendship is the 
highest power of love ? " 

She said yes, but she was very 
thoughtful after Schiller had gone. " I 
would that my husband were here, and 
that the word of separation had already 
been spoken I " she murmured. 

Several months passed before her 
husband arrived in Weimar. Hadame 
had not been able to endure this uncer- 
tainty, this continued hypocrisy. She 
bad written to her husband, confessing 
her love and her relation to Schiller, 
and beging him, as her best friend, to 
^ve her his advice and to promote her 
happiness. 

Her husband had replied at once as 
follows : " Ky dear friend, for the very 
reason that I am, as you say, your best 
friend, I will treat your letter as though 
I had not received it. It is obliterated 
from my memory, and I only know that 

♦ Schiller's own words.— See hi» correppond- 
ence ^ith EOmer. 



I love and esteem you as the mother of 
my little boy, and that the dearest wish 
of my heart is your happiness. Let us 
leave these little afflictions of the heart 
to time, the great healer. I am coming 
to Weimar in a few months, and we shall 
then see if time has not exercised its 
healing properties on yourself and on 
the heart of an easily-excited poet. If 
this should not be the case, however, 
and you should then repeat the words 
written in your letter, it will still be 
time to see whether the desires of your 
heart can be gratified without detri- 
ment to our son's interests. Let us, 
therefore, postpone the decision for a 
few months." 

He had also written to Schiller, bnt 
without any reference to Charlotte's 
communications. His letter was full of 
quite hearty sympathy, profound ad- 
miration for the poet, imd earnest as- 
surances of friendship. He concluded 
by announcing that he would come to 
Weimar in a few months, and that 
Schiller would find him ready to ^o 
him any service, and to make any sacri- 
fice for him that the poet could expect 
at the hands of a friend. 

Schiller folded the letter thoughtfully, 
and a glowing color suffiised itself over 
his cheeks. "He will come,'' said he 
to hhnself, in a low voice. "It will be 
a strange meeting for me, I already 
blush with shame when I think of it 
He loves me, he calls me his friend, and 
yet he knows all ! Will I really have 
the courage to demand this sacrifice of 
a friend, and — " asked he in a low 
voice — " and do I really so ardently de- 
sire this sacrifice? I came here to seek - 
consolation from a dear friend, and I 
found love — love that has drawn me 
into the whirlpool of passion. We are 
both being driven around in its eddying 
circles, and who knows but that mar- 
riage is the sunken reef on whicli our 
hearts will ultimately be shipwrecked. 
Save us from a violent end, thou Spirit 
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of the Universe ; save me from such an 
end, thou genius of poetry ; let me fly 
to some peaceful haven where I can find 
safety from the storms of life ! There is 
a mystery in every human breast ; it is 
given to God only and to time, to solve 
it. Let us, therefore, wait and hope ! " 

When her husband arrived in Weimar 
a few months afterward, this mystery 
^emed to have sunk deeper in Char- 
lotte and Schiller's hearts ; neither of 
them had the courage to lift the veil 
and speak the decisive word. Charlotte 
was paler and quieter than usual, and 
her eyes were often stained with tears, 
bat she did not complain and made no 
attempt to bring her liusband to an ex- 
planation. 

Only once, when she held her little 
boy, who had just recovered from an 
attack of illness, lovingly in her arms, 
her husband stepped up to her, and 
gave her a kind, inquiring look : 

" Could you ever make up your mind 
to leave this child, Charlotte — ^to deliv- 
er it over to the care of a stranger." 

"Never, no, never!" cried she, fold- 
ing her arms tenderly around her del- 
icate little boy. " N"o, not for all the 
treasures — for all the happiness eaiiJi 
can offer, could I part with my darling 
child!" 

" And yet you would be compelled 
to do so, if you should lay aside the 
name your child's father bears," said her 
husband, gently. 

He made no explanation of his words, 
but his wife had well understood him, 
and also understood his intention when, 
after a short interval, he smilingly ob- 
served that he would now go to see 
Schiller, and take a walk with his dear 
friend. 

When her husband had left the room 
she looked down at the pale child, who 
was slumbering in her arms. Tears 
gushed from her eyes, and she folded 
her hands over her boy's head : 

" Give us all peace. Thou who art the 



Spirit of Eternal Love ! Give us wisdom 
to discern truth and strength, to make 
any sacrifice in its behalf! " 

On the evening of this day, after a 
long walk which Schiller had taken 
with Charlotte's husl?and, and during 
which they had conversed on the high- 
est intellectual topics only, Schiller 
wrote to his bosom friend Körner, in 
Dresden : ** Can you believe me when! 
assert, that I find it almost impossible 
to write anything concerning Char- 
lotte? Nor can I even tell you why! 
The relation existing between us, like 
revealed religion, is based on faith. 
The results of the long experience and 
slow progress of the human mind are 
announced in the latter in a mystical 
manner, because reason would have 
taken too long a time to attain this end. 
The same is the case with Charlotte 
and myself. We commenced with a 
premonition of the result, and must 
now study and confirm our religion by 
the aid of reason. In the latter, as in 
the former case, all the intervals of 
fanaticism, skepticism, and superstition, 
have arisen, and it is to be hoped that 
we will ultimately arrive at that reason- 
able faith that is the only assurance of 
bliss. I think it likely that the germ, 
of an enduring friendship exists in us 
both, but it is still awaiting its develop- 
ment. There is more unity in Char- 
lotte's mind than in my own, although 
she is more changeable in her humors 
and caprices. Solitude and a peculiar 
tendency of her being have imprinted 
my image more firmly in her soul, than 
her image could ever be imprinted in 
mine. Her husband treats me precisely 
as of yore, although he is well aware 
of the relation existing between us. I 
do not know that his presence will 
leave me as I am. I feel that a change 
has taken place within me that ^ay be 
still further developed." * 

* Schiller and his Times, by Johannes Schezr.— > 
VoL Ü., p. 89. 
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CHAPTER YUL 

OOETHE AND HOSITZ. 

"Ohesb up, my friend! Grumble 
no longer I Rejoice in life and throw 
off the burden of your cares! Open 
your eyes and behold the beauties of the 
world created by the Almighty Spirit 
of the Universe ! We have studied and 
worshipped the immortal gods and im- 
mortal arts in Rome — we have been liv- 
ing with the ancients; now let us live for 
a few days with eternal youth, with ev- 
er-fading, ever-blossoming Nature I Let 
us live like God's children in His glori- 
ous world ! " 

It was Goethe who spoke these words 
— not Goethe, the secretary of legation, 
who, at the end of the year 1786, had 
secretly withdrawn from his friends, 
and even from his beloved Madame von 
Stein, and fled to Italy, the land he so 
ardently desired to visit. No, it was 
not that Goethe, who, during the« last 
months of his sojourn in Weimar, had 
eschewed his youthful exuberance of 
feeling, his eiuiggerated manner, and his 
Werther costume, and had assumed the 
grave dignified air which he deemed 
becoming in a high official] No, he 
who spoke these words, was the poet 
Johann Wolfgang Yon Goethe, the poet 
who was once more himself, now that 
he sojourned under Italy's glorious 
skies — the poet whose soul glowed with 
enthusiasm, and on whose lips inspira- 
tion trembled — the poet who sought 
the essence of the Divinity in the least 
flower, and who saw the glory of his 
Maker reflected in the countenance of 
each human being. 

This Goethe it was who spoke these 
cheering, encouraging words. He ad- 
dressed them to Philip Moritz, with 
whom he had been living in Rome, and 
other parts of Italy, for the last two years, 
and with whom he had rejoiced and sor- 
rowed in many pleasures and vicissitudes. 



They had both come to Italy to make 
new men of themselves. Goethe, *to 
become himself again — ^to become the 
original, creative genius. Moritz, to 
heal his heart-wounds, and refresh his 
mind with the wonders of art and na- 
ture that abound for every man, who 
has eyes to see, in Italy — this land of 
art and poetry. Philip Moritz had eyes 
to see, and the woman he loved had 
begged him not to close them, not to 
shut out from his vision the treasures 
which the God of creation and the gods 
of art had so plentifully bestowed upon 
this favored land. 

Marie von Leuthen was the woman 
of his love, and she it was who had en- 
treated him to go to Italy, that he might 
recover from the wounds life had in- 
flicted, his grief be healed, and hope re- 
stored to his heart. 

" Go," she had said to him, " Italy 
and art will be a healing baJm for yoar 
wounds. Recover from them, and re- 
turn after two years, renewed in mind 
and constai)t in heart, and I will give 
you a joyful answer if you then ask me 
if I love you." 

Philip Moritz had journeyed to Italy 
as she bade him. On arriving in Rome 
he learned that Goethe had been in 
the city for some time. Moritz at once 
sought out his adored poet, and since 
then they had been close comrades. 
He admired and worshipped Goe- 
the, who tenderly loved the friend 
(who was often so gloomy, and whose 
merriment was often exaggerated), in 
spite of his peculiarities. Together they 
visited the treasures of art in Rome; 
together they made excursions to the 
neighboring villages and places of in- 
terest, on foot or on horseback, as the 
case might be. On an excursion of this 
kind to Frascati, Moritz had been thrown 
from his horse, and had his arm broken. 
Goethe had nursed him like a brother; 
for long days and weeks he had been the 
sufferer's only consoler and associate. 
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" I have just left Moritz," he wrote 
on one occasion to Madame von Stein. 
"The bandages were to-day removed 
from his arm, and it appears to be doing 
well. What I have experienced and 
learned at the bedside of this sufferer, 
in the last two weeks, may be of benefit 
to ns both in the future. During this 
period he was perpetually alternating 
betw.een the greatest misery and the 
highest delight." * 

This "greatest misery" the poor 
hypchondriac had borne in silence. The 
" highest delight," he had shared with 
his happier friend, with Goethe, the fa- 
vorite of the gods. 

In the autumn they had both left 
Home, and gone out to Oastel Gandolfo, 
to pay a visit to the house of a hospi- 
table fnend. Many eminent poets and 
artists were sojourning at this charm- 
ing place at that time. Gayety and 
merriment was the order ©f the day. 
It was in vain that Goethe endeavored 
to draw his friend Moritz into this magic 
circle of enjoyment. It grieved him 
deeply to see his firiend brooding over 
his studies, to see the sad and gloomy 
. expression that rested on his features. 
Goethe's entreaties and exhortations 
were at times successful in arousing 
him from this condition; but, after a 
short interval of forced gayety and 
mocking merriment, he would relapse 
iuto his ordinary state of silent melan- 
choly. 

^* Let ns live as God's children im His 
glorious world I " 

Moritz raised his pale countenance 
from the book over which he had been 
brooding, and looked tenderly, and yet 
sadly, at Goethe. 

"Happy, enviable man," said he. 
" But who can feel and think as you 
do?" 

"You can, Moritz, if yon only try," 
cried Goethe. " But, above all, tell me 

* "Trip to Italy."— Goethe's Works. 



what burden is resting on your soul, 
and what these wrinkles on my friend's 
brow mean." 

" They mean that I have a sad pre- 
sentiment," replied Moritz, with a sigh, 
as be threw his book aside and rose 
from his seat. " I am angry with 
myself on this account, and I have 
sought to dispel this presentiment, but 
all to no purpose ! The skies of Italy 
are no longer serene, the whole world 
seems like a huge grave ; of late, even 
Rome's works of art have appealed to 
me in vain ; my ear has been deaf to 
their sublime language." 

"But, speak out, growler, monster," 
cried Goetiie, impatiently, " what north- 
ern spleen has again penetrated yopr 
northern heart ? what is the matter with 
you ? What imps have taken up their 
abode in your brain? "What crickets 
are fiddling in your ears, and transform- 
ing the author, the linguist, and the 
sage into a miserable, grief-stricken old 
woman, who shuflles along through 
God's beautiful world, and burrows in 
the ground like a mole, instead of soar- 
ing upwards to the sun hke an eagle? " 

" Oorpo di Bacco ! " cried Moritz, 
striking the table so furiously with his 
fists that he sent the books flying in 
every direction, and upset the ink-bot- 
tle, flooding his papers with its black 
contents. " Oorpo di Bacco I Enough 
of your ridicule and abuse I How dare 
you call me a miserable old woman, 
how dare yon compare me with a mole? 
How dare you make yourself merry- 
over my northern heart ? You, above 
all, whose heart is a lump of ice, an ex- 
tinguished coal, that even the breath of 
a goddess would fail to enkindle ! If 
one of ns is an iceberg, it is you, Mr. 
Johann Wolfgang Goethe I You are 
an iceberg, and your heart can never 
thaw again, but will remain coffined in 
an eternal winter. What do you know 
of the sufferings of a man who loves the 
fairest, the best, and the noblest of wo- 
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men, and who, tormented by terrible 
forebodings of her death, tears his own 
flesh with the serpent's tooth of care, 
and who is blinded by his grief to all 
the beauties of God's world ! " 

"That is it," said Goethe, heartUy^ 
" then I have attained my object. With 
the iron hammer of my abnse I have 
beaten on the anvil of your obdurate tem- 
perament until I have made the sparks 
fly and kindle a fire. That was all I 
desired, you overgrown, harmless child; 
I only called you an old woman in order 
to awaken the man in you, and I now 
beg your pardon a thousand times for 
this abuse. He who has seen the old 
shrews that infest the neighborhood of 
St. Peter's, and has suffered from their 
visitations in the Chiesa Maria della 
Pace, knows how terrible a creature 
such an old fright is, and how offensive 
it is to be compared to such a person- 
age. I humbly beg your pardon, Philip 
Moritz, professor, sage, connoisseur of 
art, and flrst-class etymologist. But as 
for your presentiments and your fears 
that some evil may have befallen your 
sweetheart, permit me to say that they 
are only the vagaries of a lover who 
blows soap-bubbles into the air, and af- 
terward trembles lest they should fall on 
his head as cannon-balls. Why, in the 
name of all the saints, do you give vent 
to your yearnings in trumpet tones, and 
afterward consider them the death-song 
of your love ? Was it not agreed upon 
between you two lovesick childi'en of 
affliction that these two years of your 
sojourn in Italy should be a trial of your 
love and fidelity? Was it not under- 
stood that you were not to exchange a 
single letter during this period ? " 

"Yes, that wa« our agreement," re- 
plied Moritz. "Marie would have it 
so ; she wished to try me, to see whether 
I would remain faithful and constant in 
love, even among the glories of Italy." 

"Well, then I What is it that op- 
presses you? What do these lamenta- 



tions signify? What are yon afraid 
of?" 

"Do not laugh, Goethe," munniired 
Philip Moritz. " I will tell you, a dream 
has tormented and alarmed me ; a dream 
that has returned to me for three suc- 
cessive nights. I see Marie lying on 
her conch at the point of death, her 
cheeks pale and hollow, her eyea dim 
and fixed ; old Trude kneels at her side 
wringing her hands, and a voice cries 
in my ear in heart-rending tones: 
' Philip, my beloved Philip, come! 
Let me die in your arms.' 'Jhis is the 
dream that has haunted me for three 
nights ; these are the words that have 
each time awakened me from sleep, and 
they still resound in my ear when I am 
fully aroused." 

"Dreams amount to nothing," ssüd 
Goethe, shrugging his shoulders, '^ and 
your faith in them proves only that 
Cupid transforms even the most sensi- 
ble men into foolish children, and that 
the wanton god can make even sages 
irrational." 

" I would he made you so, yon mocker 
at- love and marriage," rejoined Moritz, 
grimly. "I would like to see you a 
victim of this divine madness. I trust 
that Oupid, whom you deride, will send 
an arrow into your icy heart and melt 
it in the flames of infinite love-pains and 
heaven-storming longings! I hope to 
see you, the sage who has fled from all 
the living beauties, from all the living 
women here in Italy, as though they 
were serpents of Eden — ^I hope to see 
you compelled by one of them to eat of 
the apple, and experience the dire con- 
sequences ! I hope — " 

" Hold, rash mortal ! " said Goethe, in- 
terrupting him, with a smile. "You 
know that children and fools often speak 
the truth, and that their prophedes 
often become realities. It is to be hoped 
an all-kind Providence will preserve me 
from a new love, from new flames. No, 
the fires of love have been extinguished 
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in my heart; in the wann ashes of 
iriendship that still remain, a spark may 
sometimes glimmer suflSciently to enable 
me to read the name of my beloved 
friend, Charlotte von Stein, engraven 
therein." 

" Warm ashes of friendship, indeed ! " 
observed Moritz, in mocking tones. " A 
sorry tenant for the heart of the poet of 
Werther." 

"Really," cried Goethe, "I believe 
this fellow would be capable of implor- 
ing the gods to visit a ' Werthercade ' 
upon me." 

" I not only would be capable of do- 
ing so, but I really will do so," rejoined 
Moritz. ^'I entreat the gods to bless 
and curse you with a heaven-storming, 
bliss-conferring and annibilatlng love, 
for that is all that is wanting to drive 
the last vestiges of humanity out of you, 
and make of you a demi-god with a 
halo of love-flames around your semi- 
divine head. Yes, Wolfgang Goethe, 
poet by the grace of God, to whom the 
immortal have vouchsafed the honor of 
creatmg an ^Iphigenia' and an ^Eg- 
mont'— yes, I hope that a glowing, 
flaming, and distracting love, may be 
visited upon you ! " 

''That you should not do," said 
Goethe, gently, "let me make a con- 
fession, Moritz : I believe that I am not 
capable of such a love — am not capable 
of losing my own individuality in that 
of another. I am not capable of sub- 
jecting all other thoughts, wishes, and 
cravings, to the one thought, wish, and 
craving of love. Perhaps this was at 
one time my condition, perhaps my 
Werther spoke of ray own life, and per- 
haps this tragedy was written with the 
blood of my heart, then bleeding for 
Charlotte Kästner. But you perceive 
that I did not shoot myself like Werther. 
I have steeled my heart since then to 
enable it to rely on its own strength, 
and to prevent its ever being carried 
away by the storm of passion, I am 



proof against this, and will ever be 
sol" 

" To be in Rome I " exclaimed Moritz, 
" in Rome, with a heart void of all save 
the ashes of iriendship for Charlotte 
von Stein, and to remain cold and in- 
different to the most beautiful womeA 
in the world 1 " 

" That is not true, that is calumny ! " 
said Goethe, smiung. "My heart is 
not cold, but glows with admiration 
and love for the noblest and loveliest 
woman, for the goddess of beauty,, 
chastity, and virtue. She was my first 
love in Rome, and will be my only 
love. I yearned for her until she at 
last yielded to my entreaties, and took 
up her abode in my poor house. Yes, 
I possess her, she is mine I No words 
can give an idea of her, she is like one 
of Homer's songs I " * 

" I would like to know," cried Mo- 
ritz, in astonishment, "yes, really, I 
would like to know of whom you are 
speaking I " 

"I am speaking of her," said Goethe, 
pointing to a colossal bust of the Juno 
Ludovisi, that stood on a high pedestal 
in a corner of the room. He ap- 
proached the pedestal, looked up into 
the proud and noble countenance of the 
chaste goddess, and greeted her with a 
radiant smile. 

" I greet you, mysterious goddess, on 
whose brow love and chastity are en- 
throned I When I behold you I seem 
to hear words of revelation, and I then 
know that you reflect all that the 
fancy of the poets, the researches of the 
learned, and the piety of priests, ever 
thought or depicted that is sublime and 
beautiful. You are the blessing-dis- 
pensing Isis of the Egyptians, the Yenus 
Aphrodite, and Mother Mary, all in one, 
and I stand before you in pious awe, 
adoring, loving and — " 



• Goethe^ B own words.— See "Trip to Italy,*' 
Goefhe'0 works, vol. zzUi., p. 1S9. 
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"Holy Mary! Holy Jannarins!'' 
screamed a voice from the doorway, 
and a woman, in the pictnresqne dress 
of an Italian peasant, mshed into the 
room. " Signori, signori, a wonder, a 
miracle 1 " 

*' What do you mean, Signora 
Abazza?" asked Groethe, laughing, 
as Moritz, alarmed by the old woman's 
screeching, withdrew hastily to the 
window recess. 

"What do I mean?" repeated the 
old woman, as she sank breathlessly 
into a chair. " A miracle has occurred, 
Signori I My cat is, praying to God 
the Father!" 

"How so, signora?" asked Goethe, 
while Moritz had abandoned his retreat 
and was slowly approaching the old 
woman, curiosity depicted in his coun- 
tenance. 

" I mean just what I say, signori ! I 
went to your bedchamber to make up 
the bed, and the cat accompanied me 
as usual. Suddenly I heard a whining 
and mewing, and when I looked around, 
supposing she had hurt herself in some 
way, I saw her — ^bnt come and look 
ypurselves. It is a miracle, signori! 
A miracle I " She sprang up, rushed to 
the door of the bedchamber, opened it, 
looked in, and beckoned to the two 
friends to approach. "Softly, softly, 
signori ; do not disturb her ! " 

Goethe and Moritz walked noiselessly 
to the door, and looked into the adjoin- 
ing room. There, on the antiquated 
wardrobe, opposite Schiller's bed, and 
illumined by the sunlight that poured 
in through the broad window, stood the 
colossal bust of the almighty Jupiter. 
In front of this bust, full of beauty and 
regal composure, stood Madame Abaz- 
za's gray oat, upright on her hind feet. 
She had laid her fore-paws on the god's 
broad breast, and stretched her neck so 
that she could gaze into his m^estic 
countenance, and touch with her tongue 
the lips with their godlike smile, and 



the beard with its curling locks. She 
kissed his divine lips ardently, and 
zealously licked his curly beard, stop- 
ping now and then to gaze for a mo- 
ment at his royal countenance, and to 
utter a tender, plaintive mew, and then 
renewing her attention to beard and 
lips. 

Goethe and Moritz looked oa with 
smiling astonishment, the old woman 
with pious dismay. 

" Come to me, pussy," cried the sig- 
nora at last.; "come to me, my little 
pet, I will give you some milk and 
sugar; come! " 

But call and entreat as she would, tbe 
cat would not allow herself to be dis- 
turbed in her devotions, not even when 
Goethe walked heavily through the 
room and stepped up to the wardrobe. 
She continued to kiss the god's lips and 
beard, and to utter her plaintive mews. 
Signora Abbazza, who was standing in 
the door-way, with folded hands, now 
protested that the cat sang exactly like 
Father Ambrose when he officiated at 
the morning mass, and that her heart, 
the signora's, was filled with pious de- 
votion. 

"I must, however, bring this cat- 
mass to an end," cried Goethe, laugh- 
ing, "for if the cat continues her devo- 
tions much longer, another miracle will 
take place: the divine locks wiU dis- 
solve, and the lips, so expressive of wis- 
dom and m^gesty, will be nothing more 
than shapeless plaster. Halloo! fa- 
ther cat, away with you I You shall 
not transform the god into a lump of 
plaster ! " With threatening tones and 
gestures he frightened the cat down 
from the wardrobe, and drove her out 
of the room. Goethe and Ms friend 
then returned to the parlor. 

" Wonders are the order of the day," 
said Moritz, thoughtfully, " and we are 
surrounded by a mysterious atmosphere 
of dreams and tokens." 

" Only when we are dreamers," cried 
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Goethe, laughing. "To the unbiassed 
there is nothing miraculous, to them all 
things seem natural." 

" How can you explain the cat's rap- 
turous devotion? " 

" In a very prosaic, pitiful manner," 
replied Goethe, smiling. " You know, 
exalted dreamer, that this bust was 
moulded but a few days ago, and you 
also know that grease was used to pre- 
vent the plaster from adhering to the 
form. Some of this grease remained in 
the cavities of the beard and lips ; the 
cat's fine sense of smell detected its 
presence, and she was endeavoring to 
lick it off." * 

Philip Moritz raised his arms, and 
looked upward with comic pathos: 
"Hear this mocker, this cold-hearted 
materialist, ye eternal, ye sublime gods I 
punish the blasphemer who mocks at 
his own poetic genius ; punish him by 
fining his cold heart with a lost passion- 
ate love I Oast down this proud poet 
in the dust, in order that he be made 
aware that he is still a mortal in spite 
of his poetic renown, and that he dare 
not attempt to hold himself aloof from 
human love and human suffering! — 
Venus Aphrodite, pour out the lava 
streams of your passion on this pre- 
sumptuous poet, and—" 

"Hold, hold! " cried Goethe, laugh- 
ing, as he seized his friend's arms, and 
forcibly drew them down. " You re- 
mind me of Thetis invoking the wrath 
of the great Zeus upon the head of the 
son he believed to be guilty, and to 
whom the god granted his cruel 
prayer." 

**Signpri, signoril " cried Signora 
Abazza, from the outside. 

" Come in, come in, signora ! What 
is the matter this time ? " 

"Signore Zucchi has arrived from 
Rome with his divine signora," said the 

* This cat Btory Goethe relates precisely as 
above, In his "Italian Trip."— See Goethe's 
WoriD8,voLxxiii.,p.l81. 



old woman, appearing in the doorway, 
"they inquired at the post-office for 
your letters and papers, as they prom- 
ised to do, and here is the mail Signora 
Angelica has brought you." 

Goethe hastily opened and examined 
the sealed package which she had hand- 
ed him. " Newspapers I newspapers I " 
exclaimed he, throwing the folded pa- 
pers on the table, " I am surrounded by 
living Nature, what care I for lifeless 
newspapers." 

" You will not read them ? " said 
Moritz. " You have no desire to learn 
what is taking place in the German em- 
pire, to learn whether the emperor has 
undertaken another campaign against 
presumptuous Prussia or not? " 

" No, I wish to know nothing of war," 
said Goethe, softly. " I am a child of 
peace. I wish eternal peace to the 
whole world, now that I am at peace 
with myself." * 

" Then permit me, at least, to interest 
myself in these matters," said Moritz, 
taking one of the papers from the table 
and opening it. With a cry of joy Goe- 
the picked up the three letters that fell 
to the floor. 

" Two letters for me I A letter from 
my Charlotte, and one from my dear 
friend, Herder! And here is a letter 
for you, friend Moritz." 

" A letter for me ! " said Moritz, 
clutching and hastily opening the let- 
ter Goethe held in his extended hand. 
"Who can have written to me? " 

" Read, my friend, and you will see. 
I will first read Herder's letter, it prob- 
ably contains his opinion of my *Eg- 
mont,' which I sent him some time ago." 

He seated himself at the little table, 
opposite Moritz. Both were soon busi- 
ly reading, and Goethe was so com- 
pletely absorbed in his letter that he did 
not notice how pale Moritz had become, 
and how the letter trembled in his 

* Goethe's own words.— See " Italian Trip," 
vol. xxiv., p. 146. 
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hands; nor did he hear the deep sighs 
that escaped his lips. 

*' I knew these fault-finders would not 
understand my Olarohen ; they demand 
another scene, explaining her relation 
to Egmont Another sceoel Where 
am I to introduce it ? Where ? " 

*^6oetbe," said Moritz, rising and 
handing the letter, which he had read 
again and again, to his friend, " Goethe, 
read this, and then laugh at my dreams 
and presentiments, if you can." 

" What is it? *' asked Goethe, looking 
up. " But what is the matter with you, 
my friend? How pale yon are, and how 
you tremhle ! Tears in your eyes, too I 
Have you received had news ? " 

"I have," groaned Moritz. "Marie 
IS ill. Bead I" 

* Goethe took the letter and hastily 
glanced over it. It was from Professor 
Gedicke in Berlin; he announced that 
Marie von Lenthen had heen iU for some 
time ; that she had, at first, concealed 
her illness, hut now admitted it, and ex- 
pressed an ardent desire to see Moritz. 
The physician had given it as his opinion 
that a reunion with her lover after so 
long a separation would have a benefi- 
cial effect on his patient, and infuse new 
life into her being; it was therefore 
considered desirable that Moritz should 
speedily return to Germany and Berlin, 
to restore health and happiness to his be- 
loved. "Strange, truly strange I " said 
Goethe. " Your dream is being falfilled, 
your presentiment has become reality." 

" Fearful reality ! " groaned Moritz. 
"Marie will die, I shall not see her 
again I " 

" No, oh no," said Goethe, endeavor- 
ing to console him. "You take too 
gloomy a view of things; your fancy 
conjures up horrible visions. You will 
see her again. The magical influence 
of your presence, the heavenly fire of 
your love, will save . her. Women are 
generally such sensitively constituted 
beings that all ordinary laws are set at 



defiance when they love. They die of 
love, and they live on love. Marie is ifl 
because she longs, to be with voa; sie 
will recover when she once more beholds 
you, and reads love and fidelity in your 
countenance." 

" Marie will die! " groaned Moritz. 
" God grant that I may, at least, arrlTe 
in time to kiss the last death-sigh fim 
her lips 1 " 

" You are then about to take yoor de- 
parture? You will leave Italy and re- 
turn to Germany ? " 

Moritz shrugged his shoulders. "Tru- 
ly, Goethe, in this question I see M 
your heart is cold and loveless. I leaw 
here within an hour I " 

Gk)ethe extended both hands, and bis 
eyes shone with deep sympathy, as be 
gazed lovingly into his friend's paid 
countenance. "Moritz, I am notcoM 
and not loveless. I understand yoa. I 
appreciate your grief. I know that you 
must leave me, and must answer this 
call. Do not misunderstand me, my 
friend, and when I subdue the holy 
flames, that glow in your soul and my 
own, with the prose of every-day life, 
remember that I have eaten much hitter 
fruit from the tree of knowledge, and 
that I anxiously avoid being poisoned 
in that manner again. B ut a blasphemer 
I am not, and be it far from me to de- 
sire to shake your resolution. Loves 
the holy god who often determines our 
thoughts and actions, and love it is that 
calls you 1 Go, my friend, answer this 
call, and may love console and giveyoi 
heavenly delight. Go I I will assist 
you in getting ready I We will go to 
work at oncel The stage leaves here 
for Rome in a few hours, and you viU 
arrive there in time to take the ma'J- 
coach for Milan this evening." 

Goethe assisted his friend in preparing 
for his departure with such tender solici- 
tude that Moritz's eyes filled with tears 
at the thought of separation from his 
dear companion. 
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Angelica Kaufmann, the celebrated 
Ipainter, who had now been married to 
the artist, Tucchi, for some months, sent 
twice to her friend Goethe inviting Mm 
to take a walk, but in vain. It was in 
vain that a merry party of artists, who 
-were sojourning in Oastel Gandolfo, sang 
beneath Goethe's window, and entreated 
liim to join them in an excursion to the 
mountains, where they proposed to draw, 
paint, and amuse themselves till even- 
ing. 

Goethe let them go without him and 
remained with his friend, endeavoring 
to console and encourage him. When 
the trunk was entirely packed, Goethe 
quietly slipped a well-filled purse into 
the tray, hastily locked the trunk, and 
handed the key to Moritz. " All is now 
ready, my friend. Listen how our 
friend, the stage-driver, is cracking his 
whip and giving vent to his impatience, 
at the delay we have caused, in his 
charming Italian oaths. We will prom- 
ise him a gratuity, as an incentive to 
make him drive rapidly, to ensure your 
arriving in Rome in time for the mail- 
coach." 

"May heaven grant that I arrive in 
Berlin in time to find Marie still living I 
this is all I crave ! You see life has 
made me humble and modest ; my life 
has been rich in misfortunes and poor 
in joys. I found two beautiful blossoms 
on my journey : Marie's love and Goe- 
the's friendship. But I will lose them 
both ; death will tread the one of these 
blossoms under foot, and life the other." 
Goethe laid his hand gently on 
Moritz's shoulder, and gazed into his 
countenance in deep emotion. " What 
fate has determined concerning the blos- 
som of your love, that we must await 
with composure and resignation, for 
death is an almighty king, before whom 
the haughtiest head must bow in reve- 
rence. But the blossom of friendship 
which we have so tenderly nurtured, 
and which has so often cheered and re- 



freshed our hearts — ^that blossom we will 
preserve and protect from all the storms 
of life. You may be right in asserting 
that the fiames of love are extinguished 
in my heart, but the light of friendship 
is still burning brightly there, and will 
only expire with my death.« Be ever 
mindful of this, and, although you sup- 
pose me to be a cold lover, you shall 
never have cause to consider me a cold 
friend. Let this be our farewell; ever 
bear this in mind." 

"This thought will console and en- 
courage," said Moritz, his eyes -filling 
with tears. " All that I have enjoyed 
in these last few years that was good 
and beautiful, I owe to you, and have 
enjoyed with you alone I Farewell, my 
Pylades! I feel that, hke Orestes, I am 
being pursued by Furies, and driven out 
into the worid, to death and to despair ! 
Farewell, Goethe I " 

They clasped each oth^r in a long 
embrace, and then Goethe led his friend 
down to the stage in silence. He gave 
the angry driver a gratuity, and pressed 
his friend's hand warmly in a last fare- 
well. 



CHAPTER IX. 



LBONOEA. 



GoKTHB stood for a long time on the 
steps in front of the house, following 
with his gaze the departing stage, and 
listening to the jingling of the little bells 
with which the horses were adorned. 
When this also had finally become in- 
audible, Goethe turned slowly, a deep 
sigh escaping his lips, and reentered the 
house. 

But his apartments seemed bare and 
solitary, and even the drawings and 
paintings which had usually afforded 
him so much pleasure, were now dis- 
tasteful. 

He impatiently threw brush and pal- 
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ette aside and arose. *' This solitade is 
unendurable," he mnnnnred to himself^ 
" I must seek company. I wish I knew 
where my merry friends have gone, I 
would like to follow them and take part 
in their merrymakings. But they will 
all have gone, not one of them will 
have been misanthropical enough to re- 
main at home. I shall probably hav^ 
to content myself with the society of 
Signora Abazza and her cat." 

With rapid strides he passed down 
the broad marble steps and out into the 
garden. Here all was still and solitary. 
No human forms could be seen in the 
long avenues, bordered on either side 
with dense evergreen. No laughter or 
merry conversation resounded from the 
myrtle arbors. In vain the wind shook 
down the ripe fruit from the orange 
trees, the merry artists were not there 
who were in the habit of playing ball 
with the golden fruit. In great dejec- 
tion Goethe moved leisurely down the 
avenue which led to the large pavilion, 
built on a little hill at the end of the 
garden, and commanding a magnificent 
view of Lake Albano and its wooded 
shores. Goethe walked slowly toward 
this point, regardless of his surround- 
ings of the marble statues that stood here 
and there in niches hewn out of the 
dense evergreen, and of the murmuring 
of th e neighboring cascades. The study 
of Nature in all its details usually af- 
forded him great enjoyment. He sought 
out its mysteries as well in mosses, 
fiowers, and insects, as in the tall cy- 
press, the eagle, and the clouds. But 
to-day. Nature with all its beauties was 
unheeded by the poet, he was thinking 
of his absent friend; the words of sep- 
aration still resounded in his ear. His 
mind was burdened with an anxious 
feeling like a presentiment of coming 
evil. 

But GoeÜie was not' the man to al- 
low himself to be weighed down by 
sadness. He suddenly stood stiD, threw 



back the brown locks from his broT 
with a violent movement of the head, 
and looked around defiantly. 

" What misery do you wish to inflict 
on me, hollow-eyed Melancholy," cried 
he, angrily. " Where do you lie con- 
cealed? from beMnd which hedge have 
yon fastened your stony gaze on me! 
Away with you I I will have nothing 
to do with you ; you shall not lay your 
cold, damp hand on my warm hmnm 
heart. I wiU— " 

He suddenly ceased speaking, and 
looked up at the pavilion, astonishment 
depicted in his countenance. In the 
doorway of the pavilion, facing the gar- 
den, stood two girlish figures. A ray 
of sunshine penetrated the open win- 
dow at the other end of the hall and 
illumined this door-way, surronnding 
these figures as with a frame of trans- 
parent gold, and encircling their heads 
with a halo of light. The one was tall 
and slender ; the dark complexion, the 
brown cheeks, slightly tinged with crim- 
son, the purple lips, the delicately-curved 
nose, the large, sparkling black eyes, the 
glossy black hair, and an inexpressible 
something in her whole appearance and 
expression, betrayed the Roman maiden, 
the proud daughter of the Caesars. 
The young girl who stood at her side 
was entirely different in appearance. 
She was not so tall, and yet she was as 
symmetrical in form as the goddess as- 
cending from the waves. Her light 
hair fell in a profusion of ringlets aronnd 
the brow of transparent whiteness, and 
down over the delicate shoulders that 
were modestly veiled by her white 
muslin dress. Her large black eyes 
were milder than, but not so luininons as, 
those of her companion ; her delicately- 
formed cheeks were of a rosier hue; an 
innocent smile played about her purple 
lips, and illumined her whole counte- 
nance. Her lovely head rested on her 
companion's shoulder, and when sh« 
raised her right arm and laid it Bxom 
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lier neck, the loose sleeve fell back and 
disclosed an arm of dazzling whiteness 
and rare beauty. They stood there in 
silenbe, sorronnded by a halo of san- 
shine, looking dreamily around at the 
garden with its variegated autumnal 
lines. 

At the foot of the hiU on which the 
pavilion was situated, stood Groethe, his 
countenance radiant with delight, feast- 
ing his eyes on this charming picture. 

'-^ Apollo himself must have sent me 
this divine picture. I will engrave it 
deeply on my heart, that it may some 
day find utterance in living, breathing 
poetry. Ye are the fair ones of whom 
my soul has of late been dreaming, when- 
ever Torquato Tasso's image arose be- 
fore my imagination. I will make you 
both immortal, at least in so far as it is 
given to the poet to make aught im- 
mortal. Apollo, I thank thee for this 
apparition! These are my two prin- 
cesses, my two Leonoras, and here 
stands Tasso, looking up to them with 
enraptured adoration I But, O ye gods, 
harden my heart against the flames of 
love, preserve me from Tasso's fate ! " 

" Signer Goethe 1 " exclaimed the Ro- 
man m£uden, who had just perceived the 
poet standing at the foot of the hill, as 
she stepped forward to the head of the 
stone stairway that led up to the pavil- 
ion. She stood there bowing her head 
in greeting, and beckoning to him to 
come up, while the fair-haired girl re- 
mained in the door, smiling at her friend's 
eager gestures. 

" Come up, Signore ; mother is in the 
pavilion, and a party of friends will 
soon join us here ; we shall then play 
and be merry." 

" Yes, we shall play and be merry," 
cried Groethe, as he rushed up the steps, 
and extended his hand to the fair friend 
who awaited him. 

" A greeting to you, beautiful Ama- 
rilla, and many thanks for your kind 
invitation." Signora Araarilla grasped 



his hand cordially, and then turned to 
her friend, " Leonora — " 

"Leonora I" repeated Goethe^ star- 
tled, " the signora's name is Leonora? " 

Signora Amarilla looked at him with 
astonishment. "Yes, Leonora. And 
why not? Is this name so remarkable, 
so unheard of? " 

" N^o, not exactly that, and yet it is 
a remarkable coincidence that — " 

In her animation, Amarilla took no 
notice of the words Schiller had mur- 
mured, but ran to the door, grasped her 
friend's hand, and led her forward. The 
young girl seemed to follow her almost 
reluctantly; her lovely eyes were cast 
down, and a brighter color diffused it- 
self over her cheeks. 

" Leonora, this is the Signore Goethe, 
about whom I told you so much this 
morning — the signore who lives in 
Rome, in the house a^oining ours, on 
the Gorso— the one to whom the ar- 
tists recently gave the magnificent sere- 
nade that was the talk of all Rome for 
three days. "We supposed the signore to 
be a rich Inglese, because he indulged 
in so costly a pleasure, but he tells us 
that he is only a poor German poet ; 
this, however, I do not believe. But 
look up, Leonora I look at the gentle- 
man I He is an intimate acquaintance 
of mine, and I have already told you so 
much about him." 

While Signora Amarilla was laughing 
and speaking, with the unceasing fiu- 
ency of tongue peculiar to the ladies of 
Rome, Leonora stood at her side, her 
eyes still cast down. Goethe's gaze 
was fixed immovably on the beautifal 
vision before him. Did his ardent gaze, 
or his glowing thoughts, exercise a ma- 
gical infiuence over her? Slowly she 
raised her head, and opened the large 
timid eyes, shaded with long black 
lashes, and looked at Goethe. Their 
glances met, and both started; the 
hearts of both beat higher. Her cheeks 
glowed, his turned pale. He felt as 



192 



GOETHE AND SCHILLEB. 



though a whirlwind had arisen in his 
heart, and was carrying him he knew 
not where, either heavenward or into 
an ahyss. His head swam, and he stag- 
gered hack a step; she grasped her 
friend's hand, as if to snstain herself. 

Signora AmariUa had ohserved noth- 
ing of this mute greeting and inter- 
change of thought ; she chatted away 
merrily. 

" Now, Signore Goethe, permit me to 
introduce this young lady; you will 
have great cause to he thankful for the 
honor conferred on you. This is my 
dear friend Signora Leonora Bandetto. 
Her brother is the confidential clerk in 
the business establishment ofJILr. Jen- 
kins. He was very homesick, and 
longed to be with his family in Milan. 
As he could not conveniently leave 
Rome, he begged that his sister Leonora 
might be permitted to come on to live 
with him and4;ake charge of his house- 
hold. The most beautiful daughter of 
Milan came to Borne in answer to this 
appeal. I made her acquaintance at a 
party at Mr. Jenkins's, and we became 
friends. We love each other tenderly, 
and I stormed Signore Bandetto with 
entreaties until he consented to lend me 
his sister for a few weeks. Leonora 
came to Oastet Gandolfo to-day, and 
will spend two weeks with us, two 
heavenly weeks. This is the whole 
story, and now let us go into the pavil- 
ion." 

She tripped gayly toward the door, 
leading her friend by the hand ; Goethe 
followed them slowly, his breast filled 
with strange emotions. 

At the entrance they were receiv- 
ed by Signora Amarilla's mother, who 
was surrounded by a number of young 
ladies who had jast arrived. Several 
young gentlemen, artists and poets, soon 
joined the party; the little pavilion 
was now the scene of great gayety. 
Laughter and jestijig resounded on all 
sides; and^ finally, the game of lotto, 



the favorite game of the Ronian3,ünd 
the occasion of this little gathering, was 
commenced. 

Poor Moritz, poor friend, who i? 
journeying toward Bome in sadness, ii 
is well that you cannot look back at 
this scene! It is well that you caDDOt 
see the friend for whom yoor heart is 
sorrowing, seated between the two 
lovely women, between Amarilla and 
Leonora, laughing and jesting with tbe 
former, but having eyes and thonglitj 
for Leonora only I It is well, poor 
Moritz, that you cannot see Goethe's 
eyes kindling with rapture, and his 
countenance radiant with enthasiasffl, 
as he laughs and jests, the yomgest 
among the young, the gayest amoDg 
the gay 1 

It is now Signora Amarilla's turn to 
keep the bank, Goethe is her partner; 
he divides his money and wionings 
with her, but the losses he bears alone. 
The beautiful Amarilla's mother, who 
is seated in front of them on the other 
side of the long table, looks on vitli 
great content, laughs heartily at Signore 
Goethe's jokes, and rejoices at th^" 
bank's success, because her daughters 
little treasure increases. But a change 
comes over her countenance, her dark 
eyes no longer sparkle with deJighf- 
This change is evidently owing to the 
fact that Signore Wolfgang Goethe ha^ 
dissolved the partnership that existed 
between himself and her daughter; he 
tendered his services as partner to Leo- 
nora, and is accepted. Not being 6- 
miliar with the game, she allows Go^^^ 
to guide and direct her. She is ^^ 
losing her timidity, and is alread; con- 
versing quite gayly and confidentially 
with the agnore who eagerly gratifies all 
her little wishes. 

The right to keep the bank now passed 
from Leonora to her neighboi*. Goetfle, 
however, did not offer to be herpartoer 
too, but quietly retained iiis place oe- 
tween the two lovely girls. ^^^^ 
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AmariUa, with all tbe animation of her 
southern nature, gave her exclusive at- 
tention to the game, while all the play- 
ers were anxiously listening to the num- 
bers as they were called out, and cover- 
ing them ou their cards with little 
squares of glass, Goethe sat leaning 
back in his chair, gazing into the beau- 
tiful countenance of his neighbor, who 
no longer desired to take part in the 
game, but preferred to cease playing, as 
she told Goethe naively, rather than run 
the risk of losing the two scudi she had 
already won. 

" Signore, we must not tempt fortune," 
said she, as she raised the little coins, 
which amounted to two scudi in value, 
in her delicate little hands, and then let 
them fall one by one into her lap. Un- 
conscious of what she was doing, she 
continued to play with the little bajoc- 
chi and paoli, raising and letting them 
fall again and again into her lap. 

Goethe smilingly regarded the beau- 
tiful hands as they toyed with the little 
coins, and thought of Oorreggio's cele- 
brated painting of Danaö and the shower 
of gold. The thought occurred to him : 
" It is well that the gods no longer roam 
the earth tempting innocence with 
such a shower 1 Could this lovely 
child also have been ensnared by the 
shower of gold?" 

"You laugh, signore," said Leonora, 
looking earnestly at Goethe; "you 
laugh, but it is, nevertheless, true ! "We 
must not tempt fortune ; we are sure to 
suffer when we confide in fortune." 

" Is Fortuna so bad a goddess ? " asked 
Goethe, smOing. 

"Fortuna is no goddess," replied 
liConora, earnestly; "Fortuna is a de- 
löon, signore. She is the daughter of 
the tempter who spoke to the mother 
of mankind in the garden of Eden. If 
we listen to her words and allow our- 
selves to be ensnared by her allurements, 
ow good thoughts vanish, and we are 
led astray." 

18 



" You calumniate the noble goddess, 
signora. You are doubly unjust to For- 
tuna ; has she not smiled on you to-day, 
and are not your thoughts good and in- 
nocent ? " 

" I, myself, am a proof that she is a 
temptress, a demon," said Leonora, 
eagerly, but in a subdued voice. "I 
will tell you my thoughts, signore ; there 
is something in your eyes that compels 
me to confess the truth. Listen, signore. 
When I, thanks to your good advice 
and skill, had won the first few paoli, 
I rejoiced over my fortune and thought 
to myself: *I will give these to Theresa, 
the old woman I see on the steps of the 
Santa Maria dell a Pace, every morning 
when I attend mass at this church.' 
Old Theresa invariably stretches out 
her witheredj trembling hand, and I 
am so rarely able to give her any thing, 
for my brother is not rich, signore, and 
we are compelled to economize his earn- 
ings. It always grieves me to have to 
pass by the poor woman without giving 
her any thing. I rejoiced over the first 
few paoli I had won, calculating that I 
could have them changed into copper 
coins and give Theresa one each day for 
a whole week. At this moment you 
handed me a few more paoli, telling mo 
that I had already won an entire scu- 
do. But what followed I Old Theresa's 
image vanished from my heart; it oc- 
curred to me that my brother had re- 
cently wished for a new cravat, and 
that I could now purchase it with my 
scudo. You are laughing at me, signore, 
are you not? You are right; it is very 
bold in me to impart my foolish, girl- 
ish thoughts to so wise a gentleman as 
yourself." 

"N'o, signora, I am not laughing at 
you," said Goethe, in such tender tones 
that she looked up in surprise and lis- 
tened attentively, as though his words 
were sweet music. " I was only amused 
because your own words rebutted your 
accusations against Fortuna. The god- 
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dess has airakened good thoughts only 
in your bosom ! " 

" But I have not yet finished, signore I 
Only wait a little I My old beggar-wo- 
man was forgotten, and I had determin- 
ed to devote my scudo to the purchase 
of the silk cravat for my brother. But 
I won, again and again, and yon poured 
the little paoli into my hand, and ob- 
served, laughingly : you ai'e now rich, 
signora, for you have already won more 
than two scudil Your words startled 
me; I now heard a tempting voice 
whispering in my breast : * Play on, Leo- 
nora; play on. Win one more scudo, 
and then you will have enough to buy 
the coral ear-rings you recently admired 
so much, but were unable to buy. Play 
on, Leonora ; win money enough to pur- 
chase this jewelry.' I was about to 
continue playing, thinking neither of 
the old woman nor of my brother, but 
only of my own desires. But I sud- 
denly remembered the last words my 
confessor, Father Ignatio, had spoken 
to me in Milan when I took leave of 
him. He said: *My child, when you 
hear the tempter's voice, pray for 
strength to resist his allurements;' and I 
did pray, signore. While we were pray- 
ing, I vowed to the holy virgin that I 
would not purchase the jewelry, but 
would expend my scudi for my brother 
and my poor old Theresa only. I will 
keep my vow. Now you will admit 
that Fortuna is a demon, a daughter of 
the temptress who spoke to our mother 
Eve^ and was the cause of the expulsion 
of mankind from Paradise, will you not? " 

Goethe did not reply ; with an inward 
tremor that was inexplicable to himself, 
he gazed at the lovely being whose 
cheeks were flushed with animation, 
and whose countenance shone with the 
holy light of purity and innocence. 
Her sweet voi^e still rang in his ear 
after she' had ceased speaking. 

"Confess, signore!" repeated Leo- 
nora, eagerly. 



Goethe gave her a look of infinite 
mildness and tenderness. "Signora, 
you, at least, are still in Paradise, and 
may the avenging angel with the flaming 
sword never touch the pure brov which 
the angel of innocence has kissed and 
sanctified." 

" We have finished, the game isiat an 
end I " cried the imperious voice of 
Amarilla's mother. In tbe bustle which 
ensued, Leonora, who was listening 
breathlessly, failed to catch the words 
which Goethe added in a low tone. 

The company had arisen from the 
table, and formed little groups in vari- 
ous parts of the pavilion. Goethe had 
stepped to an open window and was 
looking out at the lake, that glittered 
in the last rays of the setting sun. Sud- 
denly a hand was laid heavily on his 
shoidder ; he slowly tmned and saw Sig- 
nora Frezzi, Amarilla's mother, standing 
at his side. • Her conntenance was grave, 
her brow clouded, and the accustomed 
smile was wanting on her lips. 

" Signore Goethe, you are a stranger, 
and are, of course, not familiar with the 
usages of our favored land," said she, in 
subdued, reproached tones. 

" Have I sinned, signora? " asked he, 
gayly. " Have I been guilty of an im- 
propriety T " 

"Yes, signore, yon have, and as Ama- 
rijla's mother, I must say that I cannot 
suffer the innocent child to be affiront- 
ed." 

"But, signora," ^le asked, in alarm, 
" how can I have affironted your daugh- 
ter?" 

"I wiU teU you, signore. You have 
known my daughter since your concert 
in Rome, and, when we met here in 
Oastel Gandolfo a week ago, you showed 
a^isposition to cultivate her acquaint- 
ance. Since then you have been her 
companion on all our walks and excnr- 
sions. It is recognized as your rigbt by 
all our friends and acquaintances, and 
no one would dream of attempting to 
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take your place at ber side. It is a good 
old custom for each young lady and 
gentleman to select a special friend du- 
ring their summer sojourn in the coun- 
try. It binds the young lady and gen- 
tleman who have associated themselves 
in this manner, to the most enduring 
and delicate attentions to each other 
until they return to Borne, when, of 
conrse, all obligation ceases." 

"What impropriety have I commit- 
ted?" 

"This impropriety, sign ore: for the 
last week you bave been recognized by 
every one as the amico of my daughter, 
and now, when you have scarcely made 
the acquaintance of her friend Leonora, 
yon transfer the attentions hitherto 
shown to my daughter to this young 
lady. This is not proper, signore, and I 
must request you — ^" 

"I have a request to make of you 
first, signora," said Goethe, interrupt- 
ing her in severe and imperious tones. 
" I must request you not to forget that 
I am a stranger, and cannot give up the 
customs and usages of my own country. 
In Germany it is customaiy for gentle- 
men to be polite to all ladies. This, it 
seems to me, 4s better and more agree- 
able than to show exclusive attention 
and devotion to one lady to the neglect 
of all others. You will have to permit 
me to pursue the course I deem the most 
proper." 

He left her side, and walked through 
the pavilion to the bay-window in 
which the two young ladies were stand- 
ing. They both smiled as he approach- 
ed. Amarilla had just broken off a twig 
of blooming myrtle from the vine that 
dnng to the lattice-work of the pa- 
vilion, and was fastening it in Leo- 
nora's hair. She pointed proudly to 
her friend : 

** See how beautiful she is, signore ! 
Does she not look hke the goddess of 
love with the flowers of love in her 
hair?" 



Leonora blushed and turned her head 
hastily toward the open window. The 
myrtle fell from her hair to the -floor, 
at Goethe's feet. He stooped down and 
picked it up. His heart beat tumultu- 
ously, and 9 feeling of wondrous de- 
light ran through his whole being as he 
handed it to Amarilla to be replaced in 
Leonora's hair. 

'* How long will it be," said Amarilla, 
smiling, as she again fastened the myrtle 
in her friend's hair ; " how long will it 
be beforja I adorn this golden hair with 
a real bridal wreath 1 " 

She looked smilingly at Goethe as she 
uttered these words, and this look made 
his heart quake. How composed this 
heart had hitherto been since his sojourn 
in Italy! How c^arefully had Goethe 
avoided awakening it from this state of 
dreamy repose! How sedulously had 
he avoided women, living only for art 
and nature! Now, when he hardly 
knew that he had a heart, it suddenly 
beat tumultuously, andHlled his breast 
with all the sweet sensations and stormy 
desires of former days ! 

He was so astonished and bewildered 
by this revelation, that he was unable 
to take part in the conversation going 
on around him, or to appear indifferent 
to this charming girl. He left the pa- 
vilion and sought out the most^ solitary 
part of the park, where he walked to 
and fro for hours, listening to the sweet 
voices that were whispering in his soul. 
He smiled when he remembered how 
Moritz had entreated the gods to melt 
his icy heart ; his friend's wish was be- 
ing gratified in a charming manner ! 

"I Ihank you, ye eternal gods, for 
having accorded me this highest reve- 
lation of poetry here in Italy ; I thank 
you for having enkindled in my heart 
the holy flames of love. I laughed at 
you, Venus Aphrodite, and you are 
punishing the sinner with your sweetest 
wrath ; you are permitting him to feel 
that undying youth is still glowing in his 
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bosom. For love is eternal youth, and 
Hovel Yes, I love!" 

It was late at night, and his friends 
had long since retired to rest, but 
Goethe was still walking to and fro in 
the gloomy avenues of the pajk— in 
the avenues in which the pious fathers 
of the order of the holy Ignatius had 
formerly wandered, forming plans to 
divert the power and glory of the whole 
world into their hands. 

The palace that now belonged to the 
wealthy Mr. Jenkins had formerly been 
the summer residence of the general of 
this order. The monastery was situat- 
ed at the other end of the park. Pope 
Urban had once walked arm in arm 
with his friend the Jesuit general in 
these avenues, and together they had 
considered how they were to subjugate 
princes and nations, and make them- 
selves masters of the world. 

Goethe thought of this as he stepped 
into the main avenue, and saw before 
him the grand old palace. 

" Truly," murmured he, "this is the 
work of the holy fathers. They have 
thrown a Jesuit's cloak over the mis- 
chievous god. In this disguise, he has 
dogged my footsteps, and, wliile I fond- 
ly believed myself to be conversing 
with an honest priest on learned topics, 
this impudent knave has so bewitched 
me that I have abjured all wisdom, 
and am about to become a fool among 
fools." 

"But what is to come of this, you 
fool ? " asked he of himself. " Where 
is your love for this beautiful child to 
lead you ? " 

He listened, as if expecting an an- 
swer from the night wind that rustled 
by. He looked up at the moon, to see if 
a solution of this mystery of the future 
could be found in its shining counte- 
nance. In his heart the mocking words 
of his own soog were all the while 
ringing, singing, and laughing in low 
tones : 



" 5?*™*\«n» Kind, ist wunderlich Wort, 
Hör ich'B, mocht ich gleich wieder fort ! " * 

He repeated these words again and 
again, as he slowly walked toward the 
house, endeavoring to convince himself 
that they embodied his own sentimente. 
But the moonbeams are strange sorcer- 
ers; over the glittering waters of the 
murmuring cascades, and in every open 
myrtle-blossom, he saw the counte- 
nance of a lovely girl, who seemed to 
greet him with her dark, starlike eyes, 
and whose golden hair encompassed 
her angel countenance as with a halo 
of beauty and innocence. 

Goethe smiled, and whispered the fol- 
lowing lines of the same song ; 

" Heirathen wir eben. 
Das übrige wird sicli geben 1 " t 



CHAPTER X. 

A BBEAM OF LOVE. 

Strong and mighty, harnessed, and 
full of life, as Minera had sprung forth 
from the head of Jupiter, had love sud- 
denly arisen in Goethe's heart. A single 
day had awakened it, a single night had 
suflSced to make it strong, mighty, and 
confident of victory. 

When Goethe, after having passed a 
night of delightftd dreams, left his ap- 
partments on the following morning, 
and repaired to the large saloon in 
which the Jesuit general had formerly 
entertained his devout guests, and in 
which merry artists and men of the 
world, and joyous and beautiful women, 
were now in the habit of assembling, 
his countenance wore a glad smile. He 
had bravely resolved to permit himself 
to be borne onward on the seething, 



* When marriage is spoken of, my child, I fed 
like leaving at once. 

t Let us only marry, the rest will take caie of 
itself. 
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silver waves of feeling, regardless of 
whither they tended — satisfied that 
they would bear him to some one of 
the enchanted isles of bliss, on the fra^ 
grant shores of which two white arms 
would embrace him, and two radiant 
eyes would whisper wondrous music in 
his listening heart. 

He was alone in the large room. The 
artists had returned at a late hour from 
their excursion of the previous day, and 
had not yet left their apartments. An- 
gelica Kaufmann, who, with her hus- 
band, the old painter Zucchi, was al- 
ways the first to take her seat at the 
breakfast-table, had to-day sent down 
word that she was tormented with 
headache, and would breakfast in her 
apartments. Signora Frezzi avoided 
the parlor, because she did not desire to 
meet Goethe, whose abrupt behavior 
of the day before had offended her. 

The newspapers that had arrived yes- 
terday were lying around on the little 
tables. Goethe seated himself at one 
of these tables, and opened one of the 
large English papers which are so great 
a solace to the blue-eyed daughters of 
Albion. 

Two joyous, girlish voices interrupted 
his reading, causing him to throw his 
paper hastily aside, and sending the hot 
blood to his cheeks. 

The voices were those of Amarilla 
and Leonora, who had come from the 
park, and now entered the parlor. 
' They were attired in simple morning 
dresses, and looked charming with their 
fresh, rosy cheeks, and the blossoming 
sprigs of pomegranate in their waving 
hair. 

Amarilla's quick, roving eye detected 
Goethe first, and she uttered a joyous 
greeting as she hurried forward with 
extended hands. 

Leonora stood at a distance, but her 
smiling lips and th^ timid glance of her 
large eyes w^re more eloquent than 
Amarilla's words could possibly be. 



He stepped forward and extended his 
hand to Leonora, and, when she laid 
her little hand in his, timidly, and yet 
with an expression of childlike confi- 
dence, his soul exulted, his heart over- 
flowed with joy, and his countenance 
beamed with delight. 

Amarilla did not observe this, as she 
was busily engaged in pouring out the 
coffee at one of the tables. Leonora 
turned pale under Goethe's glances, 
blushed, and then turned pale again, 
and withdrew her hand with a quick, 
convulsive movement. She slowly raised 
her eyes, and looked at Goethe so re- 
proachfully, so anxiously, that a tremor 
of joy and emotion ran through his 
whole being. 

" Be firm, my heart, do not yield so 
soon to this sweet enchantment 1 First 
inhale the fragrance of this purple blos- 
som which we call love, before you 
pluck it Skj^ä press it to your heart. Be 
firm, and enjoy the pure delight of the 
dawning sunlight 1 " 

She glided slowly from his side, and 
now, when she stood at the table assist- 
ing Amarilla, her anxious look van- 
ished; the timid little dove felt safe 
under the protecting wing of the older 
and stronger dove; she had instinct- 
ively heard the rustle of the falcon's 
wings, but now that she was at the side 
of her sister dove she no longer feared. 

Leonora smiled again, took part in 
the merry conversation which Amarilla 
had begun with Signore Wolfgang, and 
seated herself at his side at the break- 
fast-table, which Amarilla had arranged 
for the three. It was a beautiful morn- 
ing ; the fresh breeze wafted clouds of 
fragrance into the room through the 
broad, open glass doors; the rustling 
of the orange and myrtle trees, and the 
murmuring and plashing of the cas- 
cades, greeted the ear like soft music. 

To Goethe, the two lovely girls be- 
tween whom he sat seemed as bright 
and fair as the morning. Their inge- 
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nQoas conversation seemed to him more 
charming and instractive than any con- 
versation he had ever had with the 
most intellectual women, or the great- 
est scholars on the most profound snh- 
jects. 

His attention was, however, chiefly 
directed to the fair daughter of Milan, 
the maiden with the light hair, dark 
eyes, and the delicate, transparent 
cheeks — the maiden, whose counte- 
nance was hut the mirror of her soul, 
the mirror in which her every thought 
and impulse was reflected. 

Amarilla had taken one of the Eng- 
lish* newspapers, had folded it into a 
cap in imitation of tliQ/äszoletta of the 
Albanian peasant-women, and placed it 
jauntily on her pretty head. She was 
dancing around in the room, and sing- 
ing in a low voice to the melody of the 
tarantella, one of those little love-dit- 
ties which gush so harmoniously from 
the lips of Italian maidens. 

" She flies about like the bee, sipping 
sweets from every blossom, and fancies 
the world a vast flower-garden, created 
only for her delight." 

" Are you of that opinion, beautiful 
Leonora?" asked Goethe, with a tender 
glance. 

She shook her head slowly. " Ko," 
said she; "I know that both the bee 
and the flower are of but little impor- 
tance in the great economy of the uni- 
verse. I often think," she continued, 
in a low voice, and with a charmingly 
thoughtfal air, " I often think that we 
poor, simple girls are nothing more in 
the sight of God than the bee and 
flower, aiid that it is immaterial whether 
we live or die." 

"You have too poor an opinion of 
yourselves," said Goethe, in low and im- 
passioned tones. " You do not know 
that the Almighty sometimes takes pity 
on men, and sends an angel of inno- 
cence, grace, and beauty, to console the 
human soul and refresh the human 



heart. You do not know that yoa are 
such an angel to me I " 

She shook her lovely little head dis- 
sentingly. • " I only know, signore, that 
I am a poor ignorant girl, and tliat I 
often long to cast off my stupidity, and 
be able to understand what wise men 
say. It is, however, not altogether my 
•own fault that I am so stupid, that—" 

"You are unjust to yourself," cried 
Goethe, interrupting her; "you sbonld 
not confound the divine ignorance of 
innocence with stupidity." 

"I speak the truth only," rejoined 
Leonora; "and you see that I am at- 
tempting to excuse myself by telling 
you that it is not wholly our own fenlt 
that we are so foolish and ignorant. 
Our parents and instructors, in their 
anxiety for our welfare, fear to open our 
eyes, believing it best that a girl should 
learn and know nothing. They do not 
teach ns tb write, because they fear that 
we would 'do nothing but write love- 
letters; nor would they teach us to 
read, if it were not to enable us to use 
our prayer-books. "We are scarcely 
taught to express ourselves well in our 
own language ; and it occurs to none to 
have us instructed in foreign languages, 
and give us access to the books of the 
world^" * 

" Would you like to be able to read 
in these books of the world, Leonora?" 

"I would give all I possess to learn 
English I Whenever I hear Mr. Jenkins 
and my brother, or Madame Zucchi and 
her husband, conversing in English, it 
makes me feel sad, and a feeling of envy 
comes over me that I never experience 
at other times. See, Signore, Amarilla 
has made & fasseoletta from one of these 
large English papers, and is sKpping 
around with it on her head, while I— I 
would give every thing to be able to 
read and understand what is written in 



* Leonora's own words.— See Goethe's Works, 
vol. zziy., p. 135. 
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the papers, whioli I know bring us in- 
telligence from the whole world." 

" You say you would give every thing 
to be able to read these papers? What 
will you give me if I teach you how to 
do so?" 

"Do teach me," she cried, clapping 
her little hands joyfully ; " oh, do teach 
me I I will be so thankful, so very 
thankful ! You will make me so happy, 
and I know that you are noble and 
generous, and will find your best re- 
ward in having made a poor ignorant 
girl happy." 

" Do you, then, really believe me to be 
so disinterested, signora?" asked Goe- 
the, gazing earnestly into her animated 
countenance. '*No, Leonora, you are 
mistaken in me ! I am not so godlike 
as you suppose! " 

At this moment the ringing tones of 
Amarilla's voice were waffced in from 
the terrace. She was sin^ng to the 
charming air so well known to every 
Italian maiden and youth, and so fa- 
miliar even to the orange groves and 
flowers, because they have so often 
heard it resounding from the cooing, 
exulting lips of lovers : 

" lo ti voglio ben' assai 
Ma ta non pens' a me T* 

Alarmed by the impassioned tones of 
Goethe's voice, Leonora turned her 
head quickly toward the terrace. She 
smiled when she saw Araarilla skipping 
about from tree to tree, singing like a 
humming-bird, as she plucked a blos- 
som or a sprig here and there, and ar- 
ranged them into a bouquet. 

" See, signore," whispered Leonora as 
she raised her delicate little hand and 
pointed to her friend. •>* I told you be- 
fore that we were not taught how to 
write, for fear that we would write 
love-letters. See what we poor ignorant 
girls resort to when we wish to write a 
love-letter. Instead of using the letters 
of the alphabet we take flowers, that is 
the whole difference." 



" Do you naean to say that Amarilla is 
writing a love-letter with her flowers? " 

" Be still, do not betray her, »ignore. 
Look down, that no profane glance may 
desecrate the letters which God and the 
sun have created 1 " 

" But I may look at that yoimg man 
who is stealing out from behiud the 
evergreen-hedge, may I not? " 

" Of what young man are you speak- 
ing ? " asked Leonora, in alarm. 

"Of the young Oomaccini, who is . 
catitiously peering through those bashes, 
and for whom the fragrant love-letter, 
which Amarilla holds aloft so triumph- 
antly, is probably intended." 

"No, do not look that way, signore," 
cried Leonora, with an air of confusion, 
as she hastily took one of the papers 
from the table an.d handed it to Goethe. 

"You said you would teach me to 
read these papers, to make out these 
difficult English words. Please do so, 
signore. I will be a very thankful 
scholar I " 

Goethe smiled as he took the paper 
and unfolded it. He had laid his left 
arm on the back of the chair, in which 
'Leonora sat; with his right hand he 
held the paper before her lovely coun- 
tenance. He began to read and trans- 
late, word for word, the passage at 
which her rosy fingei^ pointed. She 
listened with breathless attention, ut- 
terly unconscious that their heads were , 
side by side, that her cheeks almost 
touched his, and that her fair, fragrant 
hair was intermingled with his brown 
locks. Her whole soul was filled with 
the determination to impress each word 
that Goethe uttered indelibly on her 
mind. Her glances flew like busy bees 
from the paper to his lips, unconscious 
that they bore a sting which was in- 
ftising sweet poison into the heart of 
her zealous teacher. 

To be the teacher of a beautiful 
young girl is a dangerous ofiice for a 
man who is young, and impetuous, and 
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whose heart is not preoccupied. To 
read ont of one book, cheek by jowl, so 
near to each other that the breath of 
his lips is mingled with hers, and that 
he can hear her heart's quick throbs — 
when has a woman done this with im- 
punity, unless it was her lover or her 
husband with whom she was reading I 
Francesca da Kimini would not have 
been murdered by her jealous husband, 
if she had not read Launcelot with her 
handsome brother-in-law Paolo Mala- 
testa. 

** One day we were reading for oar delight, 
Of Launcelot, how loye did him enthraU ; 
Alone we were and without any fear, 
Full many a time our eyes together drew, 
That reading, and drove the color from our 

faces; 
But one point only was it that overcame us, 
When as we read of the much longed-for smile. 
Being by such a noble lover kissed. 
This one, who ne^er firom me shall be divided. 
Kissed me upon the mouth all palpitating. 
Galeotto was the book and he who wrote it. 
That day no further did we read therein." ♦ 

They too were reading for their de- 
light, and were alone without any 
fear. 

AmariUa sang and danced about on 
the terrace, and paid no attention to 
the two who were sitting so close to- 
gether and studying the English news- 
paper 80 earnestly. The passage at 
which Leonora pointed, chanced to be 
the simple, touching history of a young 
man and a girl who loved each other 
devotedly, but could not be united be- 
cause the man was already married. 
The girl, unable to conquer her love, 
and yet tormented with remorse and 
anguish, had buried her love and her 
sorrows in the dark waters of the 
Thames. Her lover poisoned himself 
when he learned the sad intelligence, 
leaving a letter, in which he begged 
that they might be permitted to rest in 
one grave. 

♦Dante Allghlere's Divine Comedy, canto v. 
—Translated by H. W. Longfellow. 



Leonora's attention was so entirely 
absorbed in the translation of the separ 
rate words that the meaning of what 
they were reading escaped her. In 
breathless excitement she listened to 
the words of glowing passion that fell 
from her teacher's lips, and stored them 
away in her memory, as newly-acquired 
precious treasures. She cried out with 
delight, when, after they had translated 
the passage for the second time, she 
succeeded in comprehending its mean- 
ing, and could render whole sentences 
and periods in her own language. She 
was so beautiful in her innocent joy, 
her countenance was so animated, her 
eyes so radiant, the smile on her lips 
was so charming, that a tremor of de- 
light ran through Goethe's being as he 
gazed at the fair creature. He said to 
himself that it must be enchanting to 
open the treasures of knowledge to this 
charming child of Nature, and to learn 
from her while giving her instruc- 
tion. 

They were still absorbed in the Eng- 
lish lesson, and did not observe that the 
door was noiselessly opened, and that a 
young man with a merry countenance 
and bright smile appeared on the thresh- 
old. But, when he saw the two, seated 
side by side, shoulder to shoulder, 
cheek to cheek, she gazing fixedly at 
the paper, he regarding her with an 
expression of passionate tenderness — 
when the young man saw this, his 
merry expression vanished, and he cast 
a look of anger and hatred towards the 
readers. Leonora had just succeeded 
in translating the whole narrative, un- 
assisted by her teacher, and now uttered 
the concluding words in a loud voice: 
" They found it sweeter to die in love 
than to live without love 1 " The pale 
young man with the angry countenance 
slowly withdrew, closing the door as 
noiselessly as he had before opened it 
They ■ observed nothing of this, and 
continued reading until a number of 
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their friends and acqnaintances entered 
the room, when tbey laid the paper 
aside, with a sigh and a mntnal look of 
regret and tenderness. 

The servants now appeared and were 
soon hastily./engaged in preparing the 
breakfast table for the numerons gnests 
who were sojourning in the house. 
Angelica Kanfinann, who had just 
entered the room on Mr. Jenkins's 
arm, stepped forward and greeted 
Goethe, cordially, mildly reproaching 
him with having neglected and forgot- 
ten her. 

Goethe replied to this reproach, but 
not in his usual gay and unrestrained 
manner, and her keen glance detected a 
change in his countenance. 

" One of the muses or goddesses of 
Olympus has paid you a visit this 
morning," said she. "Her kiss is still 
burning on your cheeks, and the heav- 
enly fire is still flaming in your eyes. 
Tell me, my friend, which muse or 
which goddess was it that kissed 



"Why mnst it have been an immor- 
tal woman, Angelica ? " asked Goethe, 
laughing. 

"Because no mortal woman can 
touch your hard heart. You know 
your friend Moritz always called you 
the polar bear, and maintained that 
you had an iceberg in your breast in- 
stead of a heart. He was right, was he 
not?» 

"Woe is me, if he was not, but is to 
be 1 " sighed Goethe, thinking of the dire 
visitation Moritz had called down upon 
his head. 

Breakfast was announced, and the 
guests began to seat themselves at the 
table. The place of honor was gener- 
ally conceded to be at Goethe's side, 
Mr. Jenkins therefore requested An- 
gelica Kaufmann to take the seat on 
Goethe's right hand. While he was 
looking around, considering to whom 
he should accord the second place of 



honor on Goethe's left, Leonora stepped 
forward and quietly seated herself in 
the coveted place at her instructor's 
side. 

'* I cannot separate myself from you, 
maestro," said she, smiling. "You 
must repeat, and explain to me, a few 
words of our lesson. Only think, I 
have already forgotten the sentence 
which commences: 'Sweet it is to die 
in love.' " 

Angelica's astonished look convinced 
Goethe that she had heard these words, 
and this confused him. His embar- 
rassed manner, when he replied to 
Leonora, betrayed to Angelica the 
mystery of his sudden change of color 
when she had first spoken to him on 
entering the room. "I was mistaken," 
said she, in a low voice, and with her 
soft smile, "it was not a goddess or a 
muse who visited you. The god of 
gods himself has kissed your heart and 
opened your eyes that you might see." 

Yes, these flaming eyes did see, and 
love had softened the poet's hard heart 
with kisses. His soul was filled with 
rapture as in the days of his first boyish 
love; every thing seemed changed — 
seemed to have become brighter and 
fairer. When he walked in the park 
with his friends after breakfast it 
seemed to him that his feet no longer 
touched the earth, but that his head 
pierced the heavens, and that he beheld 
the splendor of the sun and the lustre 
of the stars. He had gone to the pa- 
vilion, where he had first seen Leonora, 
hoping to find her there now. Amarilla 
had di'awn her aside, after breakfast, 
and whispered a few words in her ear. 
Goethe had seen her shudder, turn pale, 
and reluctantly follow her friend from 
the room. He hoped to find her in 
the pavilion. She was, however, not 
there ; a few groups of ladies and gen- 
tlemen were standing at the open win- 
dows, looking at the beautiful land- 
scape. 
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Goethe stepped up to one of these 
windows and gazed out at the loyely 
lake with its rippling waves and wooded 
hanks. It had never hefore looked so 
heantifoL He did not view this pictare 
with the eje of an artist, who desires 
to reproduce what he sees in oil or 
aquarelle, hut with the eye of an enrap- 
tured mortal, hefore whom a new world 
is suddenly unfolded, a world of heauty 
and of love.* 

Suddenly he heard Amarilla's merry, 
laughing voice, and his heart told him 
that she also was near— she, the adored 
Leonora I Goethe turned towards the 
entrance. Yes, there was Leonora; 
there she stood on the threshold, at her 
side a young roan, with whom she was 
conversing in low and eager tones. 

" Here you are, Signore Goethe," 
cried Amarilla, stepping forwaM. " We 
have heen looking for you everywhere, 
we—" 

" Signore," said Goethe, interrupting 
her, and laying his hand gently on her 
arm, "pray tell me who that young 
man is with whom your friend Leonora 
is ^o eagerly conversing ? " 

" We have heen looking for you to tell 
you this, and to make you acquainted 
with young Matteo. He has come to 
tell Leonora that the rich old uncle 
whose only heir he is, has suddenly 
died, and that no impediment to his 
marriage now exists." 

"What does it concern your friend 
whether this Mr. Matteo has grown rich, 
and can now marry or not ? " 

"What does it concern her?" swd 
Amarilla, laughing. "Well, I should think 
it concerned her a great deal, as she is 
hetrothed to this Mr. Matteo, and then* 
marriage is to take place in a week." 

Not a muscle of his face quivered, not 
a look hetrayed his anguish. He turned 
to the window, and stared ont at the 



* See Goethe^B Works, vol. xzly., p. 187.- 
* Trip to Italy." 



landscape which had hefore shone so 
lustrously in the hright sunlight. How 
changed I AU was now ni^t and dark- 
ness ; a film had gathered over his eve««. 

While he stood there, immovable, 
transfixed with dismay, he ohserve<] 
nothing of the little drama that was 
going on hehind him ; he did not feel 
the earnest gaze of the two pairs of eyes 
that were fastened on him ; the eyes of 
Leonora, with tender sympathy; the 
eyes of the young man, with intense 
hatred. 

" I saw him tarn pale and shudder," 
hissed Matteo in Leonora's ear. ^4t 
startled him to hear that 7on were mj 
hetrothed. It seems that yon have care- 
fully concealed the fact that you were 
my affianced, and about to become mj 
bride?" 

" I have not concealed it, Matteo, I 
had only forgotten it." 

"A tender sweetheart, truly, who 
forgets her betrothal as soon as auother, 
perhaps a handsomer man, makes his 
appearance." 

" Ah, Matteo," whispered she, tears 
gushing from her eyes, " you do me in- 
justice I " 

He saw these tears and they made 
him furious. " Gome now, and intro- 
duce me to this handsome signore," com- 
manded Matteo, grimly; "teU him, in 
my presence, that our marriage is to 
come off in a week. But if you sbed a 
single tear while telling him this, I will 
murder him, and — " 

" Step aside, signore, if you please,'" 
said a voice behind him ; " step aside, 
and permit me to pass through the door- 
way." 

The voice was cold and composed, as 
was also the gaze which Goethe fastened 
on the young man. He did not even 
glance at Leonora; he had no words for 
the fair-haired girl, who looked up into 
his countenance so timidly and so anx- 
iously. He passed out into the open air, 
down the steps and into the garden, 
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leaving bebind bim her who but yes- 
terday bad seemed to bim as tbQ dawn 
of ä new day, tbe glorious sunsbine of a 
new youtb — ber, who to-day bad cast a 
pall over bis soul, and bad oried into bis 
sorrowing, quivering beart tbe last adieu 
of departing youtb. 

He passed tbe confines of tbe park, 
strode rapidly into tbe forest and sougbt 
out its densest solitude. There, where 
the stillness was unbroken, save by the 
rustling of trees and the dreamy song 
of birds — ^there he threw himself on a 
bed of moss, and uttered a cry, a cdngle, 
fearful cry, that made tbe forest ring, 
and betrayed to God and Nature the 
mystery of the anguish of a noble, hu- 
man beart, that was struggling with, 
but had not yet overcome, its agony. 

Goethe did not return home from tbe 
forest until late in tbe evening. He re- 
tired to bis room and locked himself in, 
desiring to see no one, to speak to no 
one, until be had subdued the demons 
that were whispering words of wild de- 
rision and mocking despair in his heart. 
He would not be the slave of passion. 
No one should see him until he had 
mastered his agony. Early tbe next 
morning be again wandered forth into 
the forest with his portfolio under his 
arm ; leaving a message at the house for 
bis friends to the effect that they must 
not expect him back to dinner, as he 
had gone out to draw, and would not re- 
turn till late in the evening. 

His friends, and she above all, should 
not know what he suffered 1 The forest 
is discreet, tbe trees will not betray the 
poor child of humanity who lies at tbeir 
feet struggling with his own heart. 

" I will not suffer, I will not bear tbe 
yoke ! Did I come to Kome for any 
such purpose? did I come here to see 
my peace and tranquillity of mind bum 
like dry straw, under the kindling glances 
of a beautiful gu*l ? No I I will not 
suffer I Pain shall have no power ovot 
me I It will and shall be conquered I 



Away with you, boUow-eyed monster I 
I will tread you under foot, will grind 
you in the dust as I would an adder ! " 

He sprang up from his bed of moss, 
and stamped on tbe ground, foriously. 
He then walked on deeper into the forest, 
compelling himself to be calm, and to 
contemplate Nature. " Goethe, I com- 
mand you to be calin," cried he, in sten- 
torian tones. " I will collect buds and 
mosses, and choose butterflies and insects. 
Help me, Spirit of Nature 1 aid me, be- 
nign moüier. Give me peace, peace 1 " 

With firmer tread, his head proudly 
erect, he walked on into the silent forest, 
still murmuring from time to time : " I 
will have peace, peace I " 

While Goethe was struggling with bis 
heart, in the depths of tbe forestj'and stri- 
ving to be at peace with himself another 
heart was undergoing the same ordeal, 
in silence and sohtude. The beiart of a 
tender, young girl, who hoped to attaiÄ 
by prayer what the strong man was de- 
termined to achieve by the power of bis 
wUl. 

She did not even know what it was 
that bad so suddenly darkened her 
beart ; she only felt that a change bad 
taken place — ^that she was transformed 
into another being. An unaccountable 
feeling of anxiety had come over her — 
a restlessness that drove her from place 
to place, through the long avenues of 
the park, in search of solitude. She 
only asked herself this : "What had ehe 
done to cause Signore Goethe to avoid 
her so studiously? Why bad he left 
tbe house so early in the morning, and 
returned so late in the evening, for the 
past three days ? *Why was it that be 
conversed gayly Vith others when he 
returned in the evening, but bad neither 
word nor look for her? 

These questions gave her no rest; 
they tonnented her throughout the en- 
tire day. "What wrong have I done 
bim? Why is be angry with «me? 
Why does be avoid me ? " She sat in 
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' the pavilion repeating the qaestions 
that had made her miserahle for the 
last three days, when saddenlj Matteo, 
who had followed her, stepped forward 
and regarded her with snch anger and 
hatred that she tremhled nnder his 
glance hke the dove under the claws of 
the falcon. 

" What is the matter with you, Leo- 
nora?" he -asked, gmflay. "Why are 
you weeping?" 

" I do not know, Matteo," murmured 
Leonora. " Please he patient with me, 
it will soon pass away." 

He laughed derisively. " You do not 
knowl Then let me tell you. You 
have no honor I You have no fidelity 1 
You are a vile, faithless creature, and 
not worthy of my love." 

"How can you speak so, Matteo? 
What have I done?" 

" I will tell you what you have done," 
he cried, furiously. " You have listened 
to the honeyed words of the tempter. Be 
still, do not contradict me ! I saw you 
seated together — he, hreathing sweet 
poison into your heart ; and you, eager- 
ly inhaling it. I hate and despise him, 
and I hate and curse you! There 1 I 
. . hurl my engagement ring at your feet, 
%-^ and will never take it hack again — ^no, 
(never I We are separated ! Matteo will 
iiot stoop to marry a girl who has 
' broken faith with him." 

" I — with you ? Matteo, that is false I 
That is false, I tell you I " 

"False, is it?" he cried, furiously. 
" Well then, swear by the holy virgin 
that your heart is pure; swear by a^ 
the saints that you love me, and that 
you do not love him, this Signore Goe- 
the!" 

She opened her mouth as if to speak, 
but no words escaped her lips. Her 
lovely features assumed an expression 
of dismay ; she stared into vacancy, and 
stretched out her arms as if to ward off 
some horrible vision that had arisen be- 
fore her. 



" Speak 1 " cried he. " Swear that you 
do not love him 1 " 

Her arms sank helplessly to her side, 
and a deathly pallor spread over her 
countenance as she slowly, but calmly 
and distinctly mnrmnred: "I cannot 
swear, Matteo I I know it now, I feel 
it now : I do love him I " 

Matteo responded with a cry of fory, 
and struck Leonora with his clinched 
fist so forcibly on the shoulder, that she 
fell to the ground with a cry of pain. He 
stood over her, cursing her, and vowing 
that he would have nothing more to do 
with the faithless woman. With a last 
imprecation, he then turned and rushed 
out of the pavilion and down into the 
garden. All was still in the pavilion. 
Leonora lay there with closed eyelids, 
stark and motionless, her countenance 
of a deathly pallor. 

A pale woman glided in through the 
open door, looked anxiously around, 
and saw the form of the poor girl ex- 
tended on the floor. " She has fainted ! 
I must assist her I " 

It was Angelica Kaufmann who ut- 
tered these words.' She had been paint- 
ing outside on the porch, had heard 
every word that was spoken in the pa- 
vilion, and now came to help and con- 
sole the poor sufferer. 

She knelt down by her side ; rested 
her head on her^knees, drew a smelling- 
bottle from her dress-pocket and held it 
to the poor girl's nose. 

She opened her eyes and gazed dream- 
ily into the kind, ^mpathetic counte- 
nance of the noble woman who knelt 
over her. 

"It is you, Signora Angelica," mur- 
mured Leonora. "You were near? 
You heard all?" 

" I heard all, Leonora," said the noble 
artiste, bending down and kissing her 
pale lips. 

" And you will betray me 1 " cried she, 
in dismay. " You will tell him ? " 

" Ko, Leonora, I will not betray you 
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to ßny one. I will tell no human being 
a word of what I have overheard." 

"Swear that you will not, signora. 
Swear that you will keep my secret, and 
that you will not betray it to Am, even 
though my life should be at stake." 

"I swear that I will not, Leonora. 
Have confidence in me, my child 1 I 
have suffered as you suffer, and my 
heart still bears the scars of deep and 
painfal wounds. I have known the an- 
guish of hopeless love 1 " 

" I too, suffer ; I suffer terribly," mur- 
mured Leonora. " I would gladly die, it 
would be a relief I " 

" Poor diild, death is not so kind a 
friend as to hasten to our relief when 
we call him I We must learn to endare 
life, and to say with smiling lips to the 
dagger when we draw it from the bleed- 
ing wound : ' Paete, paete, non dolet ! ' " 



CHAPTER XL 

ADIE1T TO ITALY. 

WBiTHDrG in agony for three days 
and three long nights, at length Goethe 
found relief in the omnipresent balsam, 
all-healing Mature ! 

The poet-eagle was healed! The 
pinions of his soul had recovered from 
the wounds inflicted by Oupid's enven- 
omed arrow. Six days of solitude, six 
days of restless wandering, six days of 
communing with God and Nature, six 
days of struggling with his own weak- 
ness — ^these six days had made him six 
years older, taught him to conquer pain, 
and restored him to joyousness and con- 
fidence in himself. 

On the morning of the seventh day, 
Goethe entered the room where his 
friends were assembled, and greeted 
them with all his former gayety and 
cordiality. No change was observable 
in his countenance, except that he had 



become a little paler, and that his large 
brown eyes looked still larger than 
usual. Only once did an anxious ex- 
pression flit over his countenance, and 
that was when he asked Signore Zucchi 
why his dear friend Angelica had not 
come down to breakfast with her hus- 
band. 

"She is not here," replied Zucchi. 
"She has been in Bome for the past 
three days." 

"In Rome?" repeated Goethe, with 
astonishment. " We intended making 
an excursion together through the Al- 
banian Mountains, and now she has 
left us ! When will she return? " 

"That the physicians alone can tell 
you," replied Zucchi. 

" Is Signora Angelica iU ? " asked 
Goethe, with alarm. 

"Oh, no, not she I But the young 
^rl, the beautiM Leonora, has sudden- 
ly fallen ill. Angehca found her lying 
insensible on the floor of the pavilion. 
She interested herself in the poor girl, 
did all she could to cheer and console 
her, and even attempted to reconcile 
her to her affianced, from whom she 
had been estranged. Leonora, however, 
declared that she would never marry 
young Matteo— that she would become 
no man's wife, but would always re- 
main with her brother. At her earnest 
request, Angelica took her to Bome, to 
her brother's house. She had hardly 
arrived there before she was taken vio- 
lently ill with an attack of fever. She 
is in a very precarious condition, and 
Angehca, instead of finishing the large 
painting for which an Englishman has 
offered four thousand scudi, has made 
herself this poor girl's nurse." 

Goethe had listened to this narrative 
in silence, his head bowed down on his 
breast When Zucchi ceased speaking, 
he raised his head, and cast a quick 
glance around the room. He saw gay 
and unconcerned countenances only. 
No one observed hijn — ^the story of his. 
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angüisli was known to none of his 
friends. 

He also seemed to be perfectly quiet 
and composed — ^to be occupied solely 
with his paintings and drawings. When 
his friends suggested that the time had 
now arrived to carry out their projected 
tour through the Albanian Mountains, 
Goethe declined to accompany them, 
telling them that an alteration which 
his friends in Germany desired him to 
make in his " Egmont," necessitated his 
speedy return to Rome. 

Goethe returned to the city on the 
evening of the same day, and repaired, 
immediately on his arrival, to the house 
of Signore Bandetto, to inquire after his 
sister's condition. She was still dan- 
gerously ill, and the physicians gave 
but little hope. Signora Angelica was 
with her, nursing her like a tender 
mother. He returned to the house for 
the same purpose later in the evening, 
and so on each ensuing day. Gradual- 
ly, the bulletins were more favorable, 
and he was told that she was steadily 
improving. 

Goethe had been in Rome for two 
weeks, and had neither written nor 
painted during this time ; he had even 
avoided the gods of the Belvidere and 
the holy halls of St Peter's. The 
wounds of his heart were not yet quite 
healed. Leonora's illness still made 
them smart. 

To-day, he had again repaired to 
Sign or Bandetto's house, had seen An- 
gelica Kaufmann, and had been told that 
all danger was now over. A weight of 
care was removed from his soul, and he 
now entered his studio with a gay and 
unclouded countenance for the first 
time during his stay in Rome. His 
studio was a scene of wild confusion ; 
books, papers, drawings, chairs, and 
tables, were in the greatest disorder. 
The Juno Ludovisi's head was gray 
with dust, and the impious chamber- 
maid had thrown the noet's dressing- 



gown over the figure of Cupid, as though 
the god of love were a clothes-rack. 

Goethe laughed loudly, laughed for 
the first time in long, long weeks, and 
relieved the poor god of his disgraceful 
burden. 

He then bowed profoundly, and look- 
ed intently into the mischievous god's 
smiling countenance, as if to defy him to 
do his worst. 

From this hour Goethe was once 
more himself. All grief had vanished 
from his hearty and he was again re- 
stored to his former peace and gayety. 
He onc^ more belonged to the gods and 
muses, to poetry and to nature. Bat, 
above all, to poetry I In the hours of 
his anguish the arts had not been able 
to rescue and strengthen him, but won- 
drous thoughts and sublime feelings had 
taken root in his souL 

Pain was overcome, as was also love. 
When he saw Leonora, after her re- 
covery, and when she thanked him, in 
faltering tones, for his sympathy, and 
his frequent inquiries during her ill- 
ness, Goethe smiled, and treated her as 
a kind father treats his child, or a 
brother his sister. 

She fully understood the meaning of 
this smile, and shed many bitter tears 
in her little room in the stillness of the 
night, but she did not complain. She 
knew that this short-lived passion had 
fallen from Goethe, as the withered 
blossom falls from the laurel-tree, and 
that she would be nothing more than a 
remembrance in his life. 

This consciousness she wore as a 
talisman against all sorrow ; the roses 
returned to her cheeks, her eyes once 
more shone lustrously, and never in her 
after-life did she forget Groethe, as he 
never forgot her. The remembrance 
of this beautiful girl shone as a hright, 
unclouded star throughout Goethe's en- 
tire life; and in the days of his old age, 
when the heart that had throbbed so 
ardently in Rome had grown cold, Goe- 
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the said and wrote of .this fair girl: 
"Her remembrance has never faded 
from ray thought and soul." 

Another painfal awakening soon fol- 
lowed this short dream of love — ^the 
awakening from the dreamy, enchant- 
ing life in Italy, the return to Germany. 
It was a pain and a joy at the same 
time. The deep pain of separation from 
Eome, and the joyful prospect of re- 
turning to his home and friends, and, 
above all, to his friend Charlotte von 
Stpin ? . 

" It was for her sake that I conquered 
this passion," said Goethe to himself. 
" I told her that I would return to her, 
unfettered in hand and heart, and I will 
keep my promise. Charlotte's love, 
Charlotte's friendship, shall console me 
for what I have denied myself here, for 
what I leave behind mel You, too, 
will be there. Muses; you will follow 



me to the fatherland, and assemble lov- 
ingly around the poet in the little house 
in Weimar. A poet I am ; that I feel ; 
of that I am now convinced. In the 
next ten years of work that will at 
the utmost be vouchsafed me, I will 
strive to accomplish, by diligent appli- 
cation^ as much that is good and great 
'as I achieved without hard study in the 
days of youthftd vigor and enthusiasm. 
I will be diligent and joyous ! I will 
live, create, and enjoy, and that I can 
do as well in Weimar as in Rome I I 
wiU bear the Italian heaven within me ; 
I will erect * Torquato Tasso ' as a monu- 
ment to Italy and myself. Farewell, 
sublime, divine Roma I A greeting to 
you, you dear little city, in which the 
prince lives whom I love, and the friend 
who belongs to my soul I A greeting 
to you, Weimar! " 
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To-day is the anniversary of the 
hirthday of the beautiful Princess Fer- 
dinand, and is to be celebrated by a 
grand reception in the royal palace of 
Berlin. The rank and fashion of Ber- 
lin are invited. The ladies of the aris- 
tocracy are occupied with nothing but 
their toilette, this object of first and 
greatest importance to the fair creatures 
who form so marked a contrast to the 
lilies of the field, which neither toil nor 
spin, and are yet so gorgeously arrayed. 
Kor do these beautiful lilies of the par- 
lor toil or spin ; nor do they wait for 
the Lord to array them, but take this 
care upon themselves, and make it an 
affair of state in their lives. To the 
Countess Moltke it is also an affair of 
state, and all the more so as her waning 
beauty demanded increased attention 
to the arts of the toilette. The rose- 
colored satin dress .lies on the sofa, 
awaiting the garland of roses destined 
to encircle its skirt. Her rich black 
hair is also to be adorned with a wreath 
of roses, for the countess has a decided 
penchant for them, and fancies the color 
of her robe and flowers will be reflected 
in her countenance, and impart to it a 
youthful, rosy hue. The flowers had 
been ordered a week before at the es- 
tablishment of Marie von Leuthen, the 
first manufacturer of them in the city. 



and the countess was now awaiting the 
return of the servant she had sent after 
them. For the past two years, and 
since the day on which she had opened 
her store on Frederick Street, Marie 
von Leuthen had furnished flowers 
for all the ladies of high rank in Ber- 
lin. It was considered l&n Urn to 
buy one's wreaths, bouquets, and gar- 
lands from her. No one arranged them 
so prettily as she, no one understood 
imitating Nature in so beautiful and ar- 
tistic a manner ; moreover, it gave one 
the appearance of patronizing the un- 
fortunate young woman, whose fate had 
been the all-engrossing topic of conver- 
sation in good society for an entire 
week. Her flowers were also very dear, 
and it was therefore all the more honor- 
able to be able to say: "I purchased 
them from Madame von Leuthen. Trne, 
she is exceedingly dear, but her work is 
good, and, moreover, it is a sort of dntj 
to assist her with our patronage. She 
is, as it were, one of us; we have been 
entertained by her, and have enjoyed 
many agreeable evenings at her house." 

Marie von Leuthen had ceased to be 
a lady of fashion, but she had become 
the fashionable flower-manufacturer of 
the city, and, as we have already said, 
it was considered essential to adorn 
one's self from her establishment, 

Madame von Moltke was therefore not 
a little dismayed when the servant re- 
turned^ and announced that the flowers 
were not ready, and that Madame von 
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Leuthen begged to be excused for not 
having been able to fdrnish them» 

" But did you not tell her that I must 
necessarily have them ? " -asked the 
countess. 

" My lady, I not only told old Trade 
so, but I reproached her violently for 
having accepted an order which her 
mistress could not execute; but the old 
woman shut the door in my face, and 
gave me no other answer than this: 
' The flowers are not ready ? ' " 

"But they can perhaps still be got 
ready," said the countess. "Probably 
she has a great deal of work on hand 
for this evening, and it will perhaps 
only be necessary to offer her a higher 
price in order to secure the preference 
above her other customers. Let my 
carriage be driven to the door. I will 
see and speak with this inconsiderate 
person myself 1 " 

A quarter of an hour later the count- 
ess's carriage stopped in front of the 
store in Frederick Street, over the door 
of which- was written in large letters : 
* Marie von Lenthen, manufacturer of 
flowers.' " 

The servant hurried forward to open 
the door, and the countess glided ma- 
jestically into the store, and greeted 
the old woman, who advanced to meet 
her, with a proud, and almost impercep- 
tible inclination of the head. 

" I wish to speak with Madame von 
Leuthen herself," said the countess, im- 
periously. 

" Her ladyship, however, well knows 
that none of Madame von Leuthen's 
customers have had tlie pleasure of see- 
ing her in the last two years," rejoined 
the old woman in sharp tones. " Her 
ladyship, like gJl the other inquisitive 
ladies, has often attempted to see and 
speak with my mistress, but always in 
vain. Madame von Leuthen has neither 
time nor inclination to be chatted with 
or stared at. She does the work and I 
receive the orders. Her ladyship must 
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therefore have the goodness to say what 
she has to say to old Trade." 

" I have come for my flowers," said 
the countess, angrily. "My servant 
tells me that he received the very imperti- 
nent message that they not only were 
not, but would not be, ready. I can, 
however, scarcely credit his statement, 
for I ordered these flowers myself, and 
when an order has been accepted, it must 
of course be filled at the proper time." 

"Your servant told you the trath," 
replied old Trade, in grumbling tones, 
"the roses will not be ready:" 

" And why not, if I may be permitted 
to ask?" 

. " Certainly, why should you not ask ? 
Of course you may ask," rejoined Trade, 
shrugging her shoulders. " The answer 
is : The roses have not been got ready, 
because Madame von Lenthen has not 
worked." 

" Has your mistress then done so well 
that she is on the point of retiring from 
business? " asked the countess. 

Trade raised her eyes with a peculiar 
expression to her ladysh^'s haughty 
countenance, and for a moment her 
withered old face quivered with pain. 
But this emotion she quickly sup- 
pressed, and assumed her former peev- 
ish and severe manner. 

"What does my lady care whether 
my little Marie desires to retire to rest 
or not, or whether the good Lord wills 
that she shall do so," said she, gruffly. 
"Enough, the roses cannot indeed be 
ready, and if her ladyship is angry, let 
her scold old Trade, for she alone is to 
blame, as she never even gave Madame 
von Leuthen your order." 

" This is, however, very wrong, very 
impertinent," cried the countess. " Pray, 
why did you accept the order? " 

"True, that I ought not to have 
done," murmured the old woman to 
herself, " but I thought she would grow 
better, and instead— my lady," said she, 
interrupting herself. " I have nothing 
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more to say, and most beg yoa to con- 
tent yoorself with my reply. Ko more 
flowers will be fbmisbed to-day, and I 
will immediately lock the front door/' 

^Shß 18 a rude person,*' cried the 
conntesB, angrily. " If she dares to in- 
sult those who asmsted her impover- 
ished mistress oat of beneyolence and 
pity, in this shameless manner, the con- 
sequence will be that her costomers 
will withdraw their patronage and give 
her no more orders." 

" As yon please, my lady," said old 
Trade, sorrowfully. ^* But be kind 
enough to go, if yon have nothing fur- 
ther to say." 

The countess gave the presuming old 
woman an annihilating glance, and 
rustled out of the store and into her 
carriage. 

Trude hastily locked the door behind 
her, and pulled down the blind on the 
inside. " Who knows whether 1 shall 
e^er unlock this door again I " sighed 
she. *' Who knows whether she shall 
ever make flowers again t " 

The old woman sank down on a 
chair and burst into tears. She quickly 
dried her eyes, however, and assumed 
an air of gayety when she heard her 
name called in the a^oining room, and 
walked hurriedly into the apartment 
from which the voice had proceeded. 

^'Here I am, my little Marie," said 
she, on entering; "here I am." She 
hurried forward to the pale lady, who 
was sitting in the arm-chiur at the large 
round table. 

Was that really Marie? Was this 
pale woman Tiith the large lustrous 
eyes, with the hectic flush on her hol- 
low cheeks — ^was this really that proud 
beauty who had laid aside rank and 
wealth with royal contempt — who with 
joyous courage had determined to cre- 
ate for herself a new life, and, after hav- 
ing avenged herself on her unworthy 
husband and her unnatural mother, 
had gone out into the world to earn a 



sabeistence with the work of her 
hands? The figure of that wommhad 
been tau and full — the figure d this 
woman was shrunkoi, and, in ^iteof 
the heavy woollen dress which she vore. 
it was evident that nothing of their for- 
mer beauty and fullness lemiined to 
these shonld^a, to these arms, and to 
this unnaturally slii^t figure. And yet. 
although this pale- woman had retaineil 
so little of her former beanty, tb^ vas 
still an inezpressibley a touching chann ' 
in her appearance. Disease had laid 
waste her fair form, but disease Lad 
not been able to deprive these ejes of 
their lustre, nor these checks of tiieir 
rosy hue. To be sore, the same lus- 
trous eyes and flushed cheeks were the 
&tal evidences of that disease wMcb 
gives those whom it destroys the ap- 
pearance of improvement^ and permits 
them to hope until the last mooaent 
Her brow was dear and transparent 
and a soft, tranquil smile rested oftener 
on her thin, delicate lips than fonnerlj. 
True, her figure was thin and unat- 
tractive, but this attenuation gave to 
her appearance something sfxritaelle. 
When she glided lightly and noiselessly 
through the room, the thought would 
occur to you that ^e was not a woman 
of earth, but must really be one of those 
of whom we read in song and story- 
one who, for some fault committed in 
heaven, or in the realm of spirits, is 
compelled to descend to the earth to 
make atonement by learning to snffer 
and endure pain like mortals! She bad 
been working flowers of every variety. 
Roses and lilies, violets afld forget-me- 
nots, tulips and pinks, and whateTcr 
else the names of these lovely children 
of the spring and sun may be, lay on 
the table in the greatest confosion. 
They were in the varied stages of com- 
pletion, some half finished, and othere 
wanting only a leaf or the stem. Mane 
held a bunch of lilies in her delicate 
hand, and Trude aghed when she ob- 
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served it. It seemed to her that her 
darling looked like the angel of death, 
standing on the hrink of the grave, and 
v^aviog her lilies in a greeting to the 
new life that was dawning for the dying 
mortal 1 

" Trade, who was it I heard speak- 
ing in the other room, who spoke in 
such loud tones?" asked Marie, as she 
leaned hack in the arm-chair, as if ex- 
hausted hy her work. — ** Why do you 
not answer? Why do you not tell me 
who was there ? Good heavens I " she 
cried, suddenly, *• it cannot have heen — 
O Trade, for God's sake, tell me, who 
was it? And if it was he. Trade— if he 
has at last come, then — ^" 

"Be still, Marie! " answered the old 
woman, interrupting her, and assuming 
an air of gayety. "You are still the 
same young girl, just as impatient as 
ever! No, no, it was not he! It was 
only Countess Moltke, who wished to 
speak with you about a garland of 
roses." 

" Countess Moltke I " repeated Marie, 
thoughtfully. "She, too, was present 
on that terrible day when — " 

"Do not speak of it, do not thhik of 
it ! " entreated the old woman.. " You 
know the doctor told you that if you 
desired to grow health}»- and strong 
again, you should lay aside all sad 
thoughts, and endeavor to be right 
cheerful." 

"I am cheerfal, Trade," replied 
Marie, smiling. "Each day brings him 
nearer, each fleeting hour shortens our 
long separation. I now bless. the dis- 
ease-that attacked me two months ago, 
for, under the impression that I was 
about to die, you then did what I never 
would have done, you caused good 
Professor Gredicke to write to him and 
tell him to come home, as his Marie was 
very ill. I thank you, good Trade, for 
confessing this, and for giving me the 
blessed assurance that he will soon be 
here. But yet it was crael to terrify 



and alarm him ! I hope, however, that 
the professor has again written since 
then, and told him that all danger is 
over, and that I am very greatly im- 
proved ? " 

"And he did so, Marie; he wrote 
immediately after the receipt of his 
letter from Eome, announcing his de- 
parture for home, and requesting that 
further intelligence, as to your condi- 
tion, should be sent to him at the post- 
office in Stuttgart. Mr. Moritz knows 
that aU danger is over, and that you are 
doing well. You are certainly doing 
well, are you not, dear Marie ? " 

" Yes, I am doing well, very well in- 
deed, and better each day. I feel, at 
times, as though I had wings, and had 
flown high above the earth; when I 
look down, every thing seems small and 
indistinct, as though far away in the 
dim distance. You, however, are al- 
ways near me, as is also his dear coun- 
tenance ; his large dark eyes are ever 
shining into my heart like two stars. I 
feel so happy when I see them — so light 
and free, that I seem to have bidden 
adieu to all earthly care and sorrow. 
Only at times my eyes grow a little 
dim, and my hands tremble so when I 
wish to work, and then something pains 
me here in the breast occasionally ! 
But this need not disquiet you. Trade, 
it only pains a little, and it will soon 
pass away." 

"Yes, indeed, it will soon pass 
away I " said Trade, turaing aside, and ' 
hastily wiping away the tears which 
rushed to her eyes in spite of her 
endeavors to repress them. "Certain- 
ly, Marie, you will soon be entirely re- 
stored to health and strength; this 
weakness is only the result of your long 
illness." 

Marie did not reply, but cast a 
quick, searching glance at old Trade's 
kind face, and then slowly raised her 
eyes toward heaven with an expres- 
sion of earnest entreaty. But then a 
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8oft smile flitted over her countenance, 
find the ominons roses on her cheeks 
burned brighter. 

*'Ye8, I will soon recover, Trade," 
she said, almost gajly. "Under snoh 
treatment I cannot fail to recover. You 
nurse me as tenderly as a mother nurses 
her child. And it is very necessary that 
I should, good Trade, for our supply of 
flowers is almost exhausted, and our 
purse is empty. This is the case, is it 
not ? You gave Countess Moltke no 
garland of roses because we had no 
more." 

" Yes, such is the case, Marie, if you 
must know. The roses are all sold, but 
that is easily accounted for, as no ele- 
gant lady is willing to wear any flowers 
but yours. You are quite right, Marie, 
you must make haste and get well, so 
that you can make a fresh supply of 
beautiful roses. But, in order to be en- 
tirely restored to health, you must rest 
and do no work whatever for the next 
few weeks." 

" The next few weeks 1 " repeated 
Marie, in a slightly mocking tone of 
voice. " The next few weeks 1 Trade, 
that seems like an almost inconceivable 
eteraity, and — But, good heavens 1 
you do not believe that weeks will pass 
before Philip comes? " 

"But why should I believe any thing 
of the kind, Marie? " said the old nurse, 
in tranquillizing tones. " He left Rome 
long ago, and Mr. Qedicke says we may 
expect him at any hour." 

" How pleasantly that sounds I what 
music lies in your words. Trade I " sigh- 
ed Marie. " We may expect him at any 
hour I Do you know, good Trade, that 
I am still nothing more than a foolish 
child! I have been awaiting Philip 
these two long years, and during this 
time I have always been joyous and 
patient, for I knew that this separation 
was necessary, and would be a blessing 
to him I loved. 'Before the roses 
bloom, the thorns grow, and we are 



wounded by them when we pluck the 
lovely flowers I ' This I have constant- 
ly repeated to myself during these two 
long years, and have borne the pain 
which the thorns caused me without 
murmuring. But now, when I know 
that I will soon see him again — now, 
each hour is magnified into an eternity 
of torment, and all reasoning is in vain, 
and all patience exhausted. I feel as 
though I could die for very longing to 
see him. And yet, I am determined 
not to die; I must live— live to pluck 
the roses after having suffered so much 
from the thoras. But, alas I Trade, if 
my sufferings shall have been too great 
— ^if I should die of these many wounds! 
Sometimes it seems to me as though mj 
strength were entirely exhausted, and— 
There, the thorn is again piercing my 
heart I How it pains I " 

She sank back groaning, and pressed 
her quivering hand to her breast. Trude 
hurried forward, rubbed her cold, damp 
brow with strengthening essences, and 
then ran to the closet to get the little 
phial of medicine which the physician 
had prescribed for such attacks of weak- 
ness. 

" Open your lips, Marie, and swallow 
these drops ; they will relieve you." 

She slowly opened her eyes, and her 
trembling hand grasped the spoon which 
Trade had filled from the phial, and car- 
ried it to her pale lips. 

"That will do you good, my dear 
child," said the old nurse, in a firm 
voice, that knew nothing of the tears 
which stood in her eyes. " The doctor 
said these little attacks were harmless, 
and would cease altogether by and by." 

" Yes, they will cease altogether by 
and by," whispered Marie, after a 
pause. "Cease with my lifel I wiD 
not die! JTo, I will not I " 

With a quick movement, she arose 
and walked rapidly to and fro in the 
little room. A few roses and violets 
were swept from the table by Marie's 
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dress, and fell to the floor. In passing, 
Marie^s foot crushed them. She stood 
still and looked down sadly at these 
flowers. 

" See, Trnde," said she, with a faint 
smile, " a few moments ago I was com- 
plaining of having suffered so much 
from thorns, and now it looks as if Fate 
intended to avenge me. It strews my 
path with flowers, as for a bride on her 
way to the altar, or for a corpse that is 
being borne to the grave." 

" But, my child, what strange words 
these are I " cried Trade, with assumed 
indignation. " The physician says that 
all danger is past, and that you are 
steadily improving; and yon say such 
sad and ominous things that you make 
me feel sad myself, and make the tears 
gather in my eyes. That is not right, 
Marie, for you well know that the doc-, 
tor said you must carefully avoid all agi- 
tation of mind, and endeavor to be uni- 
formly cheerful." 

" It is trae, g:bod nurse, I ought to be 
cheerful, and I will be cheerful. You 
see it is only because I so long to live — 
so long to pluck a few roses after hav- 
ing been wounded by so many thorns. 
You must not scold me on this ac- 
count," continued Marie, as she entwin- 
ed her arms lovingly around her old 
nurse. "No, you must not scold me I " 

"I am not scolding you, you dear, 
foolish child," said Trude, laughing. 
'* I, too, so long to see you live ; and if 
I could purchase life for you with my 
heart's blood — well, you know I would 
gladly shed my blood for you, drop by 
drop." 

'* Yes, I know you would," cried Marie, 
tenderly, as she rested her head on 
Trude's shoulder. 

"Fortunately, however, it is not 
necessary," continued the old nurse. 
" Mai'ie will live and be happy without 
old Trade's assistance. Professor Philip 
Moritz will make us healthy and happy." 

"You, too?" asked Marie, a happy 



smile lighting up her countenance. — 
" Really, Trade, I believe you love him 
too, and I suppose I ought to be jealous 
of you for daring to love my Philip." 

"Yes, I not only love him, but am 
completely bewitched by him," rejoined 
Trade, laughing. " I long for him, day 
and night, because I desire to see my 
child happy. Like a good, sensible girl, 
you must endeavor to recover your 
health and strength, in order that your 
Philip may rejoice when he arrives, and 
not suppose you to be still unwell." 

" You are right, Trude, Philip will be 
alarmed if I am not looking well and 
strong. But then I really am well; all 
that I want is a little more strength. 
But that will soon come, as I intend to 
guard against all agitation and sad 
thoughts. These thoughts, however, 
return, again and again, particularly at 
night, when I am lying awake and feel 
feverish ; they sit around my bed like 
ghosts, and not only tell me sad legends 
of the past but also make gloomy pro- 
phecies for the future. At night I seem 
to hear a cricket chirping in my heart 
in shrill, wailing tones: * Marie, you 
must diCj you have made many roses 
for others, but life has no roses for you, 
and ' — but this is nonsense, arid we wül 
speak of it no longer." 

" We will laugh at it," said Trude, 
" that will be still better." She stooped 
down to pick up the flowers Marie had 
trodden under foot, and availed herself 
of this opportunity to wipe the tears' 
from her eyes. " The poor things 1 look, 
Marie, you have completely crashed the 
poor little violets! " 

"There is a beautiftd and touching 
poem about a crushed violet," said 
Marie, regarding the flowers thought- 
fully. "Philip loved it, because his 
adored friend, Goethe, had written it. 
One day when I showed him the first 
violets I had made, he smiled, pressed 
the little flowers to his lips and repeated 
the last lines of this poem. It seems to 
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me that I still hear the dear voice that 
always sounded like sweet musiö in my 
ear. ^ And if I die, 'tis slie who takes 
my life ; through her I die, beneath her 
feetP" 

" There you have commenced again," 
sighed Trade. "No more sad words, 
Marie, it is not right 1 " 

" You are right, nurse," cried Marie, 
throwing the flowers on the table. 
"What care we for crashed violets 1 
We will have nothing to do with them I 
We will be gay I See, I am ascending 
my throne again," she continued, with 
mock gravity, as she seated herself in 
the ann-chair. " Now I am tlie prin- 
cess in the fairy-tale, and you are the 
old housekeeper whose duty it is to see 
that her mistress is never troubled with 
enuui. Begin, madame; relate some 
story, or the princess will become angry 
and threaten you with her bunch of 
lilies." 

" I am not at all afraid," said Trade, 
" I have a large supply of pretty stories 
on hand. I learned a great deal while 
attending to your commissions yesterday, 
Marie." • 

" My commissions ? Ah yes, I recol- 
lect, I asked you to look at the little 
monument on my father's grave. It has 
already been placed there, has it not? " 
" Yes, Marie, and the large cross of 
white marble is beautiful; the words 
you had engraved on it in golden letters 
are so simple and touching that the tears 
rushed to my eyes when I read : ' He 
has gone to eternal rest ; peace be with 
him and with us alll His daughter, 
Marie, prays for him on earth ; may he 
pray for her in heaven I ' The golden 
words shone beautifully in the sun." 

"They came from my heart, Trade. 
I am glad that I can think of my father 
without sorrow or reproach. We were 
reconciled; he often came to see me, 
and looked on at my work for hours 
together, rejoicing when I had finished 
a flower." 



" It is true," said Trade, " your father 
was entirely changed. I believe his 
conscience was awakened, and that he 
became aware of how greatly he had 
sanned against a good and lovely daugh- 
ter." 

" Do not speak so. Trade. All else is 
forgotten, and I will only remember 
that he loved me when he died. The 
blessing uttered by his dying lips has 
wiped out his harsh words from my 
remembrance. Let it be so with yoa, 
too, Trade I Promise me that you will 
think of my father with kindness only." 

"I promise," said the old woman, 
hesitatingly, "although — well, let the 
dead rest, we will speak of the living. 
Marie, whom do you suppose I met on 
my return from the churchyard ? Mrs. 
General von Leuthen I " 

" My mother," exclaimed Marie, rais- 
ing her hand convulsively to her heart, 
"my mother 1 " 

" Yes, your unnatural mother," cried 
Trade, passionately ; " the woman who 
is the cause of all your misfortunes and 
sorrows — the woman I hate, and will 
never forgive— no, not even in my hour 
of death." 

" I have already forgiven her, although 
my hour' of death is, as I hope, far dis- 
tant. Where did you see her? " 

" Riding in a beautiful carriage, and 
very grand and stately she looked, too. 
Happening to see me, she called out to 
the servant, who sat by the coachman's 
side, to halt. The carriage stopped, and 
her ladyship had the wondrous con- 
descension to beckon to me to ap- 
proach." 

" And you did so, I hope ? " said 
Marie, eagerly. 

"Yes, I did, but only becaose I 
thought you would be angry with me 
if I did not. I stepped up to the car- 
riage, and her ladyship greeted me with 
the haughtiness of a queen, and inquired 
after the health of my dear mistress. " 
She wished to know if you were still 



THE RETURN. 



215 



happy and contented, and whether you 
never regretted what you had done. To 
all of which I joyously replied, that you 
-were happy and contented, and were 
about to be married to the dear professor 
Tvh.o was expected to arrive to-day. Her 
ladyship looked annoyed at first, but 
soon recovered her equanimity, and said 
she was glad to hear it. She then ob- 
served that something of a very agree- 
able nature had also occurred to her a 
short time ago, and that her exalted 
name and high connections had at last 
been of great service to her. She had 
become lady stewardess of the Countess 
von Ingenheim's household, and at her 
particular request his msgesty the king 
had permitted her to resume her family 
name, and call herself Countess Dan- 
nenberg. She had a large salary, a 
waiting-maid, and a man-servant. More- 
over, the king had given her a pair of 
beautiful horses and a magnificent car- 
riage, with her coat of arms painted on 
the door. The king was very gracious 
to her, as was also Countess Jngcnheim. 
I tell you, Marie, her ladyship was al- 
most delirious with joy, and exceedingly 
proud of her position. You know who 
this Countess Ingenheim is, do you 
not?" 

Marie shook her head slowly. " I be- 
lieve I did know, but I have forgotten." 
" This Countess Ingenheim is the wife 
of the left hand of our king ; her maiden 
name was Julie von Voss, and she was 
maid of honor to the queen- dowager. 
The king made her a countess, and his 
bad councillors and favorites told him 
he could marry her rightfully, although 
he already had a wedded wife. These 
exalted interpreters of God's Word told 
the king that it was written in the 
Bible : ' Let not your right hand know 
what the left does,' and that this meant : 
* It does not concern the wife of your 
right hand, although you should take 
another on your left.' The king was 
easily persuaded of this, and the pious 



Privy-councillor Wollner, who is an or- 
dained priest, performed the ceremony 
himself^ and is on this account in high 
favor at com*t. The newly - created 
Countess von Dannenberg has become 
lady stewardess to the newly - created 
Countess Ingenheim; she is proud of 
it, too, and does not consider it beneath 
her dignity to be in the service of the 
wife of the right hand. To have a cele- 
brated professor as son-in-law was not 
enough for her — that she called a dis- 
grace. But she bends the knee to gilded 
disgrace, and acts as if she were not well 
aware that the wife of the left hand is 
no better than the mistress, and that 
the ancient nobility of the Countess von 
Dannenberg is sullied when it comes in 
such close contact with the brand-new 
nobuity of the Countess Ing^nheim." 

"Say no more. Trade, do not give 
way to passion," said Marie, wearily. 
" I am glad that she has at last found 
the happiness and content she has so 
long been seeking. On earth each one 
must seek out his happiness in his own 
way, and we can reproach no one be- 
cause his is not ours." 

" But we can reproach every one who 
seeks it in a dishonorable way, and that 
her ladyship has done, and — " 

" Be still. Trade I " interrupted Marie ; 
"you forget that she is my mother." 

"Why should I remember it? " cried 
Trade, passionately ; " why should not I 
also, at last, forget what she has forgot- 
ten throughout her entire life ? I hate 
herl" 

" And I," said Marie, softly, as she 
folded her hands piously and looked up- 
ward, " I forgive her with my whole 
heart, and wish her all the happiness 
she can desire." 

"Ah, Marie," cried the old woman, 
as she hurried forward, seized Marie's 
hands and covered them with kisses, 
" how good an angel my Marie is, and 
bow wicked, how abominable an old 
woman I ami Forgive me, my child, 
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I, too, will endeavor to be better, and 
to learn to be good and pions from you.^' 

" As if you were not so already, my 
dear nnrse I '^ cried Marie, as she en- 
twined her arms lovingly aronnd the 
old woman, who had seated herself on 
a stool at her feet and was looking np 
at her tenderly. " As if yon were not 
the best, the most loving, the kindest 
and the bravest of women! What 
wonld have become of me without you? 
How could I have survived these two 
long, terrible years, if you Jiad not stood 
at my side like a mother? Who has 
worked with me and kept my little 
household in good order? Who nursed 
me when I was sick? Who cheered 
me in my hours of sadness, and laughed 
with me in my hours of gladness ? You, 
my dear, kind nurse, you did all this: 
your noble, honest, brave heart has sup- 
ported, guarded, and protected me. I 
thank you for all this ; I thank you for 
your love, and if I should die, my last 
breath of life and my last thought will 
be a blessing for my dear, good nurse I " 

They held each other in a long and 
close embrace, an^ for a time nothing 
was heard but sighs and suppressed sob- 
bing. Then old Trade released her dar- 
ling, with a last tender kiss. 

** Here we are in the midst of emo- 
tions and tears," said she, " although we 
had determined to be cheerful and gay, 
iu order that we might give our dear 
Philip a joyous reception if he should 
happen to come to-day, and not have 
to meet him with tear-stained counte- 
nances." 

"Do you, then, really consider it pos- 
sible that he may come to-day? " asked 
Marie, eagerly. 

"Professor Gedicke said we might 
expect him at any hour," replied Trade, 
smiling. " Let us, therefore, be gay and 
merry; the days of pain and sorrow are 
gone, and hereafter your life will be 
full of happiness and joy." 

"Do you really believe so. Trade?" 



asked Marie, fastening her large lami- 
nous eyes in an intent and searching 
gaze on the pale, wrinkled countenance 
of her old nurse. She had the courage 
to smDe, and not to fidter under the 
anxious gaze of her darling. 

" Certainly I do," said she ; " and why 
should I not ? Is not your lover cofomg 
back after a separation of two years ^ 
are we not to have a wedding, and will 
we not live together happily afterward? 
We are not poor ; we have amassed a 
little fortune by the labor of our hands. 
To be sure, we cannot keep an equipage 
for our Marie, but still she will hare 
enough to enable her to hire a carriage 
whenever she wishes to ride, and it 
seems to me it is all the same whether 
we drive with four horses or with one, 
provided we only get through the dust 
and mud. But listen, Marie, I have not 
yet given you all the news, I have some- 
thing to tell that will be very agree- 
able." 

" Then tell me quickly, Trade, I love 
to hear good news." 

" My child, you have often asked me 
if I had heard any thing of Mr. Eben- 
streit, and if I knew* what had become 
of him. In your goodness you have 
even gone so far as to observe that you 
have been hard and cruel toward him." 

"And I have been. Trade. I pre- 
sumed to play the role of fate and take 
upon myself the punishment which is 
God's prerogative only. Trae, I had 
bitter cause of complaint against him, 
and he was to blame for my unhappi- 
ness, but I am not free from blame 
either, and he, too, had just cause of 
complaint against me. I had stood be- 
fore God's altar with him — ^had, at leasts 
recognized him as my husband before 
the world, and yet I have hated and de- 
tested him, and have fulfilled none of the 
duties which devolved upon me from the 
moment of our marriage." 

" But you were never married, Marie. 
You did not utter a single word at the 
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wedding ? You did not pronounce the 
' Yes.' " 

" Do not speak so, Trude ; we deceive 
our conscience with such pretences, 
and only persuade ourselves that we 
have done no wrong. But when we 
lie sleepless on our couches during the 
long night, as I do, then the slumbering 
conscience awakens, all self-deception 
vanishes, and we see things as they 
really are. Yes, I know that I have not 
behaved toward Ebenstreit as 1 ought 
to have done, and I wish I knew where 
he is, so that I could write to him and 
make peace with him before — " 

"Before you marry, you would say, 
Marie? Then, listen! 1 know where 
Mr. Ebenstreit is. 1 also know that he 
is doing well, and that he, too, longs to 
see and speak with you. What do you 
say to this news, my child ? " 

"I am glad to hear it, Trude, and 
wish to see Ebenstreit as soon as pos- 
sible, for all things are uncertain on 
earth, and if he came later — " 

*' Yes, if he came later," said Trude, 
interrupting her, "our dear professor 
might be here, and then we would not 
have time to occupy ourselves with any 
one else. You see I thought of this 
when I saw Mr. Ebenstreit, and there- 
fore—" 

" What? You have seen and spoken 
with him ? " 

" Of course I have, my child. From 
whom could I have otherwise learned 
all this ? He entreated me to procure 
him an interview with you. I told him 
to come here in two hours and wait 
outside, promising to call him in if you 
should permit me to do so. The two 
hours have now passed, ray child. Will 
you see him ? " 

" Wait a moment," said Marie, turn- 
ing pale. "I must first collect' my 
thoughts, I must first nerve myself. 
You know I am very weak, Trude, and — 
there I I feel that thorn piercing my 
breast again 1 It pains fearfully I " 



She closed her eyes, threw herself 
back in the chair, and lay there quiver- 
ing and groaning. Trude remained 
standing near the door tearfully, re- 
garding the pale, attenuated counte- 
nance, which was still her ideal of all 
that was lovely and beautiful. 

Slowly Marie opened her eyes again. 
" You may bring him in, Trude, but we 
will be composed and avoid speaking of 
the past." 

Marie followed Trude with a sorrow- 
ful gaze, as she walked noiselessly to 
the door and out into the hall. " The 
good, faithful old nurse!" murmured 
she. **Does she really believe that I 
shall recover, or is she only trying to 
make me believe so? I so long to 
live, I BO long for a little happiness on 
eartli!" 



OHAPTEB II. 

BBOONOILI ATION. 

The door opened again, and Trude 
entered, followed by a tall, thin gentle- 
man. His cheeks were hollow,' and his 
light hair and brown beard had turned 
gray, and yet it seemed to Marie that 
he was younger and stronger .than when 
she had last seen him, two years before, 
on that fearful day of vengeance. His 
countenance now wore a different, a 
firmer and more energetic expression, 
and the eyes that had formerly been so 
dim, now shone with unusual lustre, 
and were fastened on Marie with an ex- 
pression of tender sympathy. 

He hurried forward, grasped the two 
pale, attenuated hands, which Marie had 
extended toward him, hid his counte- 
nance in them and wept aloud. 

For a time all was silent. Trude had 
noiselessly withdrawn to the furthest 
corner of the room, where she stood, 
haK-concealed by the bed-curtains, en- 
deavoring to suppress her sobs, that her 
darling might not hear them. 
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" Marie, my friend, my benefactress," 
süd Ebenstreit, after a long panse, *' I 
have come to thank yon. I came here 
from Kew Orleans, with no other in- 
tention and no other wish than the one 
that is now being gratified: to kneel 
before yon, holding your hands in mine, 
and to say : I thank yon, my benefac- 
tress I You have made a new being of 
me; yon have driven ont the demons, 
and prepared the altar for good spirits. 
I thank you, Marie, for throngh yon I 
have recovered happiness, peace, and 
. self-esteem I Marie, when we last saw 
each other, I was a sordid being, whose 
soul was hardened with egotism and 
vanity. Yon were right in saying there 
was nothing bnt cold calculation, and 
the miserable pride of wealth, in the 
place where the warm hnman heart 
shonld beat. Yon stepped before me 
like the avenging angel with the flam- 
ing sword. In your sublime, your di- 
vine anger, you thrust the sword so 
deep into my breast, that it opened like 
the box of Pandora, permitting the evil 
spirits and wicked thoughts to escape, 
and leaving, in the depths of the heart 
that had been purified by pain, nothing 
but hope and love. When I left yon at 
that time and rushed out into the street, 
I was blinded and maddened. I deter- 
mined to end an existence I conceived 
to be worthless and disgraced. But 
the hand of a friend held me back, the 
voice of a friend consoled me ; and then, 
when I was again capable of thought, I 
found that these words were engraven 
in my heart and soul, in characters of 
living flame: 'Marie shall learn to es- 
teem me, I will make of myself a new 
man, and then Marie will not despise 
me.' These words have gone before 
me on the rough path, and through the 
darkness of my life, like a pillar of 
flatne. It was my sun and my star. I 
looked up to it as the mariner looks at 
his guiding compass when tossed about 
on the wide ocean. This pillar of flame 



has at last led me back to the aven- 
ging angel, whom I now entreat to be- 
come an angel of reconciliation. I en- 
treat yon, Marie, forgive me for tiie evil 
I have done yon, forgive me for the nn- 
happiness I have caused you, and let me 
try to atone for the past I " 

Marie had at first listened to him with 
astonishment, and then her features bad 
gradually assumed an expression of deep 
emotion. Her purple lips had been 
tightly compressed, and the tears which 
had gathered in her large eyes were 
slowly gliding down over the cheeks on 
which the ominoos roses were once 
more burning brightly. Now, when 
Ebenstreit entreated her to forgive him, 
when she saw kneeling in the dost be- 
fore her the man whose image had stood 
before her conscience for the past two 
years as an eternal reproach, and as a 
threatening accusation, a cry of pain 
escaped her heaving breast She arose 
from her arm-chair, and stretched out 
her hands toward heaven. 

"Too much, too much, O God!" 
she cried, in loud and trembling tones. 
" Instead of passing judgment on the 
sinner, you show mercy I All pride 
and arrogance have vanished from my 
soul, and I bow myself humbly before 
Thee and before this man, whom I have 
wronged and insulted I " 

And before Ebenstreit — who had 
arisen when he saw Marie rise from her 
chair in such great agitation — conld pre- 
vent it, Marie had fallen on her knees be- 
fore him, and raised her folded hands, 
imploringly, 

"Ebenstreit, forgive me, I entreat 
yon 1 I have wronged and insulted yoo, 
have lived at your side in hatred and 
anger, instead of striving to be a bless- 
ing to you — ^instead of endeavoring to 
seek out with you the path of goodness 
and justice from which we had both 
wandered so far. But look at me, Eb- 
enstreit I behold what these years of 
remorse have made of me — ^behold her 
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who was once the proud tyrant who 
presumed to conunand, but has now be- 
come a poor penitent who humbly begs 
forgiveness. Speak, say that you for- 
give me I Ko, do not attempt to raise 
me up I Let me remain on my knees 
until you take pity on me in your mag- 
nanimity—until you have uttered the 
words for which my soul thirsts." 

"Well, then, Marie," sobbed Eben- 
streit, his countenance flooded with 
tears, "1 will do your will. Marie, I 
forgive you with my whole soul — ^for- 
give you for all my sufferings and tears, 
and tell you that out of these sufferings 
consolations, and out of these tears 
hopes, have blossomed. Gk>d bless, 
protect, and reward you, my benefac- 
tress, my friend ! " 

With folded hands, and in breathless 
suspense, she listened to his words, and 
a joyous smile gradually illumined her 
countenance. 

*'I thank you, my friend; I thank 
you," she murmured, in low tones ; and 
lightly and airily, as though borne up 
by her inward exaltation, she arose and 
stood before Ebenstreit, a radiant smile 
on her lips. 

"Do not weep, my friend," she said, 
** all sorrow and sadness are past, and lie 
behind us. Let us rejoice in the good 
fortune that brings us together once more 
for a short time, after our long separa- 
tion and estrangement. You shall nar- 
rate the history of your life during this 
period, and tell me where and how you 
have lived and struggled." 

"No," he said, tenderly, "let me 
first hear your history." 

"My friend," she replied, smiling, as 
she slowly seated herself in the arm- 
chair, " look at this table, look at these 
poor flowers made out of cloth, wire, 
and water-colors. These lilies and 
violets are without lustre and fragrance. 
Such has been my life. Life had no 
roses for me; but I made roses for 
othera and I lived because one heaven- 



ly flower blossomed in my life— I lived 
because this one flower still shed its 
fragrance in my heart. This is the hope 
of seeing my beloved once more ! " 

" Do not ask me to tell you more ; 
you will soon see and learn all ; and I 
know you will rejoice in my happiness 
when my hope becomes beautiful, bliss- 
ful reality 1" 

" I will, indeed," said Ebenstreit, 
tenderly, " for your happiness has been 
my constant prayer since our separa- 
tion ; and not until I see you united to 
the noble man from whom I so cruelly 
and heartlessly separated you — not until 
then will I have atoned for my crime, 
and I conceive of the possibility of a 
peaceful and happy future for myself." 

She extended her hand and smiled. 
But* this smile was so touching, so full 
of sadness, that it moved Eben streit 
more profoundly than lamentations or 
despairing wails could have done. 

" Tell me of your life," said Marie, in 
a soft voice. "Seat yourself at my 
side, and tell me where you have been 
and how you have lived." 

He seated himself as she had directed. 
Old Trude came forward from the back- 
ground, and listened eagerly to Eben- 
streit*s words. 

"I cannot illustrate my history as 
you did yours when you pointed to 
these flowers," he said, smiling. " In 
order to do this I should have to show 
you forests felled by the axe, fields 
made fruitful, rivers dammed up, and 
huts and barns erected after hard toil. 
When I rushed from your presence, in 
mad desperation, I met the banker 
Splittgerber on the sidewalk. He had 
been standing at the door, awaiting me. 
I endeavored to tear myself from his 
grasp, but he held me firmly. I cried 
out that I wanted peace, the peace of 
the grave, but he only held me the 
more firmly, drew me away with irre- 
sistible force, raised me like a child, 
and placed me in his carriage, which 
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then drove rapidly to the densest 
part of the zoological garden. I was 
wild with rage, and endeavored to 
jorap ont of the carriage. Bat on 
the side on which I sat, the carriage 
door was not provided with a handle, 
and I found it impossibly to open 
it. I endeavored to pass Splittger- 
ber and get out at the other door, 
and cried: ^Let me out! No one shall 
compel me to live I I will die, I must 
die I ' ' But the old roan held me with 
an iron grasp, and pressed me down on 
my seat again. A loud and terrible 
voice resounded in ray ear, like the 
trumpet of the day of judgment, and to 
this hour I have not been able to con- 
vince myself that it was no other than 
the voice of good old Splittgerber. 
This terrible voice uttered these words : 
'You have no right to die, for you 
have not yet lived. First go and learn 
to live, in order to deserve death 1 ' I 
was, however, completely overcome by 
these fearful words, and sank back in a 
state of insensibility." * 

" * You have no right to die, for you 
have not yet lived,' " repeated Marie, in 
a low voice. " Have I then lived, and 
is it for this reason that — ^" she shud- 
dered and interrupted herself: " Go on, 
my friend — what happened further ? " 

"Of what further occurred I have no 
knowledge. I have a vague remem- 
brance that I was like a departed soul, 
and flew about from place to place 
through the universe, seeking a home 
and an asylum everywhere, and finding 
none. I sojourned in hell for a long 
time, and suffered all the tortures of 
the damned. I lay stretched on the 
rack like Prometheus, a vulture feed- 
ing on my vitals, and cried out vainly 
for mercy. When my wandering soul 
again returned to earth and to its mis- 
erable tenement — when I awakened to 
consciousness, they told me that I had 
been ill and delirious for a long time. 
Good old Splittgerber had nursed me 



like a father, and, when I recovered, 
made me the most brilliant offers. 
Among many other similar propositions, 
I was to become his partner, and estab- 
lish a branch house in New York. I re- 
jected all ; I could hear nothing but 
the trumpet-tones of that voice, crjing: 
' You have no right to die, for you have 
not yet lived. Go and learn to live, in 
order to deserve to die I ' I wished to 
deserve to die; that was my onlj 
thought, and no one should help me in 
achieving this end. I wished to accom- 
plish this alone, entirely unaided ! Af- 
ter having converted the paltry rem- 
nants of my property into money, I 
suddenly took my departure without 
telling any one where I was going. I 
was wearied of the Old World, and 
turned my steps toward the New. I 
longed to be doing and struggling. I 
bought a piece of land in America, 
large enough to make a little ducby in 
Germany. I hired several laborers, im- 
migrants in whose countenances sullen 
despair was depicted, and with them I 
began my work ; and a vas<^ gigantic 
work it was. A morass and a dense 
forest were to be converted into fruitful 
fields. What the Titans of mythology 
could perhaps not have accomplished, 
was achieved by poor mortals to whom 
despair gave courage, and defiance of 
misfortune superhuman strength. Ve 
worked hard, Marie, but our labois 
were blessed ; we had the satisfaction 
of knowing that they were not in vain, 
and of seeing them productive of good 
results. The forest and morass 1 then 
bought have now been converted into 
a splendid farm, on which contented 
laborers live in cleanly cottages, rejoic- 
ing in the rewards of diligence. In the 
midst of this settlement lies ray own 
house, a sunple log-house, but yet a suf- 
ficiently comfortable dwelling for a la- 
borer like myself. Over the door 
stands the following inscription : * Learn 
to work, that you may enjoy life,' and 
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on the wall of my bumble parlor bangs 
a board on i^hich is written : 'Money 
is temptation, work is salvation. True 
ricbes are, a good beart and tbe joyous- 
ness resulting from labor.' " 

"You are a good, a noble man," 
whispered Marie, regarding him ear- 
nestly. " I thank you for having come, 
I rejoice in you* return." 

" I have not returned taremsdn," said 
Ebenstreit, pressing her hand to his 
lips. "I only returned to see you, 
Marie, and to render an account to 
Heaven, through tbe avenging angel, 
whose flaming sword drove me from 
my sins. You see, Marie, there is 
something of my former accursed sor- 
didness in me still ; I dare to speak of 
accounts even to God and to you, as if 
the soul's burden of debt could ever be 
cancelled I No, while I live I will be 
your debtor. — And your debtor, too, 
Trude," said he, turning, with a smile, 
to the old woman, who was regarding 
him wonderingly. 

" I'm sure I don't know how that can 
be," said she, thoughtftdly; "you have 
received nothing from me but abuse; 
that however you certainly still owe me. 
If you propose to return this now, and 
call me a short-sighted fool, and an 
abominable person, as I have so often 
called you, you will be perfectly justi- 
fiable in doing so. I must say that you 
have the right, and I am glad that I am 
compelled to say so. You have be- 
come a good man, Mr. Ebenstreit, and 
the good Lord himself will rejoice over 
you, for it is written in the Bible: 
* When the uDJust man returns to God 
there is more joy over him in heaven 
than over a hundred just men.' There- 
fore, my dear Mr. Ebenstreit, pay me 
back for all my abuse, and then give me 
your hand and say: * Trude, we now 
owe each other nothing more, and after 
all you may be a very good old woman, 
whose heart is in the right place, and — 
her mouth too I ' " 



Ebenstreit extended his hand, with a 
kindly smile. " Let us shake hands ; 
the abuse you shall, however, not have. 
I am your debtor in a higher and better 
sense ; your brave and resolute counte- 
nance was often before me, and at times, 
when a task seemed almost impossible, 
I seemed to hear a voice at my side, 
saying: *Work, work onl Ransom 
your soul with the sweat that pours 
from your brow, you soul -seller, for 
otherwise old Trude will give you no 
peace, either on earth or in heaven 1 
Work, work on I Earn your bread by 
the sweat of your brow, otherwise you 
can never enter the kingdom of heaven, 
you soul-seller I ' You will remember 
that this was the only title you accord- 
ed me in former days ? " 

" Well, Mr. Ebenstreit, I had others 
for you, to be sure," said the old wo- 
man, blushing, " but that was the main 
title on account of the five hundred 
dollars that — " 

" Be still ! " interrupted Marie, as she 
slowly arose, and leaned forward in a 
listening attitude. "Did you hear noth- 
ing, Trade?" 

" No, my darling. What conld I have 
heard?" 

" A carriage stopped before the door, 
and my heart suddenly ceased to beat, 
as if expecting a great joy or a great sor- 
row. I seemed to hear steps in the pas- 
sage. Yes, I recognize this step— it is 
his ; he— be still I do you hear nothing ? " 

They all listened for a moment in 
breathless suspense. "Yes, I seem to 
hear some one walking in the outer 
haU," murmured the old woman. "Let 
me go and see whether — ^" 

" Some one is knocking," cried Marie. 
"Trade, some one is — " 

" Be composed, my darling, be com- 
posed," said Trude, in soothing tones; 
" if you excite yourself so much, it will 
be injurious. Some one knocks agsun, 
and—" 

"Trude, be mei-cifull" cried Marie. 
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"Go and open the door. Do not let 
me wait; I believe I have but a little 
while longer to live, and I cannot wait I 
Gol" 

Trnde had hurried to the door, and 
opened it. She started, waved her 
hand, closed the door again^ and tamed 
to Marie, who stood erect, in breathless 
suspense. 

"Marie," said she, vainly endeavor- 
ing to speak with composure, "there 
certainly is some one at the door, who 
desires to speak with me, but it is no 
stranger; perhaps he wishes to order 
some flowers. I will go and ask him." 

She was about to open the door again, 
but Marie ran forward and held her 
back. " You are deceiving me, Trude. 
You well know who it is, and I know 
too. My heart tells me it is he 1 Philip I 
my Philip 1 Oome to me, Philip 1 " 

" Marie 1 " cried a loud, manly voice 
from the outside. The door was hastily 
thrown open, and he rushed in, with 
extended arms. "Marie I where are 
you, Marie I " 

She uttered a loud, piercing cry of 
joy, and flew to her lover's heart. " My 
Philip 1 My beloved I God bless you 
for having -come I " 

"My Marie, my darling I " murmured 
he, passionately. "God bless you for 
having called me ! " 



CHAPTER III. 

OB IM DEATH. 

Thbt held each other firmly era- 
braced, heart to heart. All sorrow and 
sadness were forgotten ; they were ob- 
livious of the whole world, and of all 
that was going on around them. They 
did not see old Trude standing near by, 
with folded hands, her f&oe radiant 
with delight ; they did not see her fol- 
low Mr. Ebenstreit, who had glided 
noiselessly out of the room. They 



did not hoar the door creak on its 
hinges, as she, closed it behind her, and 
left them alone and unobserved in the 
silent chamber. And, though the two 
had remained, though hundreds and 
hnndreda of eyes had been fastened on 
them inquiringly, what would they 
have cared? They would, nevertheless, 
have still been alone with love, with 
happiness, and with the joy of reunion. 

Her head still rested on his breast; 
he still pressed her to his heart. " Ma- 
rie, the dream of ra^ whole life is now 
fulfilled ; I ho]4 you in my arms, 70a 
are mine I The restless ^wanderer has 
at last crossed the threshold of the 
promised land, and love and peace bid 
him ^welcome." 

"Yes, my Philip," she murmured, 
softly, "love and peace bid him wel- 
come. Pain has left us for evermore, 
and we shall be happy I " 

" Yes, happy, Marie 1 Look up, dar- 
ling, .that I may read love in your dear 
eyes 1 " 

With his hand he attempted to raise 
her head, but she only pressed it the 
more firmly to his breast. 

"No, Philip, let my head still rest on 
your bosom ; let me dream on for a lit- 
tle while." 

" Marie, I have yearned to see these 
dear eyes for two long years; look up, 
my dai'ling 1 " 

" Not yet, Philip," she whispered, en- 
twining her arms more closely around 
her lover, her countenance stiU hid in 
his bosom. " Let me first tell you some- 
thing, Philip ! I have been ill, very ill, 
and it was thought I would die. If 70a 
should find me a little changed, a little 
pale, my beloved, it will only.be be- 
cause I have not yet quite recovered, 
but am only steadily improving. Re- 
member this, and do not be alarmed. 
Look at me! Welcome, welcome, my 
Philip 1" 

When she raised her head, a radiant 
expression of happiness rested on her 
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features; her lips were crimson, her 
eyes shone lustrously, and the death- 
roses on her cheeks burned brightly. 
Death had,, perhaps, been touched by 
the supreme happiness of these two be- 
ings, who had been wandering under a 
thunder-cloud of sorrow for long years, 
and who now fondly believed that they 
had at last found a refuge from the 
storms of life, and a balsam for all pain. 
Death, who comes from God, had, per- 
haps, been moved with divine pitj, and 
had lain concealed behind these flushed 
cheeks and crimson lips, permitting joy 
to illumine Marie^s countenance with a 
last golden ray of the setting sun, and 
to give her for a brief moment the ap- 
pearance of health and strength. 

Philip, at least, did not see the grim 
messenger; he was deceived by these 
death-roses, by this ray of sunshine. 
He had expected to find Marie in a much 
worse condition. Gedicke's letter had 
carried the conviction to his heart that 
he would find her in a hopeless, in a 
dying condition, and that nothing buoy- 
ed her up, and withheld her from the 
clutches of the grave, but her longing 
to see him once more. Now she stood 
before him with rosy cheeks, with a 
bright smile on her lips, and with eyes 
that iqwrkled with joy. 

"Marie, my jewel, my longed-for hap- 
piness, how lovely, how beautiful you 
are 1 Why speak of illness and of pale 
cheeks ? I see nothing of all this ; I see 
you healthy, happy, and beautiful— as 
beautiful as when I often saw you in 
my dreams in the long nights of the 
past— as beautiful as I have ever con- 
ceived you to be when standing before 
the Madonnas of Baphael and Giulio 
Bomano in Kome and Florence. ' Gaze 
at me witli your dark eyes, I said to 
them. You would ask me whether I 
admire and adore you. True, you are 
lovely, but I know a Marie who is love- 
lier and purer than you all 1 I know a 
Marie whose eyes are radiant with the 



light of womanhood, purity, and virtue. 
She is not so coquettish as you are, 
Maria della Ledia ; her eyes are not so 
dreamy as yours, Maria di Fuligno. But 
they are resplendent with holy love, 
and noble thoughts dwell on her chaste 
brow I ' And now I have thee, and now 
will I hold thee, my Marie, and nothing 
can separate us more I " 

"No," she said, thoughtfully, "noth- 
ing henceforth can now separate us but 
death!" 

"Death has nothing to do with us, 
my darling. We shall live, and live a 
joyous, happy life I " 

" Yes, live, live I " she cried, in such 
longing, passionate tones, and with so 
sad an expression of countenance, that 
Moritz's heart quaked. It seemed to 
him as though a string had broken on 
the harp on which she had just begun 
to play the joyous song of life and of 
love, and at this moment he saw grim 
death peering forth from behind the 
roses on her cheeks, and the smile on 
her crimson lips. 

" Come, my darling, let us be seated. 
There is your throne, and here at your 
feet lies he who adores you, looking up 
at his Madonna, at his Marie, with 
ecstacy." 

He bore her tenderly to the arm- 
chair, and then seated himself at her 
feet. He looked up at her with an ex- 
presfflon of deep devotion, his folded 
hands resting on her lap. She bowed 
down over him and stroked with her 
pale little hand his black, curly hair, 
and the broad forehead she had once 
seen so gloomy and clouded, and which 
was now as clear and serene as the 
heaven in her own bre&st. 

" I have thee at last once more, thou 
star of my life ! When I regard thee, I 
feel 'that Ufe is, indeed, beautiful, and 
that one hour of bliss is not too dearly 
purchased with long years of suffering 
and want We paid dearly, Philip, but 
now we have the longed-for happiness. 
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We have it and will hold it fast ; noth- 
ing on earth shall tear it from os? " 

" No, nothing on earth, my beloved I 
Like Odysseus, I have now returned 
from my wanderings through life, and 
here I lie at the feet of my Penelopeia; 
like him, I have driven off the suitors 
who aspired to the favor of my fair one. 
Was it not a suitor, who slipped out at 
the door when I entered? " 

" A suitor of the past,^' replied Marie, 
smiling. " Did you not recognize him ? " 

" Have I ever known him ? But what 
do we care, now that he has gone I I 
am not compelled to drive him off, nor 
yet to hang old Trude as a go-between, 
as Odysseus did the old woman of whom 
Homer tells us." 

Philip and Marie both laughed. It 
was the innocent childlike laughter 
with which happiness illumines even 
the gravest countenances, and which 
permits those who have been sorely 
tried, and have suffered greatly, to find 
the innocence of youth and the smile of 
childhood again on the threshold of 
paradise regained. 

" Marie, how beautifol you are when 
you laugh I Then it seems as though 
all these years of sorrow had not been — 
as though we had only been dreaming, 
and now awake to find that we are 
again in the little room under the roof. 
You are once more my charming young 
scholar, and Professor Moritz has just 
come to give Miss von Leuthen a lesson 
in the Italian language. Yes, that is it, 
we are still the same ; and see I there lie 
the fiowers on your table, just as they 
were when old Trude conducted me to 
your room to give you your first lesson." 

He took a handful of flowers from the 
table and held them between his folded 
bands. " You dear flowers I She is your 
god and your goddess ! Like God she 
made you of nothing, and, like the god- 
dess Mora, she strews you over the path- 
way of humanity ; but to-day you shall 
receive the most glorious reward for 



your existence — to-day yon shall adorn 
her, my fair Floral " 

He sprang up, seized whole handfols 
of violets, pinks, lilies, and forget-me- 
nots, and strewed them over Marie^s 
head, in her lap, and all over and about 
her. 

" Let me strew your path with flowers 
for the future, my darling. May your 
tender little feet never more be wound- 
ed by the sharp stones 1 may you never 
again be compelled to journey over 
rough roads I Flowers shall spring up 
beneath your footsteps, and I will be 
the gardener who cultivates thenoi." 

" You are my heaven-flower yourself 
my imperial lily," said she, extending 
her hands. He took them in bis, press- 
ed them to his lips, and then resumed 
his former seat at her feet. 

'^How handsome you are, Philip, and 
how strong you look, tanned by the sun 
of Italy and steeled by the combat with 
life t Misfortune has made a hero of you, 
my beloved. You are taller and prouder 
than you were." 

" And are you not a heroine, Marie, a 
victorious heroine ? " 

" A victorious heroine ! " she said, 
sadly. "A heroine who is struggling 
with death I Do not look at me with 
such consternation, Philip — I am well. 
It is only that joy and surprise have 
made me feel a little weak. You do 
not find that I look ill, and therefore I 
am hot ill ; you say I will recover, and 
therefore I will recover. Tell me once 
more that I am not ill, that I will re- 
cover I" 

" You will recover ; you will bloom 
again in happiness and joy." 

" You say these words in a sad voice, 
as though you did not believe theni 
yourself I But I wiU not die; no, I 
will not I I am too young ; I have not 
lived long enough. Life still owes me 
so much happiness. I will not die I I 
will live— live I " 

She uttered this in loud tones of an- 



GBDI DEATH. 



225 



guish, as thongli Life were aa armed 
warrior to whom she appealed to de- 
fend her against Death, who was ap- 
proachiag her with a murderoas da^er 
in his bony hand. Bat Life had no long- 
er a weapon with which to defend her; 
it timidly recoiled before the king who 
is mightier than' the King of Life, and 
whose sceptre is a scythe with which 
he mows down hnmanity as the reaper 
harvests the grain of the fields. 

"Philip, my Philip," cried Marie, her 
countenance quivering with pain, "re- 
main with me, my beloved I It is grow- 
ing so dark, and — There, how my 
breast pains me again I Alas, you have 
scattered flowers at my feet, but the 
thorns have remained in my heart! 
And they pain so terribly 1 It is grow- 
ing dark— dark I — ^Trude 1 " 

The old woman, who had been wait- 
ing at the threshold with the humili- 
ty of a faithful dog, threw the door 
open and rushed forward to her dar- 
ling, who lay in the arm-chair, with 
closed eyes, pale and motionles?, her 
head resting on Moritz^s arm. 

" Trude, call the physician I " cried he, 
in dismay. " Bun for assistance I Hun ! 
run I She must not die I She shall 
not leave me I O God, Thou canst not 
desire to tear her from me I Thou per- 
mittedst me to hear her voice when in 
Rome, when widely separated from her, 
and I answjered this call and flew here 
on the wings <K the wind. It cannot 
be Thy will that I am to be surround- 
ed by eternal sUenoe — ^that I am never 
more to hear this dear voice! — Help 
me, Trude! Why do you not call the 
physician ? " 

"It is useless, dear sir, useless,'' 
whispered Trude, whose- tears were 
still flowing in torrents. " All the phy- 
sicians say that her case is hopeless; 
they told me that this would occur, and 
that all would then be at an end. But 
perhaps this is only a swoon ; perhaps 
we can awaken her once more." 

15 



Was it the strengthening essence 
with which Trude rubbed her forehead, 
the strong musk-drops which she pour- 
ed between Marie's parted lips, or was 
it the imploring voice in which Moritz 
called her name, and conjured her not 
to leave him ? — ^Marie opened her eyes 
and cast a look of ineffable tenderness 
at the pale, horror-stricken countenance 
of her lover, who was again kneeling at 
her feet, his arms clasped convulsively 
around her person, as if in a last de- 
spairing effort to withhold her from 
tie King of Terrors, who had already 
stretched out his skeleton arm to grasp 
his victim. 

" I am dying, Philip ! " murmured 
Marie, in low tones, and her voice re- 
sounded on his ear like the last expir- 
ing notes of an ^olian harp. " It is 
useless to deceive you longer ; the truth 
is evident, and we must both bear it as 
we best may." 

"Marie, I cannot, cannot bear it!" 
he sobbed, burying his countenanoe in 
her lap. "God is merciful; He will 
take pity on me, on my agony, on my 
love ! God will grant you recovery ! " 

" The only recovery God vouchsafes 
me is at hand," whispered Marie. 
"Recovery is death! I have felt it 
approaching for many, many days — ^in 
the long, fearful nights I have lain 
awake struggling with this thought, un- 
able to comprehend it, and doubting 
God's mercy and goodness. My defiant 
heart refused to submit humbly to God's 
will, and still continued to entreat a 
little more life, a little happiness, of Him 
who is inexorable, and upon whose ear 
the wail of man strikes in as low tones 
as the last breath of the insect we tread 
under foot. I comprehended, finally, 
that all complaints were useless — ^that 
nothing* remained but to submit, to 
humble myself, to thank God for each 
hour of life as for a gracious boon, and 
to consider each ray of sunshine shed 
on my existence as a proof of His good- 
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ness. I have conquered myself; my 
stabborn heart has been softened, and 
no longer rebels against the hand of 
the Almighty, to whom men are as 
worms, and as the grain of sand to the 
mighty glacier that touches the clouds. 
You, too, must be gentle and submis- 
sive, my Philip. Learn to submit to 
the eternal laws of God I " 

"No, I cannot," said he, in heart- 
rending tones; "I 6annot be submis- 
sive. My heart is rebellious; in my 
anguish I could tear it from my breast 
when I see you suffer 1 " 

" I am not suffering, Philip," said 
she, her countenance radiant with a 
heavenly smile. "All pain has now 
left me, and I feel as though I floated 
in a rosy cloud, high above all earthly 
sorrow. From this height I see how 
paltry all earthly sorrows are, and how 
little they deserve a single tear. Here 
below, all is paltry and insignificant — 
above, all is great and sublime. Oh, 
Philip, how sweet it will be to meet 
you once more up there! In blissful 
embrace, our spirits will soar from star 
to star, and the glories of all worlds and 
the mysteries of all creations will be 
made manifest to us, and our life will 
be bliss and joy unending 1 The cloud 
is soaring higher and higher 1 ' Philip, 
I see thee no longer I " 

" But I see thee, my darling," cried 
Philip, despairingly, as he clasped her 
sinking head between his hands, and 
covered it with tears and kisses. " Do 
not leave me, Marie ; stay with me, thou 
sole delight of my. life I Do not leave 
me alone in the world," 

His imploring voice had that divine 
power which, as we are told by the 
Greeks, breathed life into stone, and 
transformed a cold, marble statue into a 
warm, loving woman. His imploring 
voice recalled the spirit of the loving 
woman to the body already clasped in 
the chilly embrace of death. 

"You shall not be solitary, Philip," 



she murmured ; " it is so sad to have to 
straggle alone through life. I must go, 
Philip, but you shall not 'be left alone." 

" But I will be if you leave me, Marie ; 
therefore stay I Oh, stay 1 " 

"I cannot, Philip," gasped Marie, in 
low tones. "You must place another 
at your side! Another must fill my 
place. Hear myjast wish, my last 
prayer, Philip. Take a wife, marry I " 

" Impos^ble, Marie, you cannot be so 
cruel as to desire this." . 

"I have thought of this a great deal, 
have struggled with my own heart, and 
am now convinced that you must do so. 
You must have a wife at your side who 
loves you. Swear that you will seek 
such a wife. Swear this, and acoord 
me a last joy on earth." 

She raised her hand once more, and 
her dying gaze was fastened on him im- 
ploringly. He could not resist it; he 
clasped the pale fingers in his quivering, 
burning hands, and swore that he would 
do as she bade him. 

A faint smile flitted over her counte- 
nance, and her eyes sought out the 
faithful old woman, who had loved her 
like a mother, and who found it no 
longer necessary to conceal her tears, 
as she had been doing for many months, 
in holy and heroic deception. 

"Trade," whispered Marie, "you 
have heard his vow, and you must re- 
mind him of it, and see that he keeps it, 
and marries within the^ear. Kiss me, 
Trade, and swear that you will do so ! " 

Old Trade had no other words than 
her tears, no other vow than the kiss 
which her trembling lips pressed on her 
darlüig's brow, already covered with 
that cold, ominous perspiration which 
gathers, like the morning dew of anoth- 
er world, on the countenances of those 
who stand on the threshhold of the 
grave, and is symbolical of the new life 
to which they will awaken on high. 

"Philip, my beloved, you too must 
kiss me I " whispered Marie, in eager 
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tones, "Kiss me I Hold me fast! Drive 
death, grim, fearful death, away 1 " 

He kissed her, entwined his arms 
around her, and pressed her to his 
bosom. Trnde stretched out her arms 
imploringly, into empty spaoe, as if to 
ward off " grim death 1 " 

Bnt he is king of kings, and claims as 
his own all who live on earth I , 

Silence reigned in the little chamber. 
Holy is the hour of separation — holy 
the moment in which the immortal 
sonl is torn from its earthly abode, and 
this holy moment mnst not be dese- 
crated with lamentations and tears I 

After a long ioterval, the heart-rend- 
ing cry of a man, and the low w»l of a 
woman broke in npon the stillness. — 
Marie had died, bnt a smile still rested 
on her lips. 



CHAPTER IV. 

QOETBE^B BETUBN FBOH BOME. 

GoETHB has returned! Goethe is 
once more in onr midst! He arrived 
quite unexpectedly yesterday evening, 
repaired at once to his summer-house 
in the park, raised the little draw- 
bridge, and has yet seen no one! 

Tills was the intelligence that ran 
like wildfire through the good city of 
Weimar on the morning of the nine- 
teenth of June, 1788, exciting joy and 
expectation in the minds of many, and 
perhaps also some little discontent in 
the minds of others. All were anxious 
to see. the poet once more, who had 
^been enthroned in Weimar as the ge- 
nius of gayety and happiness, and who 
had taken these two most beautiful 
ideals of humanity with him on leaving 
the capital of Thnringia. Weimar had 
changed greatly since Goethe^s depart- 
ure. It had, as the Duke Charles Au- 
gust often complained to his Mends, be- 



come dull, and " terribly old fogyish." 
The genial freedom from care and re- 
straint, and the poetic enthusiasm and 
exaltation had all vanished with Goethe. 
Weimar lay slumbering in its dullness 
and tranquillity on the banks of the 
murmuring Urn, and the staid and hon- 
est burghers of the good city considered 
it a positive blessing that this restless 
spirit had departed. The court was 
also very quiet— so quiet that the genial 
Duchess Amelia could no longer endure 
it, and was preparing to journey to 
Italy in the company of her Mends, 
Wieland and Herder, to indemnify her- 
self under the bright skies of Italy, and 
in the midst of rare works of art, for 
the dull life she had led for the past few 
years. 

No wonder that the intelligence of 
Goethe's return agitated the little city, 
and infused a little life and excitement 
into slumbering society I 

Goethe's servant had appeared at the 
ducal palace at an early hour on the 
following morning, had communicated 
the glad tidings of his master's arrival 
to the duke's chamberlain, and had 
begged to be informed at what hour the 
privy-coundllor would be permitted to 
pay his respects. The duke had briefly 
replied that he would send the privy- 
councillor word; nothing more! But 
half an hour later, instead of sending 
word, the duke quietly lefb his palace, 
cross^ the Market Square with hasty 
footsteps, and passed on through the 
streets, into the park, and along its 
shady avenues to Goethe'^ little sum- 
mer-house. 

The bridge was raised, but the Urn 
was almost completely dried up by the 
summer heat, and bnt a narrow, shal- 
low rivulet flowed in the midst of its 
sandy bed. What cared he, the genial 
duke, although his boots and Prussian 
uniform should become somewhat soiled 
in wading across to the little island? 
He had not come to pay a visit of state. 
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bat only to call on his dear friend in 
an nnceremonions manner, and to give 
him a warm embrace, after a long Sep- 
aration. Therefore, forward, through 
mad and water 1 On the other side 
lies the modest litue hoose of his cher- 
ished Mend I Forward I 

Goethe's servant had not yet re- 
tamed firom the city; no one was there 
to announce the doke, and, if there had 
been, Charles Angost would have pre- 
ferred coming unannounced into his 
friend^s presence; he desired to sur- 
prise him. Noiselessly he crept up the 
stairway, and threw the door open. 

"Welcome, my Wolf I A thousand 
welcomes ! To my arms, beloved broth- 
er 1" 

"His highness the duke I How un- 
expected an honor I '^ 

Groethe rose hastily from the sofa, 
and bowed profoundly to the duke, who 
still stood before him with extended 
arms. 

"And in this manner you receive 
your Mend, Wolf? Truly, I came run- 
ning here like a lover to a rendezvous 
with his adored, and now you receive 
me with a cold greeting? *' 

" I beg leave to assure your highness, 
that the heart of your humble servant 
is also filled with joy, in beholding his 
dear master once more, and that this 
moment reconciles me to my return, 
and—" 

"Wolf, tell me are you playing a 
comedy ? Are you only jesting, or has 
your sojourn in Rome really made you 
the stiff and courtly old fellow you ap- 
pear to be?" 

"la stiff old fellow? I a courtly 
old fellow ? " asked Goethe, with spar- 
kling eyes ; and now he was again the 
Goethe with the Apollo countenance, 
as he had been in Borne and Gastel 
Gandolfo— once more the poet of Italy, 
and no longer the privy-councillor of 
Weimar. 

As the Mends now looked at each 



other — as the duke's merry brown eyes 
encountered Goethe's fiery, paseionate 
gaze — ^the last vestiges of the privj- 
cooncillor fell from the poet. His hand- 
some countenance brightened, and witb 
a cry of joy he sprang forward, threw 
himself into the duke's arms and kiseed 
his eyes and lips. 

" May God forgive me if I am guilt/ 
of disrespect ! I had determined to re- 
turn home as a well-trained and respect- 
able privy-councillor and courtier. Bat 
I am not to blame if the sight of your 
dear countenance scatters all my good 
resolutions to the winds. Let me em- 
brace, let me kiss you once more, my 
dear duke and Mend I " 

And he did so, again and again, with 
great ardor. The duke's laughter wlule 
submitting to this embrace seemed to 
be only assumed in order to conceal his 
emotion, and to make his Mend believe 
that the tears which stood in his eyes 
had not come from the depths of his 
heart, but were only the consequence 
of his violent laughter. 

" I see you are still the same wild, 
unaccountable genia^ Wolf 1 You are 
as capricious as a beautiful woman, and 
as imperious as a tyrant I You are still 
the same Goethe 1 " 

" Not at all times, my duke. I ha?e 
determined that the sober-minded world 
here in Weimar, shall behold in me a 
sober-minded privy-councillor, and that 
I will ^ve no further cause of offence 
to madame the Duchess Louise^ and 
all other sensitive souls, by my wild be- 
havior. But, for a quarter of an hour, 
and in the presence of my dear master, 
I let the mask fall, and am once more 
the old Goethe or the young Goethe. 
Your Goethe, my duke and Mend I " 

"Thanks, Wol^ thanks I 1 hardly 
knew what to make of you, and was 
quite iU at ease when I saw you stand- 
ing before me with your formal manner 
and courtier countenance. I thought 
to myseli^ * This is not the Goethe you 
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expected to see ; this is only his outward 
form; the inner man has remained in 
Italy.'" 

^' Alas I that such should be the case, 
my duke, but it is so," sighed Goethe. 
" The inner man has not yet quite re- 
turned; only after a painful strahle 
will it be able to tear itself from the 
beautiful home of art and poetry. But 
since I see you, my dear friend—since I 
behold your brave, handsome counte- 
nance, I feel that my wounds are heal- 
ing — ^that I am coming home! They 
are healing under your loving glances, 
and I begin to rejoice in my return, 
and to consider what I did only from a 
sense of duty as a real pleasure." 

" Then you did not return gladly. 
Wolf? It was reason, and not your 
heart, that prompted you to return I " 

" It was reason only, my duke — the 
conviction that it was necessary for my 
well-being. Do not be augry with me 
for saying so, but in this hour my heart 
must be laid bare to my friend, and he 
must see and read its every quivering 
fibre. No, my duke, my heart did not 
prompt me to return. I returned only 
because I recognizpd the necessity of 
so doing, if I hoped to accomplish any 
thing great and beautiful. I was com- 
pelled to flee from Italy, the siren in 
whose toils I lay bound, and by whom 
my being was about to be divided,* 
making of the poet that I really am, or 
at least can become, a talent-monster, 
who acquires a certain artistic ability 
in many things, without attaining to 
perfection in any one of them. Had I 
remained in It^y, I would perhaps at 
last haye been able to paint a tolerably 
good aquarelle picture, and to make a 
passably good statue according to all 
the rules *of art, and might also have 
manufactured dramas and poems in my 
hours of leisure; but I would have 
knocked in vain at the temple-gates 
of each individual art. Not one of 
them would have been thrown open 



to permit me to enter, as the elect, the 
chosen 1 At the door of each temple I 
would have been turned away, and ad- 
vised to apply for my reward at the 
abode of another art, and thus I would 
be considered q worthy applicant no- 
where 1 He who desires to accomplish 
something great and complete, must 
bend all the energies of his soul to the 
accomplishment of one end. He must 
not diffuse his talents, but must concen- 
trate them in the attainment of one ob- 
ject. He must strive upward; in the 
spirit he must see before him a summit 
to which he is determined to climb, re- 
moving all obstacles that may retard 
his progress. This conviction forced 
itself upon me, and I also became 
convinced that I possessed only one 
talent — that is, but one great talent — 
that could carry me to the summit, 
and this talent is my talent of poe- 
try. All others are but secondary ; and 
when I take this view of myself, I am 
reminded of the magnificent marble 
group in Kome, *the Nile, with its 
Tributaries.' There lies the godlike 
form in its manliness, strength, gran- 
deur, and sublimity. On his sinewy 
arms, mighty shoulders, and muscular 
legs, a number of beautiful little boys 
are graceftilly dancing, reclining, and 
playing with his limbs. These are the 
tributaries of the god Nile, who lies 
there in sublime composure. He would 
still be a god although he were entirely 
alone. We would still admire him and 
rejoice in his beauty, although he were 
not surrounded by these graceful, boy- 
ish forms. But they would be nothing 
without him, would not be able to stand 
alone, and would be passed by as un- 
worthy of attention, if they were not 
reposing on the grand central form. 
Thus it is with all my other talents 
and capacities : they are only the little 
boys of the statue, and with me the 
poet is the main figure. Yes, your 
highness, thus it is with me. My po- 
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etic talent is mj Nile, and my other 
litue talents are the tribntaries that 
flow into my being to strengthen me to 
make the waves of poetry sorge higher, 
and iSll the air with mnsic that shall 
resonnd throughout the. world, and find 
an echo in heaven and in hell I " 

"Oh, Wolfl " cried the duke, now 
that Goethe had pansed for a moment, 
"how happy I am to have you once 
more in our midst! It is as though 
the sun had returned, and I had just 
stepped out of a dark cellar into the 
fresh, free air, and were walking hand 
in hand with a friend toward a glitter- 
ing temple that had been closed to me 
during his absence. Wol^ I was be- 
commg a very prosaic and stupid fellow, 
and had almost began to consider the 
dark cellar in which I was sojourning 
an agreeable dwelling. I thank God 
that you have come to relieve me from 
this curse 1 Speak on, my friend ; your 
words are as sweet music that I have 
not heard for a long time.'' 

" I must speak on, my duke ; I must 
unburden my heart completely, for who 
knows whether it will often open it- 
self again, and lay aside the covering 
in which I enveloped the poor thing 
when I took leave of bright, sunny 
Italy ? But I must admit that, since I 
crossed the borders of Germany, I have 
been twenty times on the point of re- 
tracing my footsteps, in defiance of rea- 
son and conviction — on the point of 
giving up every thing, and deciding 
rather to live in Italy as a v happy, 
worthless dilettante, than to dwell in 
Germany as a high official and cele- 
brated poet. I am angry with myselfi 
but I must nevertheless make the ad- 
mission. I feel that I have been disen- 
chanted since my return to Germany ; I 
now view, with sobered sight, many 
things that memory painted in glowing 
colors, and the result is that I am by no 
means pleased. I long *o return to 
Italy ; and yet, in my inmost soul, I feel 



that I must remain here, in order to be- 
come that for which Fate has destined 
me. I feel like crying, as a bad boy 
over his broken playthings, and I cotild 
box my own ears for entertaining such 
a desire. I now conjure you, my doke 
and friend, stand at my side and help 
me to allay the fury of the storm that 
is raging in my inmost being. See, 
what an infamous irony this is on 
my being 1 I have happily passed the 
stormy period of my poetic labors, and 
have freed myself from the bombast (rf 
sentimentality. I despise all tins from 
the bottom of my heart, and am at 
times so angry with myself about that 
sentimental fellow, * Werther,' that I 
would gladly disown him. Now a new 
storm is raging within me in its former 
fury, and my heart longs for Italy as for 
a lost paradise. So help me, duke ; help 
me to become a sensible man onoe 
more ! " Goethe stamped furiously on 
the floor as he uttered these words, and 
his eyes sparkled with anger. 

" Now you look like the Thunderer, 
like Jupiter," said the duke, regarding 
him lovingly. "You have returned 
handsomer and sublimer than when 
you departed, and I can readily com« 
prehend that all the goddesses and 
nymphs of Italy have endeavored to re- 
tain in their happy land the heavenly, 
being in whom the sublimity of Jove 
and the beauty of Apollo are united." 

" Duke 1 " cried Goethe, furiously, 
" I conjure you, speak seriously I Bo 
not annihilate me with your ridicule ! " 

" Well, then, we will be serious," said 
Charles August, tenderly. "Gome 
here, Wolf, and seat yourself at my 
side on this little sofa, where we have 
so often sat together in brotherly love. 
Thus it shall be to-day again. I see, to 
my joy, Wolf, that you are unchanged, 
and your quick temper and fierce anger 
against yourself are therefore refi^esh- 
ing to your old friend. Now let us see 
what can be done; but this I tell yonia 
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advance — yon must overcome your 
lon^ng to return to Italy, you must re- 
main here, for only in tranquillity and 
peace can you attain the high ends of 
your existence, and climb to the sum- 
mit of whi^Qh you were speaking. Of 
this you were convinced yoursdf, and 
on this account you left Italy and re- 
turned home. Therefore be true to 
yourself, you dear, great fellow, and 
jonrney on toward your high aim with 
undaunted heart and steadfast gaze! 
Accomplish your sublime mission as 
poet, and I wül endeavor to procure 
you the leisare and honorable retire- 
ment essential to your poetic labors." 

"My duke and master, you are in- 
deed my savior ! " cried Goethe ; " you 
have spoken what I scarcely dared 
utter ! Yes, that is it I Leisure and 
retirement I must have. My official 
sprang wholly from my personal rela- 
tions to your highness. Let our old 
ones be modified — ^let a new relation 
hereafter exist between us. Let me fill 
the whole measure of my existence at 
your side, so that my strength may be 
concentrated and made available, like^a 
newly-opened, coUeeted, and purified 
spring situated on an eminence, from 
which your will can readily cause its 
waters to flow in any direction I Con- 
tinue to care for me as you have hereto- 
fore done ; thus you will do more for 
me than I could' accomplish for myself, 
more than I can desire or demand. 
Yes, I hope that I will become more to 
you than I have hitherto been, if you 
will only command me to do that 
which no one can do but myself^ and 
commission others to do the rest. I 
can only say : * Master, here am I, do 
with me as you will.' " * 

"Let me first tell you. Wolf, what it 
is that no one but yourself can do : glad- 
den my heart, elevate my mind, and re- 



* QoeUie*8 own words.— See correspondence 
of Dnke Charles August with Goethe, vol. ii. 



store sunshine to our little city. During 
yonr absence I have made a fearful dis- 
covery concerning myself; I am fast 
becoming an ' old fogy,' and if new life 
and activity are not infused into my 
sluggish spirit, I greatly fear that my 
case will soon be hopeless. As it is, I 
resemble the stagnant waters of a ditch. 
In its depths swims many a fine fish and 
blossoms many a fair flower, but the 
concealing duck- weed covers its surface 
and hides the treasures that lie below. 
You and you alone can brighten the 
mirror of my soul. And if you but now 
called yourself my servant, I can reverse 
your poetic phras,e, and say to you : 
* Servant, here am I — do with your mas- 
ter as you wül.' " 

" See, my duke, you make me blush 
for shame. You alone are master, and 
you only can do as you will." 

" Then let me tell you what my will 
is. Wolf, and I will be brief; for I ob- 
serve that the quarter of an hour to 
which you proposed to limit your out- 
pouring of the heart is almost at an end, 
and the worthy face of my cabinet presi- 
dent and privy - councillor is already 
peering forth from behind the godlike 
countenance of the poet I wish you to 
retain the rank and dignities with which 
you were invested when you left for 
Italy. You are herewith relieved of the 
duty of presiding in my cabinet and in 
the war office. You, however, still re- 
tain the right to attend the various meet- 
ings, if you should find time to do so, and 
whenever you appear you will seat your- 
self in the chair set apart for me. I will 
see that instructions to this effect are 
issued. On the other hand, you will 
retain the superintendence of the mining 
commission, and all other institutions , 
of science and art which you now hold. 
Your chief occupation will, however, 
be to stand at my side as friend and 
councillor, and to tell me the plain, un- 
varnished truth at all times. These are 
your duties, and you will now perceive 
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that I have known how to read your 
sool, although we were widely separated, 
and that I have endeavored to make 
yonr fatnre honorahle, and not too hnr- 
densome. And, that yoa may not sap- 
pose, Wolf, that these are only fine 
phrases and that these thoughts first oo- 
curred to me in yoor presence to-day, I 
have hronght yon the written order ad- 
dressed to the bnrean of my cabinet, and 
the letter in which I acqoainted yon 
with all these matters, and which I was 
about to forward to you in Borne when 
the letter came announcing your depart- 
ure from that city." 

"As if my dear, my noble duke ever 
needed witnesses to confinn his state- 
ments," cried Goethe, as he gently re- 
fused to receive the papers which the 
duke held in his extended hand. 

" Ah, I perceive the cabinet president 
is himself once more," cried the duke, 
laughing. " I must- now retire to my 
ducal palace. Others will, I have no 
doubt, think I have played the barbarian 
and tyrant by remaining with yon so 
long, and thereby robbing them of the 
time to which they imagine they have a 
fairer title." 

" Duke, I know of no one who has a 
higher and better title to my time and 
person than yourselfj my dear patron 
and friend." 

" Wolf, it is well that I alone have 
heard these words," cried Charles Au- 
gust, gayly ; " I believe there is a wo- 
man in whose ears they would have had 
a discordant sound. The responsibility 
must not rest on me, if a difficulty should 
arise on your first meeting. Therefore 
I am going, Wolf, although I am very 
curious to hear of your promised land 
and of your discoveries and purchases, 
but for this I will have to wait till the 
afternoon. You will, of course, dine 
with me to-day. Wolf, and dispense a 
little of the incense of your eloquence 
on the altar of my household gods. 
Farewell till we meet again, my return- 



ed wanderer ! I must, however, request 
you not to come as the privy-councillor, 
but as the poet. You may abow joor 
official mask and the star on yoor breast 
to the court, but appear before me with 
your Apollo countenance and the stais 
of your eyes." 

" My dear duke," said Goethe, affee- 
tionately, '^your presence has cheered 
and strengthened me; I feel as though I 
had been bathing in nectar, and had 
been refreshed with ambrosia. When 
I am with you, nothing will be wanting 
to my joy and happiness. You mnst^ 
however, not be angry, my dear dnke, 
if I should sometimes appear grave and 
stiller than usual in the presence of 
others, and you will then know that it 
is only the longing after the distant land 
of the gods that is tormenting me.^ 

" I will know how to account for it, 
Wol^ and will respect your longing; I 
very much doubt, however, whether 
others wiU be equally considerate— I 
doubt whether one person of whom I 
am thinking will be particularly pleased 
with such conduct on your part. Hare 
you seen her already, Wolf? " 

" Whom does your highness mean? " 
asked G<)ethe, with a perfectly innocent 
expression of countenance. 

The duke laughed. " Oh, Wol^ Wolf, 
I hope you have not exchanged names, 
as Hector and Patroclus exchanged 
armor, and become Von Stein.* I 
hope you return to your old love, 
faithful and true. Ah, there I ha?e 
made a pun without intending it Ex- 
cuse me, I entertained no evil design, 
but now that I have said it I will repeat 
it. You return to your old love, faith- 
ful and true. Remain here, you most 
not accompany me; I came Mnseere- 
monie^ and I will take my departure in 
like manner. It is understood that we 
dine together to-day. Adieu 1 " 
■ .11 . I - • * 

* Yoiß Stein, tbe name of Goethe's eweetheut- 
anglicized: Sioae, 
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A cload gathered on Goethe's brow 
as the dake left the room. "Myoid 
love I " sgid he to himseli^' in low tones. 
"I wish he had not spoken that word ; 
it ßoonds so ridicnlous! '^ 



CHAPTER V. 

E S T B A N O £ M E IST T . 

Ohablotte von Stehst sat before her 
mirror, anxiously regarding her counte- 
nance, and oarefally examining each fea- 
ture and every little wrinkle that was 
observable on her clear forehead and 
cheeks. 

"No," said she, with an air of joyous 
confidence, " no, it is not visible ; no one 
can read it in my face ! It is a secret 
between myself and my certificate of 
baptism 1" 
' As intelligent as she was, Charlotte 
von Stein was yet subject to that cow- 
ardly fear of her sex — the fear that her 
age might be read in her countenance. 
She, too, was wanting in that courage 
which contents itself with the eternal 
yonth of the mind, and does not demand 
of its covering that it retain no traces 
of the rude, unfeeling hand of Time. 

A woman who loves has invariably 
the weakness to desire not to become 
old, at least in the eyes of him whose 
image fills her heart — ^in the eyes of him 
she loves. She does not consider that, 
in so doing, she insults the intelligence 
of the object of her devotion, by admit- 
ting that he thinks more of the outward 
form than of the inner being, and loves 
with the eyes only, and not with the 
mind. 

In the first years of their acquaintance 
and in the incipient stage of their at- 
tachment, Charlotte von Stein had al- 
ways listened to Goethe's protestations 
of love with a merry smile, and had in- 
variably replied : " I am too old for you 1 



Bememb€ir that I am some years older 
than you — ^that I am old enough to be 
your mother.** When she made this 
reply, Goethe would laugh, and kiss with 
passionate tenderness the fair hand of 
the woman who offered him motherly 
Mendship, and whom he adored with 
all the ardor of a lover. 

But ten long years had passed since 
then I Charlotte thought of this while 
looking at herself in the mirror, and she 
räghed as she admitted to herself that 
she had committed a fault — a great fault, 
for she had left the cool regions of moth- 
erly tenderness, and had permitted her- 
self to be carried away by the tide of 
Goethe's passion ; the two flames in her 
heart had been united into the one god- 
like fiame of love. It had seemed so 
sweet to be adored by this handsome 
man, and to listen to his tender protes- 
tations and entreaties! It had been so 
charming to receive each morning a let- 
ter filled with passionate assurances of 
love, and vows of eternal fidelity 1 She 
had continued to read these ardent 
letters until their words glowed in her 
own heart — until, at last, that day came 
for the lovers of which Dante says: 
" On that day they read no more " — the 
day on which Charlotte confessed to her 
enraptured lover that his love was recip- 
rocated. 

A few days later, Goethe had written : 
"My FiEST AND Best Feiend I I have 
always had an ideal wish as to how 
I desired to be loved, and have vainly 
sought its fulfilment in my illusive 
dreams. Now that the world seems 
lighter to me each day, I see it realized 
in such a manner that it can never be 
lost again. Farewell, thou fairest pros- 
pect of my whole life; farewell, thou 
only one, in whom I need lose nothing, 
in order to find all 1 " * 

Charlotte had placed this little letter 



* Goethe's correspondence with Madame von 
Steine, vol ii., pp. 170, 171. Literal translation. 
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in a g<^d«ii locket, from which she was 
never separated ; it had heen her bfisB- 
fol asBnrance, her talisman of eternal 
yoDth andjoy^ 

She now tamed from the mirror that 
ntteri J refosed to say any thing agree- 
able, and drew from her boeom her 
talisman, the locket that contained the 
relic, the sooroe of so much h^piness, 
loye, and deU^t. 

Relics I Alas, how mnch that we 
consider real, present, and foil of life, is 
only a relic of the past I How few men 
there are in whose hearts the love tiiey 
vonce 70wed should be eternal, is now 
more than a relic 1 — the cnimbling 
bone of a saint, to whom altars were 
once erected, and who was adored as 
an immortal, onchaDgeable being. Alas, 
Loye, thoQ poor saint, how often are 
thy altars overthrown, and how soon 
do thy yonth and beauty fade, leaving 
nothing of thee bat a little dost and 
ashes — a relic I 

Charlotte von Stein held the letter in 
her hands, bat the thought did not oc- 
cur to her that it too was only a relic; 
she still considered it the eloquent wit- 
ness of passionate love. While reading 
the letter, a bright smile had illamined 
her features, and imparted to them a 
more youthful and beautiful expression. 
She now kissed the sheet of paper, and 
replaced it in the locket which she 
wore on a golden chain around her 
neck. 

What need had she of written evi- 
dences ? Was not he near ? would not 
Ilia lips soon say more, in a single kiss, 
than thousands of written words could 
tell? 

*'But he might have come sooner, '* 
whispered a voice in Gharlotte^s heart ; 
" it is very late." 

Her beautiful brown eyes cast an 
anxious look toward the door, and she 
smiled. Her heart throbbed in advance 
of time; it was still so early in the 
morning, that it would hardly have 



been considered i«oper te him to eall 
at an earii^ hoar. 

Bat now her heart beat qoieker— ehe 
heard a st^ in the antechamber. 

''Itishel Be firm, ray hearted» not 
break with delist, fw—yesi it is he! 
itiahel" 

She flew forward to meet him, with 
extended hands, her ooantenanoe ras- 
ant with delight " Welcome, Goethe^ 
a thousand wdcomes I " 

"A thousand thanks, Charlotte, that 
your frdthful, loving heart l»ds me wd- 
come! " 

His lanre Uaok eyes regarded her 
with all thdr former tendemesB^ and 
then — then he kissed her hand. 

Charlotte could scarcely restrain a 
sigh, and could not reiH^ss the terror 
that pervaded her whole bong. He 
felt the tremor in the hands which he 
held in his own, and it was perhi^ on 
this account that he released them, 
threw his arms around her and pressed 
her to his heart. 

^'Here I am once more, Charlotte, 
and, as God is my witness, I return with 
the same love and fidelity with which I 
left you ! You can believe this, my be- 
loved, for it was on your account dii^j, 
or on your account solely, that I re- 
turned at all. Yon must therefore love 
me very dearly, Charlotte, and reward 
me, with fiuthM love and cordial friend- 
ship, for the sacrifice I have made for 
your sake." 

" It was, then, a sacrifice? " said she, 
with a touch of irony in her vcace that 
did not escape Goethe. 

"Yes, my dearest, this return to 
cold, prosaic Germany, from the warm, 
sunny clime of happy Italy, was a sacri- 
fice." 

" Then I really regret that you did 
not remain there," said she, with more 
sensitiveness than discretion. 

He looked at her wonderingly. " You 
regret that I have returned? I sap* 
posed you would be glad." 
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" I can rejoice in nothing that I have 
attained »by a sacrifice on your part." 
"My love, do not let ns quarrel over 
words," said he, almost sadly. "We 
will not unnecessarily pour drops of 
bitterness into the cup of our rejoicing 
at being together once more. We have 
met again, and will endeavor to hold 
each other fkst, that we may never be 
divided." 

*' If an effort is necessary, then we 
are already half divided." 

"But I have come home in order 
that we may be reunited, wholly and 
joyfiilly," said Goethe, moved to kind- 
ness and generosity by the tears which 
stood in her eyes, and the annoyance 
and sadness that clouded her counte- 
nance, rendering it neither younger 
nor more beautiful. 

But remembrances of the past smiled 
on him in the lustrous eyes of the 
woman he had loved so ardently for ten 
years, and it was still a very comforting 
feeling, after having been tossed about 
by the storms of life for so long a time, 
to return once more to his heart's home, 
to lie once more in the haven of hap- 
piness and love, where there were no 
more storms and dangers, and where 
the wearied wanderer could enjoy peace- 
ful rest, and dream sweet dreams. 

He seated himself at Charlotte's side 
on the sofa, laid his arm around her 
neck, took her hand in his own, looked 
lovingly into her countenance, and be- 
gan to tell her of his journey— of the 
little accidents and occurrences that can 
only be verbally imparted. 

She listened attentively ; she r^oiced 
in his passionate eloquence, in his glow- 
ing descriptions of his travels, and yet — 
and yet, as interesting as this was, there 
was nevertheless another theme that 
wonld have been far more so — the theme 
of his love, of his longings to see her, 
and of his delight in being once more 
reunited with his Charlotte, and in find- 
ing her so beautiful, so unchanged. 



But Goethe did not speak of these 
things ; and, instead of contenting her- 
self with reading his loye in his tender 
glances, his smiles, and his confiding 
and devoted manner, her heart thirsted 
to hear passionate assurances of love fall 
from his Kps. Her countenance wore a 
listless expression, and she did not seem 
to take her usual lively interest in his 
words. Goethe observed this, and in- 
terrupted his narrative to teU her that 
he was delighted to be with her once 
more, and that she was still as beauti- 
tiful and charming as ever. Hereupon 
Charlotte burst into tears, and then 
suddenly embraced > him passionately, 
and rested her head on his breast. 

"Oh I let no estrangement occur be- 
tween us ; do not become cold and re- 
served to me too, as yon are to the rest 
of the world!" 

"Am I that?" asked he, with an 
offended air. From her at least he had 
not deserved this reproach, and it 
affected him disagreeably, casting a 
damper over the gayety with which he 
had been narrating his adventures. 
"Am I really cold and reserved?" 
he asked, as she did not reply, for the 
second time. 

" Yes, Wolf," said she, with vivacity, 
"you know that you are; the world 
accuses you of being so." 

"Because I am not like a market- 
place, open to the inspection of every 
fool, and in which the inquisitive rabble 
can gaze at, handle, and criticise every 
thing, as though the holiest thoughts of 
the soul were mere wares exposed for 
sale 1 — ^because I am rather to be com- 
pared to a fortress surrounded by a 
high wall, which opens its well-guard- 
ed gates to the initiated and chosen 
only. In this sense I admit that that 
which is called the world, and which is 
in reality only the inquisitive, gossipping 
rabble, composed chiefly of individuals 
who make great pretensions to intellec- 
tuality, but are generally empty-headed, 
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— that this world calls me cold and re- 
served, I admit. Bnt have I ever been 
so toward my friends, and, above all, 
toward you? " 

"Ko, Heaven be thanked I no, my 
beloved Wolf I " cried Charlotte, in eager 
and tender tones, well aware that she 
had committed an error, which she 
wished to repair; "no, toward me yon 
have always been friendly, commnnica- 
tive, and open, and therefore^" 

"And therefore, my love," said he, 
interrupting her, " therefore you should 
not have reproached me, undeservedly, 
in the hour of our rexmion." He arose 
and took his hat from the table. 

"Oh, Wolf!" cried she, anxiously, 
" you are not going ? " 

"I must, my dearest! I must first 
pay a few formal visits, to avoid giving 
offence. I must call on some friends I 
expect to meet at the ducal table to- 
day." 

"Perhaps it was only on this ac- 
count that you visited me ? " said Char- 
lotte, the tears which she could no 
longer repress, gushing from her eyes. 
" Wol^ did you visit me solely because 
you expected to meet me in the ducal 
palace to-day ? " 

He regarded her with a look of dis- 
tress and astonishment. "Charlotte, 
dear Charlotte, is it possible that so 
great a change has come over you in 
two short years?" 

She started, and a glowing color suf- 
fused itself over her countenance; the 
poor woman thought of what her mir- 
ror had told her but a short time be- 
fore, and Goethe^s question awakened 
bitter reflections. "Am I really so 
changed?" sighed. she, and her head 
sank wearily upon her breast. 

" No," cried he, earnestly, " no, Char- 
lotte, you cannot have changed; it is 
only that this first moment of reunion 
after a long separation has affected us 
strangely. We will soon be restored to 
each other completely, we will soon be 



reunited in love and friendship. Char- 
lotte, it is impossible that two years of 
separation can have torn asnnder the 
holy union of our souls ! Let us strive 
to prevent so unhappy a consummation : 
it would be a misfortune for me — yes, I 
may say, a misfortune for you, too! I 
think we love each other so tenderly 
that we should both endeavor, with the 
whole strength of our souk, to ward off 
misfortune from each other. Let these 
be my farewell words, darling, and, as I 
have just learned that you too will dine 
at court to-day, I can joyfully say- 
till we meet again I " 

He embraced her, and pressed a kiss 
on her lips, a kiss that wounded her 
heart more than a cold leave-taking 
would have done; for this gentle, 
friendly kiss seemed to her but as the 
second echo of what her mirror had 
said I As the door closed behind his 
loved form, Charlotte sank down on her 
knees, buried her face in the cushions 
of the sofa, and wept bitterly. 

His head erect, his countenance grave 
and earnest, Goethe walked on to pay 
his calls; and those whom he thus 
honored found that he had come home 
colder and more reserved than when he 
had departed. But, at the banquet, in 
the ducal palace, he was neitlier cold 
nor reserved; there he was eloquent 
and impassioned, — there enthusiastic 
words of poetic description flowed like 
golden nectar from his smiling lips; 
there his eye sparkled and his cheek 
glowed, and his illustration of life in 
Italy awakened delight and admiration 
in the hearts of all — of all, except 
Charlotte von Stein! She sat at 
Goethe^s side, and he often tamed his 
lightning glance on her, as though 
speaking to her alone, but Charlotte 
felt only that what he said was in- 
tended for aU. Had he but attempted 
to whisper a single word in her ear, 
had he given her hand a gentle pres- 
sure, had he but made her some secret 
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sign understood by herself only, and 
permitted her to feel that something 
peculiar and mysterions was going on 
in which they two alone participated I 
In society, Goethe had formerly, before 
his journey to Italy, availed himself of 
every little opportunity that arose to 
press her hand and whisper loving 
words in her ear. To-day he was 
wanting in these delicate little atten- 
tions — in these little love-signals, for 
which she had so often scolded him in 
former times 1 She was therefore very 
quiet, and did not join in the applause 
of the rest of the company. But, 
amidst the admiration evoked by his 
eloquence, Goethe listened only to 
hear a word of approval from Char- 
lotte, and, when his friend still remained 
silent, his animation vanished and his 
countenance darkened. 

But they had loved each other too 
long and too tenderly not to be alarmed 
by the thought of a possible coolness 
and separation. True, Charlotte often 
wept in the solitude of her chamber, 
and accused him of ingratitude; true, 
Goethe often grumbled in silence, and 
lamented over Charlotte's irritability 
and sensitiveness, but yet he was ear- 
nest in his desire to avoid all estrange- 
ment, and to restore to their heai*ts the 
beautiful harmony that had so long ex- 
isted. 

He resumed the habit that had for- 
merly given him so much delight— that 
of writing to Charlotte almost daily. 
But her sensitive woman's ear detected 
a difference in the melody of his letters ; 
they were no longer written in the 
same high, passionate key, but had been 
toned down to a low, melancholy air. 
Her own replies were of a like char- 
acter, and this annoyed Goethe greatly. 
He abused the gloomy skies of Ger- 
many, and lamented over the lost para- 
dise of Italy ; and Charlotte could not 
help comprehending that she was the 
cause of his discontent and anger. 



But still he visited her almost every 
day, and was always animated and com- 
municative in her sodety. He read por- 
tions of his newly-commenced drama, 
" Torquato Tasso," with her, told her 
of his plans for the future, and permit- 
ted her to take part in his intellectual 
life. Then she would soon forget her 
little sorrows and her woman's sensi- 
tiveness, and become once more the 
intelligent friend, with the clear judg- 
ment and profound understanding. 

On an occasion of this kind, Goethe 
requested his "beloved fiiend" to re- 
turn the letters he had written to her 
during the two years of his sojourn in 
Italy. 

Charlotte looked at him in astonish- 
ment. *' My letters — ^the dear letters I 
have kept so sacred that I have not 
shown a single one of them to my most 
intimate friends — ^these^ letters you de- 
sire me to return?" 

" Certainly, my dear, I beg you to do 
so. I intend having an account of my 
Italian journey published — have also 
promised Wieland some fragments for 
his " Mercury," and, in order to prepare 
these for the press, it will only be neces- 
sary to have the letters I have written 
to you copied." 

" Can this be possible. Wolf? " asked 
she, in dismay. " Do you really intcLd 
to have the letters, written by you to 
me, read and copied by a third per- 
son?" 

"As a matter of course, I will first 
correct these letters, and leave nothing 
in them addressed to you personally 
and intended for your dear eyes only," 
replied Goetlie, laughing. "I always 
had this end in view while writing to 
you in Italy, and you will have observed 
that my letters were always divided, to 
a certain extent, into two portions. The 
first is addressed to you only, my dear 
Charlotte— -to you, my friend and my 
beloved — and this was filled witli the 
words of love and longing that glowed 
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in mj own heart. The second portion 
is a mere narratiye and description of 
what I have seen, heard, and done while 
in Italy, and was intended for publica- 
tion." 

'•'' But this is nnheard o1^^ cried Ohar- 
lotte, angrily; *^this eiperiment does 
great honor to yonr cold calculation, 
but very little to your heart." 

" Charlotte, I am not aware of ever 
having done any thing discreditable to 
my heart in my relations to yon I " 

^^ Relations to me I " she repeated, of- 
fended. " Certjunly, thi§ is an entirely 
new name for the ardent love you once 
protested could never expire in your 
heart." 

" Charlotte, dear, beloved Charlotte I " 
he sighed, sadly, *^do take pity on us 
both. Be yourself once, more. You 
were once so noble, so lofty-minded ; do 
not now fall from this high estate, but 
take a quiet, unprejudiced view of our 
relations. Why should you reproach 
me for desiring to have a portion of 
your letters published? "Will they be 
any the less your letters on that ac- 
count?" 

" They are not, and never were 
minel" she replied, angrily; "they 
merely chanced to be addressed to me — 
these letters, which you intended for 
publication even while writing them, 
and which were so well concocted that 
it will only be necessary to extract a 
few little elements of feeling and senti- 
ment to make the manuscript complete 
and ready for the press. And I, poor, 
blinded simpleton, ima^ned that this 
Goethe, who conld leave me to go to 
Italy — I imagined that this Goethe, 
whom my soul had followed with its 
fflghs of affectionate longing, still loved 
me. I was generous enough to believe 
that the thoughts, love, and confidence 
contained inhis letters were addressed to 
me only ; but now I must learn that I 
was nothing more to him than the rep- 
resentative of the great hydra-headed 



monster, the pobHc, and that he was 
only informing it when he seemed to be 
speaking to me!" 

"Charlotte, I conjure yon, do not 
continue to talk in this nuuxner; toq 
cannot know how your words grieTe 
my heart ! Chatlotte, by the brightest 
and most beautiful years of my Hfe, I 
conjure yon, do not step forth from the 
pure and radiant atmosphere in wbid 
you have heretofore appeared to me. 
I conjure you, my friend, by all the 
adoration, esteem, and love which I 
have consecrated to you, do not descend 
from the altar on which my love has 
placed you; do not join the throng of 
those women who are mmecessarilj 
jealous when they fancy Qnwc lovers 
not quite so tender as usual You are 
not one of them ; remain, therefore, on 
your altar, and allow me to worship 
you as I have heretofore done." 

" You do well to say * as you have 
done,' but as you no longer do," cried 
Charlotte, bursting into tears, witiiont 
considering that woman's tears are but 
poor weapons to use against men, and 
that the woman must be very yonng, 
very beautiful, and the object of great 
adoration, who can afford to disfigore 
her countenance with tears and clouds 
of discontent. 

Goethe looked at her in surprise and 
alarm, and his glance rested on her 
countenance inquiringly, asthoagh seek- 
ing the charm that had formerly at- 
tracted him so irresistibly. Then, as 
she fastened her tear-stained eyes on 
his countenance, he started and turned 
hastily aside, as though some unwel- 
come vision had arisen before him. 

The conviction now dawned on Char- 
lotte that she had 'committed a grave 
error ; she quickly dried her eyes, and, 
with that power peculiar to women, she 
even forced a smile to her lips. 

" You turn from me. Wolf," said she, 
in tender tones, " you do not reply ? " 

" My dear," said he, gentiy, " as you 
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have asked me no question, what can I 
answer ? Yon asserted that I no longer 
loved and adored yon as in former days. 
To snch an assertion, Charlotte, I can 
make no reply ; I wonld consider it a 
sacrilegions breach of the union that has 
been sanctified and confirmed by long 
years of love and fidelity, and that should 
be elevated above all doubt and protes- 
tations." 

" Then you love me, Wolf? You still 
love me ? " 

**Yes," said he; and it seemed to 
Charlotte as though he had laid a pecu- 
liar emphasis on this little word. It 
sounded like another echo of the omi- 
nous whisperings of her mirror. 

For a moment both were silent, per- 
haps because Charlotte was too com- 
pletely absorbed in her own thoughts. 
When they conversed again it was on 
an entirely different topic. 

After a short time Goethe tenderly 
took leave of Charlotte, and lefb the 
house; he hurried through the streets 
and entered the park, to the densest and 
most obscure retreats of which he had 
so often revealed his thoughts in past 
years. This park had been Goethe's 
true and discreet friend for many years, 
and he now turned his footsteps once 
more toward the favorite retreat in 
which he had so often poured out his 
sighs and complaints in former days, 
when Charlotte had cruelly repölled the 
advances of her tender friend and lover. 
Goethe suffered to-day also, but his suf- 
ferings were not to be compared to those 
he had formerly experienced in the same 
shady avenues. Then his soul was filled 
with a despair that was tempered with 
hope and' joyoosness. For was there 
ever a trne lover whose ladylove had 
driven him to despair by her cruelty, 
who did not nevertheless entertain a 
joyous hope that her hard heart would 
at last be softened, and that he would yet 
become a happy lover? Then these 
avenues had often resounded with Goe- 



the's sighs and lamentations, and there 
the tears of wounded pride had often 
filled his eyes. To-day he neither sighed 
nor lamented, and his eyes were tear- 
less, but he looked gloomy, and an ex- 
pression of annoyance rather than of 
sadness rested on his countenance. In 
silence he walked to and fro with hasty 
strides; suddenly he raised the light 
cane which he held in his hand and 
struck a sprig of blossoming woodbine 
fjpom a vine that overhung the walk, so 
violently that it fell to his feet ; and then 
his lips murmured : " She is very much 
changed. She has become an old wo- 
man, and I — I cannot make myself ri- 
diculous by playing the lover — no I " 

He ceased speaking, without having 
finished his sentence, as if alarmed at his 
own words. He then stooped down, 
picked up the sprig of woodbine, and re- 
garded it thoughtfully. 

" Poor blossom," said he, gently, "I 
did wrong to strike you I You are not 
beautifol, but you are very fragrant, and 
it is for this reason probably that the 
kindly and delicate feeling of the people 
has given you so pretty a name. They 
call you, ' The longer, the dearer ! ' I 
will not tread you under foot, you poor 
'the longer the dearer; ' your fragrance 
is very delightful, and somehow it seems 
to me as though Charlotte's eyes were 
gazing at me from out your tiny cups." 

He placed the flower in a button-hole 
of his coat, and, as though this little "the 
longer the dearer " blossom had given 
him a satisfactory solution of his heart- 
troubles, he left the shady retreat and 
went toward an opening in the park. 
He walked rapidly, and was on the 
point of turning into a path that led to 
his garden-house, when he saw a young 
girl approaching from the other side of 
Ihe road. She was unknown to Goethe, 
and Iter whole appearance indicated that 
she did not belong to that favored class 
that claims to constitute what is called 
"society." The simple calico dress 
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wbich enveloped her full and graceful 
fignre, the coarse shoes in which her 
little feet were enclosed, and the white 
and delicate little nngloved hands, pro- 
claimed that she did not belong to 
"society." Moreover, the light little 
hat which ladies of rank wore jauntily 
on one side of their powdered hair at that 
time, was wanting. Her hair was un- 
covered, and surrounded her lovely lit- 
tle head with a mass of sunny curls. 
Her countenance was radiant with youth, 
innocence, and freshness; she blushed 
as her eyes encountered Goethe's light- 
ning glances. Her large blue eyes 
rested on him with an expression of 
gentle entreaty and tender humility, and 
a soft smile played about her pouting, 
crimson lips. This youthfol, charming 
apparition resembled but little the pale, 
fain{Iy-colored blossoms of the flower 
which he wore in his button-hole ; she 
was more like the rich mossrose-bud 
which nestled on the fair girPs bosom, 
and with which she had confined the 
two ends of the lace shawl that hung 
loosely over her beautiful shoulders. 

Goethe now stood before her, re- 
garding her with inquiring, wondering 
glances. With a graceful movement the 
young girl raised her righthand, in which 
she held a folded paper. 

"Mr. Privy-Oouncillor, I beg you to 
take this and read it." 

" What does this document contain? " 
asked Goethe, in tender tones. 

"It is a petition from my brother in 
Jena," murmured her clear, silvery voice* 
" I promised him to give it to the privy- 
councillor myself^ and to entreat him 
right earnestly to grant my dear broth- 
er's request. Dear privy-councillor, 
please do so. We are such a poor and 
imhappy femily ; we are compelled to 
work so hard, and we earn so little. We 
have to study such close economy, and 
there are so few holidays in our life I 
But it would be a glorious f^te-day for 
us all if the privy-councillor would grant 



what my dear brother so ardently de- 
sires." 

Goethe's eyes were still feustened on 
the lovely apparition that stood before 
him like an embodied Psyche. In het 
rich, youthful beauty she seemed to 
him like some myrtle-blossom wafted 
over from sunny Italy. " What is your 
name, my dear ^rl ? " asked he. 

" My name is Christiane Vulpius, Mr. 
Privy-Coundllor," murmured «die, cast- 
ing her eyes down. 

" Not the daughter of that good-for- 
nothing drunkard, who — " 

" Sir, he is my &ther," said she, in- 
terrupting him in such sad, reproach- 
ful tones, that Goethe felt heartilj 
ashamed of his inconsiderate words, and 
took off his hat as he would have done 
to a lady of rank. "Forgive me, 
mademoiselle, I did wrong. Excuse 
my thoughtless words. But now I can 
readily comprehend that your familj 
must be poor and unhappy. It seems 
to me that misfortune has, however, 
not dared to touch these rosy cheeks 
and lustrous eyes with its rude fin- 
gers." 

She smiled. " I am still so young, 
sir; youth is light-hearted and hopes for 
better times. And then, when I grov 
weary of our dark little room, I ran 
here to the park. The park is every 
one's garden, and a great delight for ns 
poor people. Here I skip about, seek 
flowers in the grass, and sing with the 
birds. Is not this enough to make 
me happy, although hard work, poor 
fare, and much abuse, await me at 
home?" 

" But it seems to me," said Goethe, 
taking the hand, which still held the 
petition, gently in his own, "it seems 
to me that this fab- hand has no right to 
complain of hard work. It is as white 
as a lily." 

"And this hand has made a great 
many lilies," rejoined she, smiling. 
" My work consists in making flowers. 
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I love flowers, and roam through the 
woods all day long on Sundays, seeking 
beautiful flowers to copy from. My 
field-flower bouquets are great favorites, 
and the milliners pay me well for them. 
They are Very fashionable, and the 
high-bom ladies at court all desire to 
wear field-flower bouquets on their hats. 
Day before yesterday I furnished a fleld- 
flower bouquet, which the milliner sold 
to Madame the Baroness von Stein, on 
the same day, and yesterday I saw it on 
herhat." 

The hand which but now had clasped 
the white tapering fingers of the young 
girl so tenderly, trembled a little, and a 
shadow flitted over his smiling coun- 
tenance. Madame von Stein's name 
sounded strangely on the young girPs 
lips ; it seemed like a warning of im- 
pending danger. He looked grave, and 
released her hand, retaining only the 
petition. " Tell me what it contains," 
said he, pointing to the paper. ** I would 
rather read it from your lips than from 
the paper ? " 

"Mr. Privy-Councillor, it concerns 
my poor, dear brother. He is such a 
brave, good fellow, and so diligent and 
learned. He lives in Jena, translates 
books from the Italian and French, and 
sells them to publishing houses. The 
oflSce of secretary of the university 
library, in Jena, is now vacant, and my 
brother desires it, and would be so 
happy if he should receive the appoint- 
ment I He has dared to address you, 
Mr. Oonncillor, and to entreat you 
earnestly to use your influence to 
secure him the situation. I have un- 
dertaken to deliver the petition, and to 
say a great many flue phrases besides. 
Ah, Mr. Privy-Oouncillor, I had writ- 
ten down a whole speech that I in- 
tended to make to you.'' 

" Then let me hear this speech, my 
fair girl. The nightingales and bul- 
finches have hushed their songs, and 
are waiting for you to begin." 
16 



"Sir," murmured she, blushing, "I 
do not know why it is, but I can- 
not." 

He bent forward, closer to her side, 
so close that the wind blew her golden 
locks against his cheek. "Why is it 
that you cannot, my fair child ? Why 
not let me hear your beautiful little 
speech ? " 

"Because, because — ^I have hitherto 
only seen you at a distance, and then 
you looked so exalted, and walked with 
so much stiffness and dignity, that I 
entertained the most profound respect 
for the proud old privy-counciUor, and 
now that I am near you I see, well — " 

"Well?" 

" Well," cried she, with a joyous peal 
of laughter, " I see that you are much 
too young, that my speech is entirely in- 
appropriate." 

"Why so?" asked Goethe, smiling. 
"Try it, let me hear it, neverthe- 
less." 

She looked up at him with an inquir- 
ing, childlike expression. " Do you be- 
lieve that my beautiful speech would 
influence you and promote my brother's 
interests ? If you believe that, I will 
speak, for my brother is a dear, good 
fellow, and I will do any thing to make 
him happy! " 

"Then let us hear it," replied 
Goethe, delighted with the fair young 
girl, whose beauty, grace, and naivete, 
reminded him of the lovely Leonora in 
Rome. Yes, it was she, it was Leo- 
nora, with this difference only, that 
this fair girl was a northern version of 
the Leonora of the south, but was none 
the less beautiful on that account 
"Oh, Leonora, you child of the sun 
and of Nature, am I really to be so 
blessec^ am I to find you here again — 
here where my heart was congealing, 
and longing for the sunny rays of de- 
light from a fair woman's eyes? Yes. 
Leonora, this is your sweet smile and 
kindling, childlike glance; it is you, 
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and jet it is not yon. God and Natare 
were reflected in yonr conntenance, a 
whole heayen shone in jonr featares. 
Fair Nature is reflected in this lovely 
conntenance also, but I seek the di- 
vinity in vain, and instead of heaven I 
find the joyona earth enthroned there- 
inl" 

Groethe was occupied with these 
thonghts while Ohristiane, blushing, 
smiling, half-ashamed at times, and 
then again bold and fearless, was de- 
claiming her well -prepared speech. 
Too much of what was passing in 
Goethe's miüd must have been re- 
flected in the tender, ardent glances 
which rested on her countenance, for 
she suddenly broke off in the midst 
of a sentence, murmured a few em- 
barrassed words, blushed, conrtesied, 
and then turned and fled like a staVtled 
doe. 



CHAPTER YI. 

THE TWO POSTS. 

"She is bewitching," murmured 
Goethe, as the beautiful girl was lost 
to view behind the green bushes that 
skirted the avenue. '*I had no idea 
that dull, sober Weimar contained such 
a treasure, and — " 

" Goethe 1 Welcome, Goethe I " cried 
the joyous voice of a woman behind 
him; ^^how delighted I am to. meet 
you here I " 

He turned hastily, and saw Madame 
fVon Kalb standing before him, on the 
arm of a tall, fair-rhaired gentleman. 
This was the cause of Christiane's 
flight The beautiful girl had seen 
this lady and gentleman coming She 
was, therefore, not only beautiful, she 
was also discreet and modest. Goethe 
said this to himself while he kissed 
Madame von Zalb's extended hand, 
and gayly responded to her greeting. 



''The two gentlemen are, of coone, 
acquainted,^' said she. 

" I believe I have never had tiie lion- 
or," replied Goethe, who kd igaio 
assumed the cold reserve of thepriyy- 
councillor. 

"Who does not know the greatest 
and . most celebrated of Gemany's 
poets?" said the other geaüeman a 
slight flush suffusing itself oyer bis 
pale, hollow cheeks. *'I havehoin: 
the poet Goethe for a long time; I was 
present when he visited the Charles 
School in Stuttgart He, of coarse, did 
not observe the poor scholar, bnt tbe 
latter was delighted to see the poet 
Goethe. And he is now delighted to 
make the acquaintance of the Frivy- 
CouncillOT Goethe! " 

Perhaps there was a slight tondiof 
irony in these words, but his large bloe 
eyes beamed as mildly and lovioglj as 
ever. A slight shadow flitted over 
Goethe^s brow. 

"You are right," said he, "in re- 
minding me that there are hours in 
which the poet must be contented to 
perform the du^es of an oflScial. By 
the document which I hold iE my M 
you will perceive, my lady, that I am 
an official who has duties to folfilj 8ii'^ 
I trust that yon will, therefore, eicnse 
me I" He bowed formally, and passed 
on in the direction of his garden-honse. 

" He is becoming colder and more 
reserved each day," said Madame von 
Kalb. " He has been completely trans- 
formed since I first saw him here in 
Weimar. Then, radiant «^'^ ^^^^ 
as Apollo, flaming with enthuaasm, 
carrying all hearts with him by his im- 
petuosity and genial manner— then v? 
were forced to believe that earth had 
no barriers or fetters for him, hot tia: 
he could spread his pinions and soar 
heavenward at any moment; now. ß 
stiff, unapproachable, privy-coraicillö|' 
reserved and grandly dignified! Schil- 
ler, no woman could change rfi f«^f" 
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Äiily, or become so false to herself 1 
Goethe^s appearance has saddened me 
so much that I feel like crying I " 

"And I," said Schüler, angrUy, "I 
feel like calling myself a simpleton for 
having addressed a kindly greeting to 
so hanghty a gentleman. He despised 
me, and looks down npon the ni&nown 
dramatic writer with contempt ; he — '' 

" IfYederick," said Madame von Kalb, 
gently, " my Frederick, such petty envy 
does not beseem a genius like yourself; 
you—" 

" Nor do I envy him," said Schiller, 
interrupting her; "in my breast also 
glows the holy fire that was nqt stolen 
from heaven by Prometheus for him 
alone ! My spirit also has pinions that 
wQuld bear it aloft to the sun, if—- yes, 
if it were not for the paltry fetters that 
bind my feet to earth I " 

" And yet, my beloved friend," re- 
joined Charlotte, passionately, "and 
yet I will be only too happy to share 
these fetters with you — and I would 
rather live with you in a modest cot- 
tage, than in the most magnificent pal- 
ace at the side of an unloved man." 

" Ton are an angel, Charlotte," mur- 
mured Schiller ; " you over-estimate me, 
and I know only too well how little I 
resemble the sublime image your lively 
imagination has made of me." 

He did not look at Charlotte while 
uttering these words, his manner was 
embarrassed, and his eyes turned heaven- 
ward. He suffered Charlotte to lead 
him by the hand, and walked at her 
side like a dreaming, confiding child. 

She led him to the darkest and most 
solitary avenue^— to the same retreat in 
which Goethe had walked restlessly to 
aftd fro but a short time before. The 
little branch of woodbine which Goethe 
had struck down with his cane, and 
from which he had plucked a blossom 
and placed it iu his button -hole^ still 
lay in the middle of the road. Char- 
lotte carelessly trod it under foot, never 



dreaming that these brushed blossoms 
0ould have told a tale that might have 
served her as a warning. 

But of women^s hearts the same may 
be said that Mirabeau said of princes : 
" They have learned nothing and forgot- 
ten notMng I " 

No ; they, too, learn nothing and for- 
get nothing, these poor women's hearts. 
Never have they learned by the fate of 
another woman that lov<9 is not immor- 
tal, andlbhat the voWs of men, as Horace 
says, " are wafted away like the leaves 
of the forest." Never have they for- 
gotten these vows, and on the leaves 
of the forest do they still erect air-castles, 
which they fondly hope will stand for- 
ever. 

They seated themselves on a rustic 
bench that had been placed in a fiowery 
niche, cut out of the hedge that skirted 
the path in which they had been walk- 
ing. There they sat, hand in hand, 
Charlotte's eyes fastened on Schiller's 
noble, thoughtful countenance, with an 
expression of mingled pain and tender- 
ness. 

" Frederick, you have nothing to say 
to me ? " 

He raised his eyes slowly, and in the 
vehemence of her own feelings she failed 
to observe that his glance was some- 
what embarrassed and anxious. 

" It is very beautiful here," he said in 
low tones. " This solitude, this elo- 
quent silence of Nature, is very delight- 
ful, particularly when I can enjoy it at 
your side, my beloved friend. Our souls 
are like two harps that are tuned to the 
same tone, and are so near together 
that, when the strings of the one are 
touched, those of the other echo a re- 
sponse in the same accord." 

" God grant that it may ever be so, 
my Frederick I God grant that no storm 
break in upon the hannony of these 
harps! " 

"And from whence should such a 
storm come, my dear friend, beloved 
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Bister of mj soal? 19'o, I am sore that 
thifl can never be. The love which 
unites ns is exalted above all change 
and illnsion. I can conceive of no pnrer 
or more beantiftd relation than that of a 
brother to his sister, when thej are 
loving^ and live in a proper under- 
standing of their duties to each other. 
Let this thought truly console us and 
strengthen our hearts, Oharlotte, if other 
wishes entertained bj me for a long 
time, as you well know, should never 
be folfilled. Oharlotte, I am uot one of 
those whose lives flow on in a smooth, 
unbroken current, and over whose de- 
sires anspicious stars shine in the 
heavens. To forego has ever been my 
fate, and you, my dearest, have given 
me painful instruction in this better 
lesson. You will remember how I 
knelt at your feet in Manheim, passion- 
ately entreating you to sunder the fet- 
ters which bound you to the, unloved 
man, and to become mine, my wife! 
It was, however, in vain ; and now, when 
your heart is at last inclined to grant 
the fulfilment of our wishes and hopes — 
now, when you would dare to become 
my wife, another obstacle presents it- 
self that seems to render it impossible 
that we should ever be outwardly 
united." 

"What obstacle, Frederick? Who 
can prevent it?" 

" Your husband, Oharlotte. It seems 
that he loves you truly, and cannot bear 
to entertain the thought of separation." 

"Have you spoken with him, Fred- 
erick? Have you honestly and openly 
told him of our wishes, and have you 
entreated him to fulfil them ? " 

" I have often attempted to do so, but 
he always avoided coming to the point 
Whenever he observed that I was en- 
deavoring to turn our conversation in 
that direction, he would break off ab- 
ruptly and introduce another topic of 
conversation. This convinced me that 
he loved you dearly, and the thought 



that I am about to grieve this good and 
noble man and rob him of a treasure 
that my own feelings teach me must be 
very dear to him, pains me to the 
hearths core." 

"Frederick," said she, softly, "how 
fearfol it is to see the most beantifnl 
flowertfof spring fade and die, some- 
times cut off by a nipping frost, some- 
times parched by the too great warmth 
of the sun I " 

"I do not understand you, Char- 
lotte," said Schiller, in a little more 
confusion than was entirely compatible 
with his "not understanding." 

"And I," cried she, with sparkling 
eyes, " I wish I did not understand jou. I 
Tell me, Frederick, is your heart really 
mine? Axe your feelings toward me 
unchanged ? " 

He raised his eyes, and gazed into 
her agitated countenance earnestly and 
thoughtfully. "Charlotte, you ask a 
question which God alone can answer. 
Who can say of himself that he has a 
trne and exact knowledge of his own 
feelings? All is subject to change; the 
sea has its ebb and flow, the son rises 
and sets. But the sea ever and again 
returns to the beach it had before de- 
serted, and the sun ever rises again after 
the dark night. As the sea and sun, • 
with aU their changes, are still eternally 
constant, so it is also with true love. At 
times it would seem as though it were 
withdrawing, and leaving a bleak, sandy 
desert behind; in the next hour its 
mighty waves surge back impetuously 
over the barren strand, chanting, in 
holy organ-tones, the song that love is 
eternal." 

" Wondrous words I " cried Charlotte; 
"the paraphrase to a glorious song 
which I hope the poet Frederick Schiller 
will one day sing to the world I But I 
ask the poet, whether these are also the 
words of the man Frederick Schiller? 
Bid the hymn to love, just uttered by 
the poef s lips, also resound in the heart 
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of the man, and was it addressed to 
me?" 

"And why these questions, mj dear- 
est? The poet and the man are one, 
and the utterances of the poet's lips are 
the thoughts of the man ; when he con- 
secrates an enthnsiastio hymn to love, 
while at your side, he assured that it is 
addressed to youl " 

He laid his arm around her neck, and 
drew her head to his hreast, as he had 
so often done hefore in hours of tender- 
ness. But Charlotte felt that there 
was, nevertheless, a difference between 
then and now : the arm that embraced 
her did not rest on her neck with the 
same warm pressure as of yore. She, 
however, repressed the sigh that had 
nearly escaped her lips, nestled closer 
to his bosom, and whispered in low 
tones: "Frederick, your hymn has 
found an echo .in my heart ; Frederick, 
I am very grateful to God for your 
love!" 

He was silent, his only response was 
a warmer pressure of the arm entwined 
around her neck. Then both were si- 
lent. Beep stillness reigned ; it seemed 
as though Nature were holding divine 
service in her green halls under the 
dome of heaven; at first with silent 
prayer, .then a joyous song of praise re- 
sounded from the hidden chorus in the 
foliage of the tall trees, until the breeze 
rustled through the leaves in holy organ- 
tones, and silenced the feathered song- 
sters. 

To these deep organ-tones, to this 
rustling of the wind in the foliage, lis- 
tened the two lovers, who sat there on 
the little rustic bench in a trance of de- 
light and devotion. Both were silent, 
and yet so eloquent in their silence. He, 
with his pale countenance turned up- 
ward, gazing intently at the blue dome 
of heaven, as though seeking to fathom 
its mysteries ; she, with her head rest- 
ing on his bosom, seeking no other, now 
that she had found this heaven. But 



the wind now rustled through the trees 
in deeper and more solemn tones, and 
awakened Charlotte from her sweet re- 
pose. A leaf torn from the branches by 
the wind was borne against her cheek; 
it glided over her face like the touch of 
a ghostly finger, and fell into her hands, 
which lay folded in her lap. She start- 
ed up in alarm, and looked down at 
this gift of the wind and trees. 

They had given her a withered, dis- 
colored leaf Like the harbinger of 
coming autumn had this withered leaf 
touched her face, and rudely awakened 
her from her heavenly summer dream. 

" A bad omen," she murmured, tear- 
ing the leaf to pieces with her trembling 
fingers. 

"What does this murmuring mean, 
Charlotte?" asked Schiller, who had 
been completely absorbed in his own 
thoughts, and had not observed this lit- 
tle by-play in the great tragedy of the 
heart. "What alarmed you so sud- 
denly?" 

"Nothing, it is nothing," said she, 
rising. "Come, my friend, let us go; 
I fear that a storm is gathering in the 
heavens," 

He looked up at the clear blue sky in 
amazement. "I do not see a single 
cloud." 

" So much the better, Frederick ! " re- 
joined Charlotte, quickly, "so much 
the better ! Nothing will therefore pre- 
vent our taking the contemplated drive 
to Rudolstadt." 

Her large eyes fastened a quick, pene- 
trating glance on his countenance while 
uttering these words, and she saw that 
he colored slightly, and avoided encoun- 
tering her gaze. 

" We will carry out our intention of 
driving to Hndolstadt to-morrow, will 
we not, my friend? I have been prom- 
ising to pay Madame von Lengefeld a 
visit for a long time, and it will afford 
me great pleasure to see her two daugh- 
ters again. (Jaroline von Beulwitz is a 
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noUe jowng woman, «nd bears the 
crael fate eatailed upon her bj her un- 
fortunate marriage with true bermam. 
At the side of this matured aammer- 
rose stands ber sister Obarlotte, like a 
fair yonng blossom of tbe spring-time." 

BcMUer, bis countenance radiant witb 
pure joy, gave Charlotte a tender, grate- 
ful look; and this look pierced her 
heart, and kindled the consuming flames 
of jealousy. Poor Charlotte I The wind 
had dashed a withered autunm-leaf 
against her face, and but now she had 
called the woman who was henceforth 
to be her rival ^ a fair young blossom 
of the spring-time." 

^^How b^utifully yon paint with a 
few strokes of the brash, Charlotte ! " said 
Schiller, gayly. " Your portrait is an 
excellent one, and portrays Madame 
yon Lengefeld's daughters as they really 
are. Caroline, as the full-blown rose, 
and Charlotte as a lovely, fragrant vio- 
let." 

" And which of these flowers do you 
most admire ? " 

^^ It is hard to choose between them," 
replied Schiller, laughing. ^^ It is best 
to admire them together; I can scarcely 
conceive of their being separated; sepa- 
ration would destroy the harmony of 
the picture I" 

Charlotte felt relieved. Then he loved 
neither. His heart had not chosen be- 
tween them. 

'^ I am so glad," said she, '^ tbat my 
friends chance to be yours also I How 
did you become acquainted with the 
Von Lengefeld fSunily ? " 

^^ We are old acquaintances I " replied 
Schiller, smiling. '^ I made the ac- 
quaintance of these ladies four years ago 
while residing in Madame von Wollzo- 
gen's house, soon after my flight fr^m 
Stuttgart, and it was her son, my friend, 
William von Wolhsogen, who took me 
to see them in Budolstadt." * 

♦ Sclilller*sXife, by Garonne von Wollzogen, 

p.m. 



''Bomor aays tbat Mr. WUfiam tod 
Wollzogen loves his cousin Caroline 
devotedly." 

^^ And for once, rumor has^ as I be- 
lieve, told the truth. WoBzogen loves 
his beautiful cousin xMttsionately." 

^^ And Caroline, does she love him ? " 

^^ Who can £Bthom the heart of this 
noble woman! Her lipe are sealed by 
the solemn vow which united her with 
her unloved husband, and Caroline von 
Benlwitz is too noble md «diaste a wo- 
man to become untrue even to an uur 
loved husband, and — Schiller hesitated; 
he now felt how de^ly his words must 
have wounded the woman who stood at 
his side — ^the woman over whom he-had 
just pronounced judgment. Bnt women 
have a wonderful knaok of not hearing 
what they do not wish to hear, and of 
smiling even when stabbed to the heart^ 

Charlotte von Kalb smiled on Schiuo' 
as though his words had not wounded 
her in the slightest d^ree. 

^^And has Charlotte, has this poor 
cbild, at last recovered from her unhi^y 
love? Have the bleeeding wounds of 
her young heart at last been healed I " 

Madame von Ealb, her countenance 
wreathed in smües, had drawn the dag- 
ger from her own heart and plunged it 
into her lover's. "Paete, Paete, non 
doletl" 

He felt the blow and found it impos- 
sible to force a smue to his lips. '' What 
do you mean?" asked he, gloomily. 
" Who has dared to wound the heart of 
this fair girl?" 

"I am surprised, indeed, that you 
should have heard nothing of this affidr, 
my dear friend," said Charlotte, the smile 
on her lips becoming more radiant as she 
felt that the dagger was entering deeper 
and deeper. " Charlotte von Lengefeld 
was affianced to a noble young man 
whom she loved devotedly, and it was 
tbe most ardent wish of both to be unit- 
ed for life. But, unfortunately, the 
wealth of their feelings formed a cuttimg 
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contrast to the poverty of their outward 
cironmstancea. Madame von Lengefeld, 
a lady of experience and discretion, in- 
foraaed ihe lovers that their union was 
out of the question, as they were both 
poor. Yielding to stern necessity they 
separated, although with many tears and 
bleeding hearts. The young man enter- 
ed the Hessian army and went to Ame- 
rica, never to return. The young girl 
remained behind in sorrow and sachiess, 
and, as it is said, took a solemn vow 
never to marry another, as fate had 
separated her from the man she loved.'* 

And after Oharlotte, with the cruelty 
characteristio of all women when they 
love and are jealous, had dealt this last 
blow, she smiled and gave her lover a 
tender glance. But his countenance re- 
mained perfectly composed, and Char- 
lotte's narrative seemed rather to have 
appealed to the imagination of the poet 
than to the heart of the man. 

"It is true," said he, softly, "each 
hnman heart furnishes material for a 
tragedy. All life is, in reality, nothing 
more than a grand tragedy, whose author 
is the Eternal Spirit of the universe. 
We, little children of humanity, are 
nothing more than the poor actors to 
whom this Eternal Spirit has given life 
for no other purpose than that we might 
play the roles which He has assigned us. 
We poor actors fancy ourselves indepen- 
dent beings, yes, even the lords of crea- 
tion, and talk of free agency and of the 
sublime power of the human will. This 
free agepcy is nothing more than the 
self-worship of the poor slave. — Oome, 
Charlotte," cried Goethe, suddenly 
awakening from bis thoughtful contem- 
plation ; " come, my dear friend, let us 
go. Thoughts are burning in my heart 
and brain, the poet is being aroused 
within the man. I must write ; work 
only can restore me to peace and tran- 
quillity 1 " 

'"Do you no longer find peace and 
tranquillity with me, Frederick ? Have 



tiiey ceased to ring the festive bells- of 
oar union of hearts? Do they no longer 
call our souls together, that they may 
impart light and warmth to each other 
like two rays of sunshine ? " 

" Charlotte, souls too are untuned at 
times, although the accord of love is ever 
the same. Remember this, and do not 
be angry if storms should sometimes 
break in upon the harmony of our 
souls," 

"lam never angry with you," said 
she, in tones of mingled sadness and 
tenderness. " Your peace and your 
happiness is all I desire, and to give you 
this shall be the sole endeavor of my 
whole life. I believe that this is the 
holy mission with which fate has en- 
trusted me, and for which I have been 
placed in the world. To do my utmost 
to add to your happiness and to give 
joyousness to your heart and gayety to 
your soul. Yes, you shall be gay t 
Your good genius smUes on your labors 
and relieves the laurel-crowned head of 
the poet of all care, giving him honor 
and glory. But I — ^I will give you hap- 
piness and gayety, for I love you; and 
you, you have told me a thousand times 
that you loved me, and that my heart 
was the home of your happiness. I will 
believe this sweet assurance, Frederick, 
and will hold fast to it forever and ever- 
more. I will look into the future with 
a glad heart, hoping that we may, at 
last, overcome all obstacles and belong 
to each other wholly. You say that my 
husband always avoids this subject, re- 
fusing to understand you. I will com- 
pel him to understand us. I, myself, 
^ill tell him of our hopes and wishes I " 

" No, Oharlotte," said he, "this duty 
devolves upon me I A time will come 
when all his endeavors to avoid this 
subject will be futile, and I will avail 
myself of this moment to speak for us 
both. Do not look atme so doubtiDigly, 
Oharlotte. You have instructed me in 
the trying art of patience ! Be patient 



248 



GOETHE AND SGHILLEB. 



yourself and never forget that tihe stars 
of our love will shine forever 1 " 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE FIBBT ICBITINO. 

On the next morning Schiller and 
Madame von Ealb drove to Badolstadt 
to pay the Lengefeld fScunily a visit. 
Charlotte did not fail to observe that 
Schiller's countenance grew brighter 
and brighter the nearer they ap- 
proached the little Tharingian viUage, 
that was so beaatifoUy situated in the 
midst of wooded hills. 

Madame von Lengefeld received her 
welcome guests, at the door of her pret- 
ty little house, with dignity and kind- 
ness. Behind her stood her two lovely 
daughters ; the eyes of both fastened on 
Frederick Schiller, to whom they ex- 
tended their hands, blushingly bidding 
him welcome. 

Chorlotte von Kalb, although con- 
versing in an animated manner with 
Madame von Lengefeld, nevertheless 
listened to every word Schiller uttered, 
and observed his every glance. She 
heard him greet the two sisters with 
uniform cordiality, and she saw that his 
gaze rested on both with the same 
kindliness. Madame von Kalb's counte- 
nance assumed a more joyous expres- 
sion, and a voice in her heart whis- 
pered, exultingly : "He does not love 
her, he has no preference for either one 
of them. He told me the truth, he en- 
tertains a brother's affection for tTienif 
but his tenderness and love are for 
Wo/" And now that her heart had 
com6 to this joyful conclusion, Char- 
lotte von Kalb's whole manner was gay 
and animated ; she laughed and jested 
with the two young ladies, was devoted 
in her attentions to Madame von Lenge- 
feld, and treated Schiller with the most 



tender consideration. Her oonveisaÜoD 
was very gay and witty, and the most 
piquant and brilliant remarks were con- 
stantly fedling like sparkling gems from 
her smiling lips. 

" How intelligent and amiable this 
lady is I " said the elder of the two sis- 
ters, Caroline von Beulwitss, to Schiller, 
with whom they were walking in the 
flower-garden, behind the house, while 
dame von Kalb remained with Ma- 
dame von Lengefeld in the parlor. 

Schiller walked between the sisters, 
a pretty snow-white hand resting on 
^ther arm. His countenance dbone 
with happiness, and his step was %ht 
and buoyant. " I should like to ascend 
straightway into Heaven with you 
two," said he, joyously ; " and I think 
it highly probable that I will do so di- 
rectly. Nothing would be impossible 
for me to-day, and it seems to me as 
though Heaven had descended to earth, 
so that I would have no obstacles to 
overcome, and could walk right in, with 
you two ladies on my arms." 

" Then let us return to the house at 
once, in order to guard against any such 
ascension," said Caroline von Beulwitz, 
smiling. 

" Oh, Caroline," exclaimed Charlotte, 
laughing joyously, "I wish we could 
take this flight to Heaven I How sur- 
prised they would be, and how they 
would look for ns, while we three were 
taking a walk up there in the clouds 1 " 

" And how angry Madame von Kalb 
would be with us, for having enticed 
her dear friend away ! " said Caroline, 
ironically. 

"I would eryoy it all the more on 
that very account," r^oined Charlotte, 
laughing. 

"And I, too," protested Schiller. 
" It would be very pleasant if we could 
sometimes cast aside aU earthly fetters 
and rise, like the bird, high above the 
noisy, sorrowing earth, and float in the 
snnbright ether with the loved one in 
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our arms. My dear friends, why not 
make this ascension to-day ? " 

"To-day I no, not to-day," said Char- 
lotte, exchanging a meaning glance 
with her sister. "It will not do to 
leave the earth to-day, will it, Caro- 
line ? • We expect to have too pleasant 
a time here below to think of making 
the ascension to-day I " 

"What does this mystery — ^what do 
these sly glances mean ? " asked Schil- 
ler, " Something extraordinary is about 
to occur. Tell me, Lolo, what does all 
this mean ? " 

"I will tell nothing," said Charlotte, 
langhing merrily, and shaking her 
brown locks. "It is nseless to ask 
me." 

"But you, dear Caroline, on whose 
sweet lips the truth and goodness are 
ever enthroned, you, at least, will tell 
me whether I am wrong in supposing 
that a mystery exists that will be un- 
ravelled to-day." 

"Yes, my dear friend," said she, 
smiling, "there is a little surprise in 
store for you, but I hope you are satis- 
fied that we would never do any thing 
that—" 

"And I believe," said her younger 
sister, interrupting her, "I believe that 
the solution of this mystery is at hand, 
for I hear a carriage approaching. Lis- 
ten, it has stopped at oar door I Yes, 
this is the mystery I Come, my friend, 
the solution awaits you I " 

She was about to lead Schiller to the 
house, when Caroline gently drew her 
back. " One moment, Lolo I Tell me, 
my friend, do you place sufficient confi- 
dence in us, to follow without question 
and without uneasiness, even when we 
confess that we are leading you to the 
solution of a mystery ? " 

Schiller clasped the right hands of 
the two sisters and pressed them to his 
heart. " I will gladly and proudly fol- 
low you wherever you niay choose to 
lead me. I place such confidence in 



you both' that I could lay my life and 
eternal happiness in your dear hands, 
and bid defiance to all the mysteries of 
the world I" 

"But yet you would like to know 
what this mystery is, would you not ? " 
asked Lolo. 

" No," replied Schiller, with an ex- 
pression of abiding faith ; " no, the solu- 
tion of the mystery, which my fair 
friends have in store for me will 
unquestionably be agi'eeable. Let us 
go." 

"We are mnch obliged to you for 
your confidence, Schiller," said Caro- 
line. " We will, however, not permit 
you to be surprised« as the other ladies 
had determined yon should be. It 
will depend upon your own free-will 
whether you enter into the plans 
agreed upon by your friends, or not. 
Schiller, you heard a carriage drive up 
to our door a few moments since ? Do 
you know who were in that carriage? 
Madame von Stein and Goethe I " 

" Is not that a surprise? " cried Lolo, 
laughing. 

" Yes," he said, with an expression of 
annoyance, " yes, a surprise, but not an 
agreeable one. The Privy-Councillor 
Goethe showed no desire to cultivate 
my acquaintance, and I would not 
have him think that I desire to intrude 
myself on his notice. If he deems my 
acquaintance undesirable, the world is 
wide enough for us both, and we can 
easily avoid each other. As much as 
I admire Goethe^s genius, I am not 
humble enough to forget that I too am 
a poet to whom some consideration is 
due. !N^othing could be less becoming 
than for Schiller to advance while 
Goethe recedes, or even stands still." 

"But this is not so, Schiller; it could 
not be I " exclaimed Charlotte earnestly, 
while Caroline gazed at him with spar- 
kling eyes as though rejoicing in his 
proud bearing and energetic words. 
"Join with me, Caroline, in assuring 
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him that is not the case I Tell him how 
it is." 

'^Mj. Mend," said Oharlotte, in a low 
voice, '* Goethe knew as little of yonr 
presence here as yon of his. The two 
ladies, Madame von Stdn and Madame 
▼on Kalh, arranged the whole afEkir, and 
we were only too glad to assist them in 
bringing together the two greatest poets 
of onr day, the two noblest spirits of 
the century, in order that they might 
become acquainted, and lay aside the 
prejudices they had entertained con- 
cerning each other. While we are con- 
versing with yon here, this same expla- 
nation is being made to Goethe by the 
ladies in the house. Charlotte von 
Stein is also there, and, as you will 
readily believe, holds the honor of her 
beloved friend Schiller in too high esti- 
mation to permit Goethe to suppose for 
a moment that you had connived at 
this meeting, or were anxious to make 
an acquaintance which he might deem 
undesirable." 

" Gome, my friends, let us return to 
the house," said Schiller, smiling sadly. 
^* It is but proper that I should make the 
first advances to my superior in rank 
and ability, and — " 

He ceased speaking, for at this mo- 
ment Goethe and the two Charlottes 
appeared on the stairway. 

" You see," whispered Caroline, " Goe- 
the thinks as you do, and he, too, is 
willing to make the first advances." 

In the meantime Goethe had walked 
down into the garden, still accompanied 
by the two ladies, with whom he was 
engaged in an animated conversation. 
But when he saw Schuler approaching, 
Goethe hastened forwai'd to meet him. 

^^ Madame von Kalb has reproached 
me for having withdrawn so abruptly 
when we met in the park a few days 
since," said Goethe, in kindly tones. 
^^ I admit that I was wrong, but, at the 
same time, I must confess that it did not 
seem appropriate to me that we should 



make each other's aoqnaintance under 
such circnmstanoes — as it were by the 
merest chance." 

" And yet it \ß cbaace again that en- 
ables me to greet tiie poet Goethe^ to- 
day," replied Schiller, qnioldy. 

^^Bnt this time it has been bron^t 
about by fair hands," cried Gkiethe, 
bowing gracefully to the ladies, and, 
with the ancients, I exclaim : "• What the 
great gods vouchsafe can only be good 
and beautiful!" 

But, as though he had conceded 
enough to his friends* wishes, and shown 
Schiller sulfident consideration, Goethe 
now turned again to the ladies, and re- 
sumed the conversation in whidi he had 
been engaged on entering the garden. 
They had been questioning him about 
Madame Angelica Kaufmann, the paint- 
er, and Goethe was telling them of her 
life, her genius, and her nobility of 
mind, with great animation and in terms 
of warm approval. Afterward, when 
the company were assembled aroond the 
table at dinner in the garden pavilion, 
Goethe, at Charlotte von Stein's request, 
told them of his travels, of the £temal 
City, and of that charming life in Italy 
which he considered the only one worthy 
of an artist, or of any really intellectual 
man. Carried away with enthusiasm, 
his countenance shone with manly 
beauty, originatmg rather from his in- 
ward exaltation than from any outward 
perfection of form and feature. 

The ladies were ftiscinated by this 
handsome countenance, these lustrous 
eyes, and the eloquent lips which describ- 
ed sunny Italy, the land of promise, of 
art and poetry, in such glowing colors. 

Schiller sat there in silence, listless, 
his eyes cast down, rarely adding a low 
word of approval to the enthusiastao ap- 
plause of the ladies, and never address- 
ing a question or remark to Goethe ; nor 
did the latter ever address himself di- 
rectly to Schiller, but spoke to all with 
the air of a great orator who feds as« 
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siir6d that all are listening to his words 
with deference and admiration. 

^' I am not satisfied with onr sacoess 
to-day,^' sighed Madame yon Ealh, while 
returning with Schiller to Weimar in the 
evening. *^ I had promised myself snoh 
glorious results from this meeting with 
GK>ethe. I hoped that you would be- 
come friends, learning to loyeeach other, 
but now you seem to have passed 
like two stars that chance to meet on 
their heavenly course, yet journey on 
wi thout attracting each other. Tell me, 
at least, my dear friend, how you were 
pleased with Goethe." 

^* Ask me how I am pleased with a 
glacier, and whether I feel warm and 
cheerful in its vicinity. Yes, this Goe- 
the is a glacier, grand, sublime^ and radi- 
ant, like Mount Blanc, but the atmos- 
phere that surrounds him is cold, and 
the little flowers of attachment that 
would so gladly blossom are frozen by 
his grandeur. To be in Goethe^s society 
often, would, I confess, make me un- 
happy. He never descends from this 
altitude, even when with his most inti- 
mate friends. I believe him to be ego- 
tistic in an eminent degree. He possesses 
the gift of enchaining men, and of pla- 
cing them under obligations to himself, 
by little as well as great attentions, while 
he always manages to remain unfettered 
himself. He manifests his existence in 
a beneficent manner, but only like a god, 
without revealing himself-— this, it seems 
to me, is a consistent and systematic 
rule of action, based on the highest en- 
joyment of self-love. Men should not 
permit such a being to spring into exist- 
ence in their midst. This, I confess, 
makes me detest him, although I love 
his intellect, and have a high opmion of 
his ability."* 

" But you will yet learn to love him 
as a man, Frederick." 



♦ Schffler'8 own words.— See " Schiller's Cor- 
respondeiice with Körner,** vol. U., p. 31. . 



^^It is quite possible that I may," said 
Schiller, thoughtfully. ^^ He has awak- 
ened a feeling of mingled hatred and 
love in my bosom— a feeling, perhaps, 
not unlike that which Brutus and €as- 
sins may have entertained toward Oeesar. 
I could murder his spirit, and yet love 
him dearly." * 

While " Brutus " was giving utterance 
to this feeling of mingled hatred and 
love, "Caesar" was also pronouncing 
judgment over "Brutus; " this judgment 
was, however, not a combination of 
hatred and love, but rather of pride and 
contempt. The hero who had overcome • 
all the difiioulties of the road, and whose 
brow was already entwined with the 
well-deserved laurel, may have looked 
down, from the sublime height which he 
had attained, with some proud satisfac- 
tion and pitying contempt upon him 
who had not yet overcome these ^it% 
fionlties, who had not yet vanquished 
the demons who opposed his ascent. 

"My dear Wolf," said Madame von 
Stein to Goethe, while returning to 
Weimar, " I had hoped that you would 
meet Schiller in a more cordial manner. 
You scarcely noticed him." 

" I esteem him too highly to meet him 
with a pretence of cordiality when I 
really dislike him," replied Goethe, 
emphatically. " I have an antipathy to 
this man that I neither can nor will 
overcome." 

" But Goethe is not the man to be in- 
fluenced by antipathies for which he 
has no good reasons." 

" Well, then," cried Goethe, with an 
outburst of feeling, such as he had rare- 
ly indulged in since his return from 
Italy, " well, then, I have good reasons. 
Schiller destroys what I have toiled to 
create ; he builds up what I fancied I 
had overthrown — this abominable revo- 
lution in the minds of men, this heaven- 



♦ SchiUer'B own words.— See " Schiller's Coiw 
respondence with Kömer," vol. il., p. 21 
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stormiDg oonviviality, this wild glow- 
ing, and reeling, so very indlBtinct and 
clondy, so replete with teard^ sigba, 
groans, and shouts, and so antagonis- 
tic to lucid, sablime thonght, and pnre 
enthusiasm. His 'Bobbers' I abhor — 
this Franz Moor is the deformed crea- 
tion of powerful but immature talent. 
I found, on my return from Italy, that 
Schiller had flooded Germany with the 
ethic and theatrical paradoxes of which 
I had long been endeavoring to purify 
myself. The sensation which these 
works have excited, the universal ap- 
plause given to these deformed creations 
of an intoxicated ima^nation, alarm me. 
It seems to me as though my poetic 
labors were all in vain, and had as well 
be discontinued at once. For, where 
lies the possibility of stemming the on- 
ward tide impelled' by such productions 
— such strange combinations of genuine 
worth and wild form ? If Germany can 
be inspired by the robber, Oharles Moor, 
and can relish a monstrous caricature 
like the brutal Franz Moor, then it is all 
over with the pure conceptions of art, 
which I have sought to attain for my- 
self and mj poems — ^then my labors are 
useless and superfluous, and had best be 
discontinued." * ^ 

" But you are speaking of Schiller's 
first works only, my dear friend; his 
later writings are of a purer and nobler 
nature. Have you not yet read his 

* Don Carlos?'" 

"I have, and I like it no better than 

* The Bobbers.' It is useless to attempt 
to reconcile us to each other. Intellect- 
ually, we are two antipodes, and more 
than one diameter of the earth lies be- 
tween and separates us. Let us then 
be considered as the two poles that, in 
the nature of things, can never be unit- 
ed." t 



♦Goethe's words.— See "Goethe's Works," 
ToLxzttl. 
t Goethe's words. 



^'How agitated yon are, my dear 
friend 1" sighed Charlotte. ''It seems 
there is still something that can aronse 
you from your Olympian rejxMse and 
heartiess equanimity, and recall yoa to 
earth." 

'^ ' ITomo sumy nihil humani ameali- 
enumputo,^ " rejoined Goethe, smiling. 
" Yes, Charlotte, I learned in Italy to 
appreciate the vast distance between 
myself and the great gods of Olympus, 
and I say with all humility : ' I am a 
man, and a stranger to nothing that is 
human/ " 

" I wish you had never been in Italy," 
sighed Charlotte. 

" And I," rejoined Goethe, " I wish 
I had never left Italy to return to Ger- 
many, and to exchange a bright sky for 
a gloomy one." 

" How cruel you are, Groethe I " cried 
Charlotte, bursting into tears. 

'^ Cruel I" repeated he, in dismay. 
" Good heavens I are we never to under- 
stand each other again I Does Char- 
lotte no longer sympathize with me in 
my sorrows, as in my joys? Can yon 
not comprehend the deep sadness that 
Alls my heart when I thmk of Italy ? " 

" Certainly I can," cried Charlotte. 
" Since you told me of your love-affair 
with the beautiful Leonora, I compre- 
hend and understand alL I know that 
you left your heart in Italy, and that it 
is the longing of love that calls yoa 
back to the sunny land from the bleak 
north." 

He gave her a lingering, reproachfnl 
look. " Charlotte, it is now my turn 
to call you cruel, and I can do so with 
perfect justice. That which you should 
consider the best proof of my love and 
friendship — the unreserved and com- 
plete confession I made when I told yoa 
of this affair — this same confession 
seems rather to have made yon doubt 
me, than to have carried the convic- 
tion to your heart that you are the 
being I love most dearly on earth 1 " 
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*' I thank God that I have no confes- 
sion to make to you," cried Ohariotte. 
** I have not forgotten you for a mo- 
ment. My soul and heart were ever 
true to you, and, while you were kneel- 
ing at the feet of the beautiful Leonora, 
I knelt at the feet of God, and entreated 
Him to bless and preserve the faithless 
man who was perhaps betraying me at 
that very hour, and who now carries 
his cruelty so far that he dares to com- 
plain and lament over his lost Italian 
paradise in my presence, and — " 

" Charlotte, do not speak so, I con- 
jure you,'* cried Goethe, interrupting 
her. " You cannot know what incal- 
culable pain your words inflict. My 
friend, my beloved, is nothing sacred ? 
is every temple to be overthrown ? is 
every ideal to be destroyed? Char- 
lotte, be yourself once more ; do not give 
way to this petty jealousy. Be the 
noble, high-souled woman once more, 
and lay aside these petty weakn^ses. 
Know tliat the holy bond of love in 
which we are united is indestructible, 
and still exists even when fair blossoms 
of earth spring into life beside it. Be 
indulgent with ine and with us «both, 
and do not desire that I, at forty years 
of age, should be an ascetic old man, 
dead to all the little fleeting emotions 
of the heart." 

" These sophistries are incomprehen- 
sible to me," said she, sharply, and it 
seems to me that what you call fleeting 
emotions of the heart are simply in- 
fldelity and a desecration of the love 
which you vowed would be eternal and 
unchangeable." 

Goethe bowed his head sadly. "It 
really looks as though we could no 
longer understand each other," said he, 
gently. " I admit, however, that I am 
to blame, and beg you to pardon me. 
In the future I will be more cautious. 
I will make no more communications 
calculated to offend you." 

"That is, you will withdraw your 



confidence, but you will not cease to do 
that which must offend me." 

His countenance quivered, his eye» 
sparkled with anger, and his cheeks 
turned pale, but he struggled to repress 
the indignant words that trembled on 
his lips. 

Charlotte turned pale with alarm. 
Goethe looked sternly on his beloved for 
the first time. She read indifference in 
his features for the first time. A loud 
cry of anguish escaped her lips, and the 
tears gushed from her eyes. 

Goethe did not attempt to console 
her, but sat at her side in silence, his 
gaze resting gloomily on her counte- 
nance. "It is a cruel destiny that 
women should be compelled to give 
vent to their grief in tears, for their 
beauty is seldom enhanced thereby," 
said he to himself. " The tears of of- 
fended love are becoming in youthful 
faces only, and Charlotte's is not yonth- 
M enough. She looks old and ugly 
when she cries 1 " 

Poor Charlotte I 

Late in the evening of this day Goe- 
the left his house through a side door 
that led from his garden into a narrow 
little street. His hat was pressed down 
over his forehead, and a long doak en- 
veloped his figure. In former days, be- 
fore his trip to Italy, he had often slip- 
ped through this small door in the early 
hours of the morning^ and in the twi- 
light, to take the most direct and quiet 
route to his beloved Charlotte; the side 
door had also been often opened to 
admit the beautiM Madame von Stein 
when she came to visit her dear Mend 
Goethe. To-day Goethe had waited 
until it grew so dark that it was impos- 
sible that his curious neighbors could 
observe his departure, and on this occa- 
sion he did not direct his footsteps to- 
ward the stately house in which madame 
the Baroness von Stein resided. He 
took.an entirely different direction, and 
walked on through streets and alleys 
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until be came to a poor, gloomy, little 
honse. But a light was still buming 
ia one window, and the shadow of a 
gracefol, girlLdi flgnre flitted across the 
closed blind. Goethe tapped twice on 
the window, and then the shadow vanish- 
ed. In a few moments the door was 
cantionsly (^ned. Had any one stood 
near he wonld soon have observed two 
shadows on the window-blind — two 
shadows in a close embrace. 



CHAPTER Vm. 

WILHELHIITB BIETZ. 

Thet were victorions, the pious Rosi- 
cnieians and Illuminati, who held King 
Frederick William the Second entangled 
Sn their invisible toils. They govern- 
ed the land; by their nnbonnded influ- 
ence over the king's mind they had be- 
come the real kings of Pmssia. Gen- 
eral von Bischofswerder stood at the 
king's side as his most faithftil friend 
and invoker of spirits. WöUner had 
been ennobled and advanced from the 
position of chamberlidn to that of a 
minister of Prussia, and to him was 
given the goidance of the heart and 
conscience of the nation. This promo- 
tion of WöUner to the position of min- 
ister of all a£Pairs connected with the 
church and public schools, took place at 
the aid of the year 1788, and the first 
great act of the newly-appointed min- 
ister was the promulgation of the notori- 
ous Edict of Faith, intended to fetter 
the consdences of men, and prescribing 
what doctrines appertaining to God and 
religion they should accept as true and 
infallible. They were no longer to be 
permitted to illumine the doctrines of 
the church with the light of reason, and 
to reveal what it was intended should 
remain enveloped in mystical darkness. 
It was strictly forbidden to subject the 



commandments of the church and the 
doctrines of revealed religion to the 
faUaei&us tests of reason. Uncondi- 
tional and impHcit obedience to the au- 
thorities of the church was required and 
enforced. 

But the minister Yon Wöllner was far 
too shrewd a man not to be fully aware 
that this edict of &ith would be receiv- 
ed with the greatest dissatis&ction by 
the people to whom Frederick the Great 
had bequeathed freedom of thought and 
faith, as his best and greatest legacy. 
He had fN^tered reason and intelligence 
in matters appertaining to religion, but 
he knew that they wonld seek revenge in 
severe criticisms and loud denunciatioDs 
through the public press. It was neces- 
sary to preveiit this, but how could it 
be done ? Wöllner devised the means— 
the censorship of the press. This gtiil- 
lotine of the mind was erected in Prus- 
sia, and at the same time the good King 
of France and Doctor Guillotine were, 
firom motives of humanity, devising some 
means of severing the heads of criminals 
so quickly from their bodies that death 
would be instantaneous and painless. 
Good «King Louis the Sixteenth and his 
philanthropical physician invented an 
instrument which they believed would 
answer these requirements, and baptized 
it " Guillotine," in honor of its inventor. 
Good King Frederick William caused 
his misanthropical physician WöUner to 
erect an instrument that should kill the 
noblest thoughts and mutilate the mind. 
This guillotine of the mind, called cen- 
sorship of the press, was Wöllner's sec- 
ond stroke of policy. With this instru- 
ment he effectually destroyed Frederick 
tibe Great's work of enlightenment ; and 
yet this same pious, holy, orthodox man 
published the " Works of Frederick the 
Great,'' the royal freethinker and mocker 
at religion. For these worts there 
was, however, no censorship. The pub- 
lication of Frederick the Great's writings 
was a source of great profit to the wily 
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mioister Von Wöllner, who worshipped 
with greater devotion at another, than 
the shrine before which he bowed the 
knee in the church — at the shrine of 
mammon. 

The great king now lived in his writ- 
ings only; th« men who had served 
him faithfully, Count Herzberg above 
all, had been dismissed from office, and 
were powerless; the laws which he had 
made to protect freedom of thought 
were annulled, the light which he had 
diffused throughout his kingdom was 
extinguished, and darkness and night 
were sinking down over the minds and 
hearts of a whole nation I The promise 
which the circle directors had made to 
the grand -kophta on the night of 
Frederick the Great's death was ful- 
filled: "The kingdom of the church 
and of the spirits embraced all Prussia^ 
and the power and authority of the 
government were in tha hands of the 
pious fathers. The invisible church and 
its visible priests now ruled in Prussia. 
The king was restored to the true faith, 
and lay in the dust at the feet of the 
Invisibles, who ruled him and gaided his 
mind and conscience as they saw fit." 

There were still a few brave men left 
who refused to submit to their control, 
and bade defiance to this guillotine of 
censorship—men who warred against 
these murderers of thought and free- 
dom. There was Nicolai, and Büs- 
ching, and Leuchsenring, the fonaer in- 
structor of the prince royal, who never 
wearied of warning the people, and who 
unceasingly endeavored to arouse those 
whom the pious executioners desired to 
destroy. Nioolai's "Berlin Monthly 
Magazine" was the arena of these 
walriors of enlightenment, and in this 
magazine the combat against darkness 
and ignorance was still carried on, in 
defiance of censorship and the edict of 
faith. The practical and Intelligent edit- 
or, Nicolai, still attacked these new in- 
stitutions with bitter sarcasm ; the 



warning voice of Leuchsenring was still 
heard denouncing these Rosicrucians. 
But Wöllner's guillotine vanquished 
them at last, and the " Berlin Monthly 
Magazine" fell into the basket of the 
censors, as the heads of the French 
aristocrats fell into the executioner's 
basket when severed by the other guil- 
lotine in France. . 

But King Frederick William the Sec- 
ond submitted to the will of the Invisi- 
ble, and obeyed the commands of the 
holy fathers, announced to him through 
their representatives, Bischofswerder 
and Wöllner. Let these men rule, let 
them take care of and discipline minds 
and souls ; the king has other things to 
do. The minds belong to the Bosicrn- 
cians, but the hearts are the king's. 

In her palatial residence, " under the 
linden-treeS)" in Berlin, sat the king's 
Mend, in brilliant attire, her hair dress- 
ed with flowers, and her beautiful neck 
and bare arms of dazzling whiteness 
adorned with rich jewelry. She was 
reclining on her sofa, and gazing at her 
reflection in a large mirror of Yenetian* 
glass that stood against the wall on the 
opposite side of the boudoir ; the frame 
of this mirror was of silver, richly stud- 
ded with pearls and rubies, and was 
one of the king's latest presents. A 
proud' and happy smile played about 
her fuU, rosy lips as she regarded the 
fwr image reflected in this ctfstly mir- 
ror. 

" I am still beauti^l," said she ; " my 
lips still glow, and my eyes still sparkle, 
while she is fading away and dying. 
Why did she dare to become my rival, 
to estrange the king's heart from me. 
She well knew ttiat I had been his be- 
loved for long years, and that the king 
had solenmly vowed never to desert 
me I She dies with the eoronet x)f a 
countess on her pale brow, while I still 
live as Madame Eietz — as the self-styled 
wife of a valet. I have life and health, 
and, although I am not yet a countess, 
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I can still achieve the coveted title. 
Have I not sworn that I will yet be- 
come either a conntess, a dachess, or, 
perhaps, even a princess ? Neither the 
royal wife of the right nor of the left 
hand shall prevent me; while I rise, 
they wiU descend. While I am riding 
in my splendid equipage, emblazoned 
with a coronet, they will be riding to 
the grave in funeral-cars. And truly, 
it seems to me that it must be more 
agreeable to ride in an equipage, even 
as plain Madame Rietz, than to journey 
heavenward as Countess Ingenheim." 

She burst into laughter as she said 
this, and saluted her image in the mir- 
ror with a playful nod. The brilliants 
and rubies on her neck and arms spar- 
kled like stars in the flood of light dif- 
fused through the room by the numer- 
ous jets of gas in the splendid chande- 
liers, richly adorned with crystal pen- 
dants. This, as well as all the other 
apartments of Wilhelmine Rietz's resi- 
dence, was furnished with a degree of 
luxury and splendor befitting a royal 
palace. The king had kept the promise 
made to his darling son. Count Alex- 
ander von der Mark, in Charlottenburg. 
The affectionate father had given bis 
handsome son the longed-for palace 
under the linden-trees ; and the young 
count, together with his mother and 
sister, had taken up his abode in this 
palace. But the little Count von der 
Mark had not long enjoyed the pleasure 
of standing with his beautiful mother 
at the windows of his residence, to look 
at the parades which the king caused 
to be held there on his account. On 
such occasions the king had always 
taken up his position immediately be- 
neath the windows of his son's palace, 
in order that they might obtain abetter 
view of the troops. The little count 
had worn his title and occupied his 
palace but one year, when he died.* 



« In the latter part of the year HOT. 



The king's grief had been profound and 
lasting, and never had the image of his 
handsome boy grown dim in the heart 
of his royal father. The loss of his son 
had driven Frederick William to the 
verge of despair, and Wilhelmine had 
been compelled to dry her own tears 
and suppress her own sorrow in order 
to console the king. Wilhelmine Rietz 
had manifested so much love and ten- 
derness for the king during this trying 
period, and had practised so much self- 
denial, that the king's love and admira- 
tion for his "dear friend" had been 
greatly increased. 

"You are a noble woman, and a 
heroine," said he. " Any other woman 
would weep and lament — you are silent, 
and your lips wear a smile, although I 
well know what pain this smile most 
cost your tender mother's heart. Any 
other woman would tremble and look 
with care and anxiety into the future, 
because the death of the son might be 
prejudicial to her own position; she 
would have hastened to obtain from me 
an assurance that she should not suffer 
in consequence of this loss. You have 
done nothing of all this ; you have wept 
and sorrowed with me ; you have cheer- 
ed and consoled me, and have not once 
asked, who was to be the heir of my 
little Alexander, and what souvenir he 
had left you." 

Wilhelmine Bietz shook her head, and 
smiled sadly, well knowing how becom- 
ing this smile was to her pale counte- 
nance. 

" I need no souvenir of my son," said 
she ; " his memory will ever live in my 
heart. I have not asked who Alex- 
ander's heir was to be, because I have 
never supposed that he could have left 
an inheritance, for all that I and my 
children have belongs to the king, and 
is his property, as we ourselves are. I 
have not trembled for my own security, 
because I confide in my king and master 
as in my Grod, and I feel assured that he 
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will ever observe his solemn oath and 
-will never abandon me." 

"No, never, Wilhelmine," cried the 
king. " You are a noble woman 1 You 
are, and will ever remain, my dear, 
adored Mend, and my love for you will 
be more enduring than my love for any 
other woman. Lay aade all care and 
fear, Wilhelmine, and confide in me. 
AU the efforts and intrigues of your 
friends to iigure you shall be unavailing. 
AU else will pass away, but my love for 
you will endure until death; and no 
woman, though I love her passionately, 
will be able to banish you from my 
side I" 

" Will you swear this, Frederick Wil- 
liam I Will you lay your finger on this 
scar on my hand and swear that my 
enemies shall never succeed in banish* 
ing me from your side, and that you 
will ever accord me a place in your 
heart?" 

The king Itud his hand on this scar, 
and it reccJled to his memory the hour 
in which Wilhelmine had intentionally 
given her hand a wound in order that 
he might record his vow of love and 
fidelity in her own blood. " I lay my 
hand on this scar," said he, ^'and swear 
by the memory of my dear son, Alex- 
ander, that I will never neglect or for- 
get his mother, but will love, honor, 
and cherish her until the end. And 
here is a proof that I hat>e not forgotten 
you,^' cried the king, as he threw his 
arms around her neck, kissed her cheek, 
and handed her a deed of the palace 
under the hnden-trees, and of all else 
that had belonged to Oount Alexander 
von der Mark. 

Wilhelmine Bietz and her daughter 
continued to reside in the palace under 
the linden-trees. Her house was one 
of the most popular resorts in Berlin, 
and the most select and intelligent so- 
ciety was to be found in her parlors. 
To be sure the rustle of an aristocratic 
lady^s silk robe was never heard on the 
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waxed floors of this stately mansion, 
but Wilhelmine's social gatherings were, 
perhaps, none the less animated and 
agreeable on that account. Her guests 
were charmed with her vivacity, bril- 
liant wit, and fine satire, and the most 
eminent scholars, artists, and poets, 
esteemed it a great honor to be permit- 
ted to frequent Wilhelmine Bietz's par- 
lors. She loved art and science, was 
herself somewhat of a poetess, and pos- 
sessed above all ehe a mind capable of 
quickly comprehending what she saw 
and heard, and of profiting by inter- 
course with scholars and artists. It 
was a favorite plea with the gentlemen 
who visited her house, that Wilhelmine 
Bietz was the protectress of art and 
science, and, moreover, a very intelli- 
gent lady, of whom they were in justice 
compelled to say that she possessed fine 
sense, much knowledge, and very agree- 
able manners. 

The king himself, an intellectual man, 
and a patron of art and science, often 
took part in Madame Bietz's social 
gatherings. In her parlors he was sure 
to find the relaxation and ei^oyment 
which he sought in vain in the society 
of his beautiful and aristocratic wife of 
the left hand. 

The beautiful Julie von Voss, entitled 
Oountess Ingenheim, had never forgiven 
herself for having at last yielded to the 
wishes of her family, to the entreaties 
of her royal lover, and to the weakness 
of her own heart, by consenting to be- 
come the king's wife of the left hand, 
although a wife of the right hand still 
lived. Her reason and her pride told 
her that this little mantle of propriety 
was not large enough to hide her humil- 
iation. Her soul was filled with grief 
and remorse; she felt that her glitter- 
ing, apparently so happy existence, was 
nothing more than a gilded lie — nothing 
more than shame, garnished over with 
titles and honors. 

The king often found his beautiful. 
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onoe 80 ardenüj loved Julie in tears ; 
she was never gaj, and sbe never laugh- 
ed. Indeed she often went so Car as to 
reproach herself and her royal lover. 

Bat tears and reproaches were ingre- 
dients of conversation which were by no 
means pleasing to Frederick William, 
and he fled from, them to the parlors of 
his dear friend, Wilhelmine, where he 
was certain to find gajety and amuse- 
ment. 

Wilhelmine Rietz thought of all this 
while reclining on her sofa, awaiting the 
arrival of invited company — she thought 
of this while gazing at the rejection of 
herself (adorned with jewelry and at- 
tired in a satin dress, embroidered with 
silver), in the magnificent Venetian mir- 
ror. She had always found these con- 
versations with her image in a mirror 
very interesting, for these two ladies 
kept no secrets from each other, but 
were friends, who imparted their inmost 
thoughts without prudery and hypocrisy. 

"You will yet be a countess," said 
Wilhelmine. "Yes, a countess, and 
whatever else you may desire." 

The lady in the mirror smiled, and 
replied: "Yes, a countess, or even a 
princess, but certainly not one who heaps 
reproaches upon herself; and dies of re- 
morse ; nor yet one of those who seek 
to reconcile themselves to the world, 
and to purchase an abode in heaven, by 
unceasing prayer and costly alms-giving. 
No, I will be a countess who enjoys life 
and compels her enemies to bend the 
knee — who seeks to reconcile herself to 
' the world by giving brilliant entertain- 
ments and good dinners, and cares but 
little for what may take place after her 
death— a countess who exclaims with 
her great model, the Marquise de Pompa- 
dour, * Aprea moi, U deluge / ' " 



CHAPTER IX. 

HUSBAND A2fD WIFB. 

Wilhelmine was now interrupted, in 
her animated conversation with her re- 
flection by the abrupt entrance of her 
" self-styled husband," the Chamberlain 
Rietz. 

She saw him in the mirror, and she 
saw, too, how the friend with whom 
she had been conversing, colored with 
displeasure and frowned. Without ris- 
ing, or even turning her head, she al- 
lowed the chamberlain to approach until 
he stood in front of her, and then she 
cried, in an imperious voice: "Where 
were my servants ? Why do you come 
unannounced to my presence ? " 

Rietz, the Mng^s chamberlain and fac- 
totum, laughed loudly. "For fear of 
being turned away, ma belle, and be- 
cause I considered it moife appropriate 
to come unannounced to my wife^s pres- 
ence. Once for all, my dearest, spare 
me this nonsense, and do not embitter 
our lives unnecessarily I Let your court- 
iers, your dukes, princes, counts, and 
professors, wait in the antechamber, 
and come announced, if you will, but 
you must receive me as you receive the 
king, that is, unannounced. On the 
other hand, I promise you, never to 
make use of this privilege when you are 
entertaining company, or are engaged in 
some agreeable httle tete-ä-teU. Are 
you satisfied ? Is this agreed upon ? " 

" It shall be as you say," said Wilhel- 
mine, pointing to a stool that stood near 
the sofa. "Seat yourself and let me 
know why you honor me with your 
presence." 

But Eietz, instead of seating himself 
on the stool, proceeded with the greatest 
composure to roll forward a splendid 
arm-chair, on the back of which a royal 
coronet was emblazoned. 

" I suppose I am entitled to use this 
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chair when the kiog is not present," 
said he, seating himself; "moreoyer, I 
like to sit comfortably. iNow, I am in- 
stalled, and the conference between the 
two crowned heads can begin. Do you 
know, or have you the slightest concep- 
tion of; what the subject of this confer- 
ence will be?" 

"No," replied Wilhehnine, placing 
her little foot, with its gold-embroidered 
satin slipper on tlie stool, and regarding 
it complacently, >* no, not the slightest, 
but I beg you to tell me- quickly, as I am 
expecting company." 

*'Ah, expecting company! Then I 
will begin our conference, Carissima, by 
telling you to order your servant to in- 
form your visitors that you have been 
suddenly taken ill and beg to be excus- 
ed." 

" Before giving this command I must 
first request you to give me your rea- 
sons." 

" My reasons ? "Well, I will give you 
one reason instead of many. It might 
not be agreeable to your guests to have 
the glass from the window-panes and 
the stones which have shattered them 
flying about their heads in your parlor." 

" My friend," said Wilhelmine, still 
regarding the tips of her feet, " if you 
feel an irresistible inclination to jest, 
you will find an appreciative audience 
among the lackeys in my antechamber." 

" Thank you, I prefer to converse 
seriously with my wife in the parlor. 
But if you desire it I will ring for one 
of these impudent rascals, and order 
him, in your name, to admit no visitors. 
Moreover, it would be well to have the 
inner shutters of all the windows of 
your palace closed. The latter must, 
of course, be sacrificed, but the shutters 
wül, at least, prevent the stones from 
entering your apartments and doing any 
further damage. Are your windows 
provided with shutters ? " 

" I see you are determined to continue 
this farce," said Wilhelmine, shrugging 



her shoulders. "Without doubt you 
have wagered with some one that you 
could alarm me, and the closing of the 
shutters is to be the evidence that you 
have won the wager. Such is the case, 
is it not?" 

" No, Carissima, such is not the case, 
and I beg you to play the r61e of the un- 
daunted heroine no longer ; it becomes 
you very well, but you cannot excite 
my admiration and — "- 

"Nor have I any such intention," 
said she, leaning back on the sofa, and 
stretching herself like a tigress that ap- 
pears to be quite exhausted, but is, 
nevertheless, ever ready to spring upon 
the enemy. 

"Enough of this, my friend 1 " cried 
the chamberlain; impatieutly. " Listen 1 
If you consider it a bagatelle to have 
your palace demolished, and yourself 
accused of being a poisoner, it is, of 
course, all the same to me, and I have 
nothing more to say, except that I was 
a fool to consider it my duty to warn 
you, because we had formed an alliance, 
offensive and defensive, and because 3 
could not look on calmly while youi 
enemies were plotting your destruc 
tion." 

The tigress had bounded from hei 
lair, her eyes glowing with great excite- 
ment. 

"You are in earnest, Eietz? This is 
not one of your jokes? My enemies 
are plotting my destruction 1 They are 
a\|put to attack me I Speak, be quick ! 
What was it you said about poisoning ? 
Do they accuse me of being a poison- 
er?" 

** Certainly they do, and I am glad 
that this magical word has recalled my 
sleeping beauty to life. Yes, your ene- 
mies accuse you of being a poisoner. It 
is truly fortunate ,that I have spies in 
every quarter, who bring me early in- 
telligence of these little matters." 

" And whom have I poisoned ? " 

" Countess Ingenheim, of course. 
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Whom should yon have pmsoned but 
your rival?" 

"My rival I" repeated Wilhelmine, 
with a oontemptaons shmg of her shoul- 
ders. "OoimteBs Ligenheim was ill. 
Is she worse?" 

" Countess Ingenheim is dying 1 " 

"Dying I " echoed Wilhelmine, and a 
ray of joy gleamed in the eyes of the 
tigress, but she qniokly repressed it. 
" This is, of course, an exaggeration of 
the physicians, who will afterward at- 
tribute to themselves the merit of hav- 
ing effected her recovery from so hope- 
less a condition. I have heard of in- 
stances of this kind before. Four days 
ago the countess was comparatively 
well ; I met her in the king^s litue box 
at the theatre, on which occasion her 
affability and condescension were truly 
surprising." 

" Yes, and it is alleged by your ene- 
mies that you committed the crime on 
that very ogccacdon. The countess com- 
plained of heat and thirst, did she 
not?" 

"Yes, she did, and when she sank 
back in her chair, almost insensible, the 
king begged me to assist her." 

" To which you replied that a com- 
posing powder was what she required, 
and that you, fortunately, always car- 
ried a box of these powders in your 
pocket. Hereupon you opened the door, 
and ordered one of the lackeys who 
stood in the entry to bring you a glass 
of water and some sugar. When ^e 
brought it, you took a small box from 
your pocket, and emptied a little paper 
of white powder into the water ; when 
this foamed up, you handed the glass to 
the countess, who immediately drank 
its contents. Am I accurate? " 

" You are, and I admire this accuracy 
all the more, because no one was pres- 
ent in the box but us three." 

" You forget the lackey who brought 
the water, and saw you pour the pow- 
der into the glass. This morning the 



countess was suddenly attacked with 
a violent hemorrhage; hereupon the 
lackey immediately told her brother, 
Minister von Voss, the whole story. 
Her high connections and the entire 
court have been aroused, and if the 
countess should die to-day, as her phy- 
sicians say she will, a storm will arise 
out of this glass of water, with the aid 
of which your enemies hope to hurl you 
from your eminence and consign yon to 
prison." 

"Foolish people!" said Wilhelnaine, 
contemptuously. "The king will not 
only discredit their revelations, but will 
also hold them to a strict account for 
their slander. Let this be my care." 

"My dearest, before proceeding to 
punish these slanderers, I would advise 
you to consider your own safety a little. 
I tell you this matter is graver than you 
suppose, my proud, undaunted lady. 
The whole pack is let loose, and Bis- 
chofswerder and Wollner are ladling 
the conspirators on, and heaping fuel 
on the flames. They immediately con- 
voked a meeting of the holy brother- 
hood, and issued ä secret brder. This 
order I have seen. You must know 
that I was received into this holy band 
some two weeks since, as i^erring broth- 
er of the outer temple halls. What do 
you think of the title, ' serving brother 
of the outer temple halls ? ' " 

And the chamberlain burst into so 
loud and mocking a peal of laughter, 
that his colossal stature fairly trembled. 
* "Suppress your merriment for a mo- 
ment, if you please, and teH me how 
this secret order of the Bosicrucians 
reads." 

The chamberlain^s countenance quick- 
ly assumed an air of gravity. "The 
order is as follows: ^AH the brothers 
serving in the outer temple halls' will 
repair, at ten o'clock this evening, to 
your palace, for the purpose of enga- 
gmg in the charming recreation of bat- 
tering your windows with the stones 
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tbafc lie piled up in great plenty in this 
vicinity, in places where the pavement 
i& being renewed; while so occupied, 
they are to cry — * Murderess ! poisoner I 
Curses upon, her I Down with this 
mnrderess ! ' A charming chorus, my 
angel of innocence I " 

V' Yeä, a choras over which the angels 
in heaven wiU rejoice, even if they 
shotdd not he such angels of innocence 
as I am in this affair. I thank yon for 
this communication ; it is really of 
great importance." 

" I must, however, beg you, my dear 
madame, to take this fact into consider- 
ation. By making this communication, 
I not only imperil my salvation, but am 
probably already wholly lost, and have 
certainly forfeited all prospects of ever 
entering the sanctuary of the temple, 
and becoming an Invisible Brother. 
Each brother is required, on his admis- 
sion, to register a fearful oath, to the 
effect that he will never, although his 
own life or that of his parents or chil- 
dren should be at stake, betray the se- 
crets of the holy fathers; and I, frail 
mortal, have betrayed the confidence of 
my superiors I Alas, alas I I am a lost 
Boul I The Invisible Fathers will expel 
me from the brotherhood if they should 
ever hear of this." 

"Give yourself no disquiet, I will 
never betray you," said Wilhelmine, 
laughing. "I am only surprised that 
you should ever have been admitted 
into the brotherhood, and that such an 
order should have been issued in your 
presence." 

" My fairest, they are not aware that 
the Mr. Miiller of Oranienburg, who was 
received into the holy order by the gen- 
eral assembly some two weeks since, is 
DO other than the veritable Chamber- 
lain Rietz. You must know that it is 
impossible to recognize each other in 
these assemblies, as they are held in a 
mystical gloom, and that the brothers 
are known to each other when they 



meet in the world by certain words, 
signs, and pressures of the hand, only. 
My dear, twenty of these Rosicrucians 
might meet at a party, without dream- 
ing that they were so closely connected. 
The names of aJl the brothers are known 
only to the circle directors, and I was 
of course not such a fool as to write my 
real name on the slip of paper which I 
deposited in the urn after having paid 
the admission-fee of four ü^edericks d'or, 
and received in return the holy symbol 
of initiation in the solemn twilight of 
the outer temple halls. The exalted 
fathers, Bischofswerder and Wöllner, 
would be astonished, and any thing but 
delighted, to learn that I was present 
at the meeting of to-day, and was one 
of the favored individuals who heard 
the order givön concerning the demoli- 
tion of your palace." 

" By all tbat I hold dear, these trai- 
tors shall pay dearly for this malice I " 
exclaimed Wilhelmine, frowning angri- 
ly. " This conflict must be brought to a 
conclusion. I am weary of this neces- 
sity of being constantly on the alert to 
guard against the stratagems and at- 
tacks of my enemies. I will have peace, 
and either they or / must be con- 
quered." 

" If I might be permitted to give the 
goddess Minerva my advice, I would say : 
*Make peace with these enemies, and 
secure the sapport and assistance Of the 
dear Rosicrucians against your other 
enemies, the aristocrats and court con- 
spirators.' Believe me, I give you this 
advice in all hon»sty and sincerity, and 
why should I not ? Are we not allies, 
and have we not sworn to assist each 
other at all times and everywhere ? In 
this respect my charming wife has been a 
most excellent companion; she has kept 
her promises faithfully. Thanks to her 
assistance, I have attained all I desired, 
and there are few men who can say 
this of themselves. I desired influence, 
power, and money, and I have them all. 



GOETHE AND SCHILLEB. 



By the king's favor I have achieved in- 
fluenoe and power, and have amassed 
wealth by the folly of the persons sent 
me by you, my dearest, with their pe- 
titions for patents of nobility and dec- 
orations. In the three years of oar 
reign I have created at least two hun- 
dred noblemen, and of this number 
twenty counts in the first year alone." 

'^ Yes, indeed, these counts are well 
known," said Wilhelmine, laughing; 
" the gentlemen of the old nobility call 
them by no other name than *• the batch 
ofirSÖ.'"» 

"Moreover, the number of crosses of 
St John, and orders of the Eagle, con- 
ferred by me upon deserving individuals, 
is legion, and goodly sums of money 
have they brought into my coffers I " 
said Bietz, laughing. " I desired a well- 
provided table, at which I could enter- 
tain a few gentlemen of rank and con- 
vivial spirits ; and now gentlemen of 
this stamp are only too anxious to ob- 
tain invitations to my dinners, and to 
enjoy the delicious .pasties for which 
my French cook is so justly celebrated. 
I lead a life of eigoyment, and, as I am 
in a great measure indebted to your 
recommendation and patronage for this 
eiijoyment, it is but natural that I should 
be gratefdl, and should ^ideavor to 
serve you to the best of my ability." 

" I thank you, cTier ami," said Wil- 
helmine, in kindly tones. " You, too, 
have always been a good and efficient 
friend, and it was partly through your 
influence that my debts were paid, my 
income doubled, and myself made the 
mistress of this beautiful palace. I still 
desire a great many things, however. 
You are aware that I am so unfortu- 
nate as to be ambitious, and — " 

"And, in your ear, the name Ma- 
dame Rietz is not exactly the music of 
the spheres." 

"Not exactly, my dear friend, al- 

♦ Bee " Private Letters." toL Ul. 



though I must admit tliat the name is 
rather musicaL But I — ^" 

The door of the antechamber was 
hastily opened, and a lackey appeared 
on the threshold, holding tn his hand a 
silver winter on which a folded note 
lay. 

" This note has just been left here for 
Chamberlun Bietz," said the lackey. 

Bietz took the note and opened it 
" Madame," said he, after the door had 
closed behind the servant, "madame, 
my worst fears are realized. Ooantess 
Ingenheim is dead 1 " 

" Dead! " repeated Wilhelmine, shud- 
dering. "Poor woman, she has paid 
dearly for her short-lived triumph, and 
those who assert that the poor person 
was poisoned, are probably right; the 
shame attendant upon her position, her 
pangs of conscience and her remorse— 
these were the drops of poison which 
she daily imbibed, and of which she 
has now died. Truly, to be the beloved 
of a king requires a firm heart and very 
strong nerves. Poor woman, I pity 
her I" 

" Truly, you are worthy of the great- 
est admiration," said Bietz. " You la- 
ment the sad fate of your rival, while 
you yourself are in the greatest danger 
on her account. You must now decide 
whether you will receive your company 
or not." 

"Oh, my friend," sighed Wilhelmine, 
" how can you suppose me capable of 
indolging in the delights of social inter- 
course at a time when I have suffered 
so sad a loss? No, the king's grief is 
my grief also, and instead of being 
merry and laughing with others, I will 
weep with the royal widower." 

" You are an incomparable woman," 
cried Bietz, with a loud peal of laugh- 
ter ; "as wise, as beautiful, as much the 
demon as the angel I No wonder you 
are fearless ! Your power rests on an 
adamantine foundation." 

Wilhelmine made no response, but 
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rang the bell, and told the servant who 
answered her call, to inform the porter 
that no soiree wonld take place that 
evening, and that he was to tell all 
visitors that mourning for the sudden 
death of Countess Ingenheim would 
compel her to forego the pleasure of 
seeing them for that evening and the 
following week. 

"I beg you to leave me now, my 
friend," said "Wilhelmine, beginning to 
divest herself of the sparkling jewels 
that encircled her neck and arms. "I 
mnst hasten to lay aside these worldly 
garments, in order that the king may 
find me attired in sable robes when be 
arrives." 

"Howl Do you believe the king 
will visit you at a time when his wife 
of the left hand has but just breathed 
her last?" 

"I feel assured that he wiU. His 
majesty knows how deep an interest I 
take in all that concerns him. He 
knows where to look for sympathy ; he 
knows that I laugh with him when he 
is glad, and weep with him when he is 
sad. To whom should he flee in his 
hour of grief but to me ? " 

" You are right," said Rietz, smiling, 
*' to whom should he flee, in his hour of 
grief, but to his first sultana? I am 
going, and I truly promise you that if 
his majesty, in the depth of his grief, 
should chance to be forgetful of this 
haven of rest, I will suggest it to our 
dear, chastened king." 

" Do so, my friend, and hasten to his 
majesty's side, or my enemies will fore- 
stall you, and perhaps console the king 
in a different manner." 

"I am going, sultana. But these 
shutters — shall I order them to. be 
dosed?" 

"And why, pray? I am not afraid 
of a few stones, and if they should be 
showered upon us too plentifully, we 
can retire to one of the back rooms 
and observe the bombardment in per- 



fect security. When did you say it was 
to begin ? " 

" As soon as it has grown dark ; the 
deeds of these pious fathers shun the 
light of day. The calendar says moon- 
light until ten o'clock; it is therefore 
probable that the sovereign people, as 
the rabble of Paris now calls itself, 
will not honor you with a call until that 
hour. It would be well to notify the 
police of the flattering attentions await- 
ing you, and to solicit a guard for the 
protection of your palace." 

" I will take good care not to do so," 
rejoii^ed Wilhelmine, smiling. "Let the 
sovereign people amuse themselves by 
breaking my windows if they choose. 
The louder they howl and call me poi- 
soner the better, for the king will hear 
them and he will pity me." 

" Wilhelmine," cried Rietz, with en- 
thusiasm, " it is a pity you are already 
my wife ; if you were not I should cer- 
tainly address you. I could love you 
to distraction ! " 

"Do not, my friend, I pray you," 
said Wilhelmine ; " you would cut but 
a sorry figure in the r61e of a disconso- 
late lover. But now go; it is already 
eight o'clock, and I hear a great many 
carriages coming and going." 

The chamberlain pressed her beauti- 
ful hand to his lips, and then took his 
departure. She regarded him with a 
contemptuous smile as he left the room, 
and when the door had closed behind 
him, a clear and ringing peal of laugh- 
ter escaped her lips. "To think that 
this Caliban has the honor of being 
called my husband," said she, "and 
that I am still the wife of a valet! 
And why ? Merely because 1 am not 
of noble birth, like— like these sensitive 
puppets, whose shame is garnished over 
with noble titles and robes of ermine, 
and who nevertheless succumb and die 
under the burden of their self-acquired 
dignities. I can bear the precious bur- 
den ! I — will not die I No, not 1 1 " 
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CHAPTER X. 

THS ATTACK. 

Half an boar later tbe folding-doors 
of tbe reoeption-room were thrown 
open to admit the king, who came 
without ceremony, and without attend- 
ants, as he was in the habit of doing. 
Wilhelmine hnrried forward to meet 
him; her lovely oonntenance wore a 
sad expression, and her beantifol figure 
was attired in sable mourning-robes. 
One might have supposed she had lost 
her mother or a sister, so mournM was 
her manner, so full of sadness was her 
glance as she slowly raised her eyes to 
the king's pale countenance. "My 
dear master," murmured she, "how 
kind your m^esty is, to think of me, 
and honor me with a visit, in this your 
hour of sore trial! " 

He stroked her soft, shining hair 
tenderly, and drew her head to his 
bosom. "I never forget you, my 
friend, and the thought of your radi- 
ant eyes and lovely countenance always 
consoles me when I am troubled with 
care or grief, which is unfortunately 
very often the case." 

"Your majesty's grief has been so 
great to-day I The divine being whom 
we all loved and honored has gone 
from us I " 

" Yes," said the king, with a deep- 
drawn sigh, his expression more indica- 
tive of ennui than of sorrow, "yes. 
Countess Ingenheim died this after- 
noon. But her death did not surprise 
me ; the good countess had been in very 
bad health ever since the birth of her 
son, more than a year ago, and my phy- 
sician had ]ong since told me that she 
had the consumption, and would not 
live through tbe autumn. The poor 
countess had been very tearful of late ; 
she wept a great deal when I was with 
her, and was constantly reproaching 



herself This was unpleasant, and I 
visited her but rarely during the last 
few weeks for fear of agitating the poor 
invalid. Moreover, she kept up a pre- 
tence of being well," continued t2ie 
king, seating himself in the arm-chair, 
in which Bietz had been so comfortstbly 
installed a few minutes before. " Yes, 
she wished to impose on the world with 
this pretence, as if it were possible to 
avoid observing the traces of her teari- 
ble disease in her pale, attenuated coon- 
tenance I She always held herself erect, 
went to all the parties, and even visited 
the theatre, four days ago. You re- 
member it, doubtlessly, as you were 
present?" 

" Yes, I remember," murmured Wil- 
helmine, as she seated herself on a stool 
at the king^s feet, folded the hands, that 
contrasted like white lilies with her 
flowing black-lace sleeves, on his knees, 
and gave him a tender, languishing 
glance. She knew how effective these 
glances were — ^she knew that she could 
always bind her lover to herself again 
with these invisible toils. 

" If poor Julie had but had your eyes 
and your health!" sighed the king. 
"But she was always ailing, and in the 
end nothing becomes more disagreeable 
than a sickly woman. But let us speak 
of this no longer, it makes me sad I It 
is well that my poor Julie has, at last, 
found a refage in the grave from her un- 
ceasing remorse and her jealous love." 

And thus Frederick took leave of the 
spirit of the affectionate woman who had 
sacrificed all to her love for him. The 
consciousness that his love for her had 
long since died, and that she was nothing 
more than a burden to him, had killed 
her. 

Having taken leave of the spirit of^ 
his dead love, the king now assumed a 
cheerful expression, and this expression 
was immediately reflected in Wilhel- 
mine's countenance. She smiled, arose 
from her stool, threw her soft, white 
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arms around the king^s neck with 
passionate tenderoess, and exclaimed*: 
"How 19 it possible to die when one 
can have the happiness of living at joor 
side I" 

The king drew her to his heart and 
kissed her. " You will live, Wilhel- 
mine 1 You love me too dearly to think 
of dying of this miserable feeling of re- 
morse. You have been tried and fonnd 
true, Wilhelmine, and nothing can here- 
after separate us.'* 

"N"othing, my dear king and mas- 
ter!" 

"Nothing, Wilhelmine; not even a 
new love. The flames of tenderness 
that glow in my heart may sometimes 
flare up and seem to point in other di- 
rections, but they will ever return to 
you, and never will the altar grow cold 
on which the first love-flames burned so 
brightly in the fair days of our youth." 

"God bless your mfgesty for these 
words I " cried Wilhelmine, pressing the 
king's hands to her lips. 

"Let us have no more of this for- 
mality, I pray you," said Frederick Wil- 
liam, wearily. "We are alone, and I 
am heartily tired of carrying the royal 
purple about with me wherever I go. 
Believe me of this burdensome mantle, 
Wilhelmine, and let us dream that the 
days of our youthful happiness have 
come back to us." 

"My Frederick is always young," 
whispered she; "eternal youth glows 
in your heart and is reflected on your 
noble brow. But I^ook at me, Fred- 
erick William I I have grown old, and 
the unmercifiil hand of Time has been 
laid ungently on my brow."- 

The king looked at WiDielmine, and 
could And no evidence of this in the 
fresh, smiling countenance of his en- 
chantress. He listened to her siren 
voice, and its music soothed his soul 
and dissipated all care and sorrow. As 
the hand of the clock neared the tenth 
hour, and while Wilhelmine was en- 



gaged in a charming Ute-ä-Ute with the 
king over a delightful supper of savory 
dishes and choice wines, the smiling 
siren told him of the danger that 
threatened her, of the new intrigue of 
her enemies at court, and of their de- 
termination to incite a mob to attack 
her palace. 

" There can be nothmg in all this," 
said the king, smiling ; " this story has 
only been concocted to alarqa you. If 
your enemies had formed any such plan, 
ray superintendent of police would cer- 
tainly have heard of it, and have taken 
measures to prevent it." 

Wilhelmine inclined her rosy lips to 
the king's ear, and narrated in low ac- 
cents what Bietz had told her concern- 
ing the order issued by the Rosicru- 
cians. 

Tlie king started with surprise and 
alarm. " No," said he, " this is impos- 
sible; Bischofswerder and Wöllner are. 
my most faithful friends ; they will never 
undertake to harm you, for they know 
that you are dear to me, and that your 
presence is necessary to my peace and 
contentment — ^yes, I mayeven say to my 
happiness!" 

" It is for this very reason that they 
desire to effect my banishment They 
hope to gain unbounded control over 
you, by driving from your side the only 
being who dares to tell you the truth, 
and who loves in you tiie dear, noble 
man, and not the king ! My disinter- 
ested love for you, Frederick William, 
is in their eyes a crime, and they accuse 
me of having committed another crime, 
for the purpose of tearing me from your 
heart and treading me under foot like a 
noxious weed ! " 

"They shall not succeed!" protested 
Frederick William. " But I cannot be- 
lieve that—" The king ceased speaking ; 
at this moment a deafening roar, as of 
the sea when lashed to fury by the 
storm, was heard in the street ; it came 
nearer and nearer, and then the windows 
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of tbe palace shook with the fietoe cries : 
"MarderessI Poisoner I Oarses upon 
the murderess ! " 

Wilhehnine, an air of perfect se- 
renity on her conntenance, remained 
seated at the king's feet, bat he tnmed 
pale and looked toward the window in 
dismay. "Yon perceive, my master," 
said she, with an air of perfect indiffer- 
ence, " you perceive that these are the 
exact words agreed npon in the Bosi- 
cmcian assembly this morning. This is 
the war-cry of my enemies." 

" Mnrderess ! Poisoner ! ".resounded 
again npon the night air. " Curses upon 
the murderess I " 

" I knew they would dare to make 
this attack," murmured Wilhelmine, stul 
smiling. "Had I felt guilty, I would 
have fled or have solicited protection of 
my king. But I wished your mtyesty 
to see how far my enemies would go in 
their malignity — what cruel measures 
they would take to effect my banish- 
ment." 

" You have done well," said the king, 
earnestly; "you have acted like a hero- 
ine, and never — " 

He was interrupted by a loud crash, 
and something hissed through tbe broken 
window. With a loud, piercing cry, Wil- 
helmine threw herself over the king's 
person and clasped him in a close em- 
brace, as if determined to protect him 
against the whole world. 

" They may murder me, but they shall 
not harm a hair of your dear head, my 
beloved ! " 

These words, uttered in loud, exulting 
tones, sounded in the king's ear like an 
inspiring hymn of love, and he never for- 
got them. 

The stone had fallen to the floor, with 
a loud noise, but no second one followed 
it. Curses still resounded from below, 
but the mob seemed nevertheless to 
have been alarmed by their 'Own bold- 
ness, and hesitated before commencing 
a new attack. 



Wilhelmine now released the king 
from her protecting embrace, and with 
gentle force compelled him to rise from 
his chair. 

" Come, my beloved, danger threatens 
you here I They will soon make anoth- 
er attack." 

"Wilhelmine," said he with emotion, 
" give me that stone." 

As she stooped to pick up the stone 
that lay at her feet, the black lace shawl 
fell to the floor, disclosing a purple stripe 
on her snow-white shoulder. 

" You are wounded, Wilhelmine, you 
are wounded I " cried the king, in dis- 
may. She had arisen in the mean while, 
and now handed him the stone, with her 
siren smile. 

"It is nothing, my king; the dear 
people's cannon-ball merely grazed my 
shoulder. To be sure, it hurts a little, 
but my arms are not broken." 

" And it was for me that you received 
this wound!" said the king, in deep 
emotion. " You shielded and protected 
me with your fair form. Wilhelmine, I 
will never forget this ; this stone shall 
be a lasting memorial of your love and 
heroic devotion ! " 

For the second time a loud crash was 
heard, and now the sjbones came flying 
through the broken windows in quick 
succession. At this moment several 
lackeys, pale with fright, . rushed into 
the room to report that the populace 
were endeavoring to batter down the 
doors of the palace, and that these were 
already giving way. 

"Save yourself, my king, flee from 
this palace ! " cried Wilhelmine. " Per- 
mit my butler to lead you through the 
garden to the little gate that opens into 
Behren Street ; from there your mjgesty 
will be able to return to your palace in 



"And you, my dearest?" asked the 
king. 

" And I," said she, with heroic com- 
posure, "I will await ^y enemies; if 
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tbej kill me I can die with the proud 
consciousness that I have saved the life 
of my king, and that he, at least, is con- 
vinced of my innocence I " 

Another shower of stones succeeded, 
and the parlor was now a scene of fear- 
ful confusion. While fierce curses upon 
the head of the murderess, and denunci- 
ations of the poisoner, resounded from 
the street below, chairs, mirrors, vases, 
and marble tables, were being broken 
and scattered in every direction by the 
stones that poured in through the win- 
dows in an uninterrupted shower. In 
the midst of this din and clatter Wilhel- 
mine^s voice could be heard from time 
to time, conjuring the king to fly, or at 
least to repair with her to one of the 
apartments in the rear of the palace. 

But the king remained firm ; and is- 
sued his commands to the trembling 
servants, in a loud voice. He ordered 
them to close the inner shutters, and 
they did as he bade them. Oreeping 
timidly on their hands and knees to the 
windows, they withdrew the bolts and 
closed the shutters with a sudden jerk. 
The king now ordered one of the lackeys 
to hasten through the garden to the 
office of his superintendent of police, to 
acquaint him with the state of affairs, 
and to request him to disperse the insur- 
rectionary populace. After this messen- 
ger had been despatched, and now that 
the stones were falliDg harmlessly from 
the closed shutters, the king dismissed 
the servants who were present. He 
was now once more alone with the be- 
loved of his youth. 

" Wilhelmine," sind he, "I can never 
forget your heroism and devotion. You 
shall have complete satisfaction for the 
insults offered you to-day, and those 
who sought your destruction shall bend 
the knee before you." 

Half an hour later all was still, and the 
stones were no longer flying against the 
windows. The chief of police had made 
a requisition on the military authorities 



for a body of troops, and the populace 
had fled in terror from the threatening 
muskets and glittering sabres. 

The king had taken his departure in 
the carriage that had been ordered to 
await him in Behren Street. He had, 
however, taken the stone with him that 
had struck Wilhelmine^s shoulder. On 
taking leave he kissed her tenderly, 
and told her to await him in her palace 
at twelve o'clock on the following day, 
when she should receive tlie promised 
satisfaction. 

Wilhelmine was now alone ; with a 
proud, triumphant smile, she walked to 
and fro in the parlor, seeming to enjoy 
the scene of confusion and destruction. 
At times,"when her foot touched one of 
the stones, she would laugh, push it 
aside, and exclaim: ^^Thus you shall 
all be thrust aside, my enemies 1 I 
will walk over you all, and the stones 
which you have hurled at me shall 
serve as a stairway for my ascent 1 — 
I have managed well," said she, con- 
tinuing to walk restlessly to and fro. 
" I have opened the king's eyes to the 
malignity and cunning of his friends, 
and have shown my enemies that I am 
not afraid of, and scorn to fly from 
them. Messrs. Von Bischofswerder and 
Wollner will soon come to the condu- ^ 
sion that they will be worsted in this 
conflict, and had better seek to form an 
alliance with their formidable enemy ! " 

As she continued walking amid the 
surrounding stones and ruins, the blood 
trickled slowly down her shoulder ; and 
this, with her glittering eyes, gave her 
once more the appearance of a tigress — 
of a wounded tigress meditating re- 
venge. 

Wilhelmine was now interrupted in 
her train of thought by a noise in the 
street that sounded like the distant roll 
of thunder. She opened one of the shut- 
ters, behind which nothing remained of 
the window but the frame, and looked 
out into the night, and down into the 
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broad street of the linden-trees; now 
entirely deserted. Bat the noise grew 
louder and loader, and the street seem- 
ed to be faintly illamined in the dis- 
tance. This light soon became a broad 
glare ; and then Wilhelmine saw that it 
was a faneral procession. She saw a 
nnmber of dark, shrouded figures bear- 
ing gleaming torches, ^nd then a long 
faneral oar, drawn by four black horses. 
A coffin ]ß,y on this car. Its silver 
ornaments shone brightly in the re- 
flection of the torches; a coronet at 
the head of the coffin glittered as though 
bathed in the dawning light of a new 
day. Torch-bearers followed the fu- 
neral car, and then came a number of 
closed carriages. It was the funeral 
procession of Oountess Julie von Ingen- 
heim, conveying the corpse to the estate 
of the family Von Yoss, to deposit it in 
the ancestral vaults. Wilhelmine stood 
at the window and saw this ghostly 
procession glide by in the stillness of 
the night. She remained there until it 
had disappeared in the distance, and all 
was again silent When she stopped back 
her countenance was radiant with a 
proud, triumphant smile. ^* She is 
dead ! *' said she, in low tones ; " the 
cwronet now glitters on her coffin (mly. 
I still Hve, and a coronet will yet glitter 
on my brow. A long time may elapse 
before I attain this coveted gem; but 
this wound on my shoulder may work 
wonders. I can afford to wait, for I — 
I do not intend to die. 1 will outlive 
you all — ^you who dare contend with 
me for the king^s heart Our love is 
sealed with blood, but the vows which 
he made to you were cast upon the 
wind I" 

On the following day, the king re- 
pdred to Madame Rietz's palace at the 
appointed hotr. He came with a bril- 
liant suite; all his ministers and court- 
iers, and even his son, the Prince Royal 
Frederick William, accompanied him. 
The young prince had come in obe- 



dience to his other's command, but a 
dark frown rested on his countenance 
as he walked through the guttering 
apartments. When he met the mistress 
of all this magnificence, and when the 
king himself introduced her to his son 
as his dear Mend, a glance of con- 
temptuous anger shot from the nsnallj 
mild eyes of the prince royal upon the 
countenance of the smiling friend. 

She felt the meaning of this glance; 
it pierced her heart like a da^er ; and 
a voice seemed to whisper in her ear: 
"This youth will destroy you! Be- 
ware of him, for he is the avenging an- 
gel destined to punish you I " 

But she suppressed her terror, smiled, 
and listened to the king, who was nar- 
rating the occurrences of the riot of the 
day before, and pointing to the stones 
which, at the king's express command, 
had been allowed to remain where they 
had fallen. 

"It was an insurrection," said the 
king — " an insurrection of the populace, 
that now fancies itself sovereign, and 
would BO gladly play the master and 
ruler, and dictate terms to its king. 1 
hate this rabble and all those who make 
it subservient to their ends — ^who use 
its rude fists to execute their own plans 
— and never will I pardon or take into 
favor such rebels and traitors." 

As the king concluded, he fiistened 
an angry glance on Bischofswerder and 
WoUner, the covert meaning of which 
these worthies seemed to have divined, 
for they cast their eyes down and look- 
ed abashed. 

The king now turned to Wilhelmine, 
raised the lace shawl from her shoulder 
vrith a gentle hand, and pointed to the 
wound which she had received the day 
before. 

" Look at this, gentlemen ! Madame 
Rietz received this wound while inter- 
posing her own body to protect her 
king; the stone that inflicted this 
wound would, but for her devotion and 
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lieroism, have strack me in the face. 
My spn, you see before you the pro- 
tectress of your father ; kiss her hand 
and thank her I And yon, too, gentle- 
men, all of you, thank the lieroio wo- 
man who shielded your king from dan- 
ger." 

This was indeed a glorious satisfac- 
tion! Wilhelmine^s ambitious heart 
exulted with joy as she stood there like 
a queen, her hand extended to be kissed 
by a prince royal, by generals, minis- 
ters, and courtiers, whose words of 
thanks were unceasingly resounding in 
her ear. Bat there was one drop of 
bitterness in all this honey; and the 
warning voice again whispered, "Be- 
ware of the prince royal, for he is the 
avenging angel destiued to punish you I " 

The prince royal had given her a 
second threatening glance when he 
stooped to kiss her hand, at the king's 
command ; and she alone knew that his 
lips had not toux)hed her hand. 

The king had looked on with a smile 
while his ministers and courtiers were 
doing homage to his *' protectress." 
He now turned to the portrait of his 
favorite son, Count von der Mark. His 
boy's soft, mud eyes seemed to gaze 
. down on his father. 

"My son," said the king, in a loud, 
agitated voice, "I swear to your blessed 
spirit, surely in our midst in this hour, 
I swear that I will reward the mothei: 
you so tenderly loved, for all the affec- 
tion which she lavished upon my boy, 
and that I will never forget her devo- 
tion in risking her own life to preserve 
mine. My son, I swear to yo^ that I 
will be grateful to the preserver of my 
life while I live, and that her enemies 
shall never succeed in lowering her in 
my high estimation. My son, in wit- 
ness of this my solemn vow, I kiss the 
wound which your noble mother re- 
ceived in my defence I " 

Frederick William stooped and kissed 
the wound on Wilhelmine's shoulder. 



It was a grand, an iuipresdve mo- 
ment, and Wühelmine's ambitious heart 
exulted. Visions of a brilliant future 
aldose before her soul, and, as she stooped 
to kiss the king's hand, she vowed tliat 
these visions should be realized I 

But, when she raised her head, she 
shuddered. She had again encountered 
the prince royal's glance. The dagger 
pierced her heart for the third time, 
and the warning voice in her soul whis- 
pered for the third time : " Beware of 
the prince royal! He is the avenging 
aögel destined to punish youl " 



CHAPTER XL 

YOUTH VIOTOBIOUS. 

Chablottb von Stein sat in her gar- 
den pavilion, anxiously awaiting him 
for whom it had never been necessary 
to wait in former days. She had al- 
ready given him three invitations to pay 
her a morning visit in the litde pavilion . 
in which his protestations of love had 
so often resounded. But these tender 
invitations had not been accepted. He 
had always found some pretest for 
avoiding this tite-d-tSte in Charlotte's 
pavilion; he was too busy, had com- 
menced some work which he desired to 
finish without interruption, or was trou- 
bled with toothache. 

But Charlbtte would not understand 
that he made these excuses in order to 
give the dark cloud that hung over 
them both time to pass away. With 
the obstinate boldness so often charac- 
teristic of intelligent women who have 
been much courted, and which prompts 
them rather to cut the Gordian knot 
with the sword than to unravel it slowly 
with their skilful fingers, Charlotte von 
Stein had for the fourth time entreated 
him to grant the desired interview, and 
Goethe at last consented. 
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Charlotte was now awaiting him; 
she gazed intently at the doorway, and 
her heart heat wildly. But she deter- 
mined to he composed, to meet him in 
a mild and gentle manner. She knew 
that Goethe detested any exhihition of 
anger or violence in women. She was 
also well aware that he was very res- 
tive nnder reproach. Oharlotte knew 
this, and was determined to give him 
no canse for displeasure. She desired 
to see this monarch honnd in her silken 
toils once more ; she desired to see the 
vanquished hero walk hefore her tri- 
umphal car as in the past. ^' I cannot 
hreak with him," said she, " for I feel 
that I still love him ; moreover, it would 
he very disagreeahle to he spoken of hy 
posterity as the discarded sweetheart of 
the celehrated poet I Ko, no! I will 
he reconciled to him, and all shall he as 
it was hefore I All! And now he 
quiet, my heart, he quiet I " 

She took a hook from the tahle hefore 
which she was sitting, regardless of 
what it might he; her ohject was to 
collect her thoughts, and compel her 
mind to he quiet. She opened the 
, hook, and looked at it with an air of 
indifference. It was a volume of Vol- 
taire's works, which Goethe had sent 
the day hefore, when she had written 
him a note requesting him to let her 
have something to read. She remem- 
hered this now, and also rememhered 
that she had as yet read nothing in the 
volume. Perhaps she would still have 
time to make good this omission ; Goe- 
the might ask her ahout the hook. She 
read listlessly, in various parts of the 
work; suddenly this passage attracted 
her attention : 

** Qui n'a pas Tespilt de «on 8ge 
De Bon ftge n'a qae le malhear I ** * 

Strange words these I She felt as if 
a chilly hand had heen laid on her 

* He who has not the epirit of bie age 
Haa nothing but the unhappiness of his age. 



warm, quivering heart. Was the spirit 
of her age wanting in her ? was nothing 
hut its unhappiness portrayed in her 
faded countenance? With an angry 
movement she threw the hook aside, 
arose from her seat, and went to her 
mirror. 

"Am I really old? Is the unhappi- 
ness of old age really depicted in my 
countenance, while the spirit of youth 
and love is at the same time huming in 
my heart?" 

She anxiously scanned her features 
in search of the handwriting of this 
inexorahle enemy of women, who stalks 
pitilessly hehind their youth and heauty, 
is their invisihle companion on all the 
rosy paths of life, and who, when he at 
last hecomes visihle, drives away all 
those who had loved, adored, and done 
homage to their heauty. Oharlotte 
sighed; she recognized this handwrit- 
ing; the enemy was hecoming hut too 
plainly visihle I She sighed again. 

" Yes, it is written there that I am forty- 
six years old, and everyone can read it! 
He, too— alas I he, too I " But after a short 
pause her countenance grew hrighter. 
" Oharlotte, you should he ashamed of 
yourself— you insult your friend and 
lover I He loves you for your heauty 
of heart and mind, «and not for your 
outward heauty. It was your mind that 
attracted him, your heart that enchained 
him, and they have not undergone any 
change, have not grown older. He 
loves you for the eternal youth that 
glows in your heart and mind, and he 
cares not for the mask with which age 
has covered your countenance! Yes, 
thus it is, and thus it always will he, 
for Goethe is not like other men ; he 
cares not for outward appearances, he 
looks at the Inmost heing. This it is 
that he loves, and ever wül love in me, 
for this is and ever wiU he unchanged ! 
Be joyous, Oharlotte, he happy ! Do 
not dread the unhappiness of old age. 
Voltaire was wrong, and I will take the 
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liberty of correcting Voltaire, His sen- 
tence should read : 

* Qui n^a pas reepiit de la JeaneBse 
17'aara que le malhear de la vielUesse.^ 

"Yes, thus it should read: 'Who 
does not bear the spirit of youth within 
himself to him old age brings nothing 
but unhappiness 1 ' " 

As her dear friend soon afterward 
entered the pavilion, Charlotte ad- 
vanced to meet him with the reflection 
of enduring youth resting on her brow, 
and a glad smile on her Hps. 

But he did not observe it, his counte- 
nance was grave and earnest. He came 
with the conviction that the thunder- 
storm that had been long gathering 
overhead would now* burst upon them 
in all its fury. He had come armed for 
the fray with this outward sternness of 
manner, while his soul was filled with 
grief and tenderness« 

" Goethe," she murmured, extending 
both hands to greet him, '^ Goethe, I 
thank you for having come." 

" Charlotte," said he, gently, " how 
can you thank me for doing what is as 
gratifying to me as to yourself? " 

" And yet I was compelled to entreat 
you to do so for the fourth time. Three' 
times you excused yourself with pre- 
texts," she cried, forgetful of her good 
resolutions, and carried away by her 
sensitiveness. 

" Pretexts ? " repeated Goethe. — 
" Well, if you will have it so, I 
must admit that they were pretexts, and 
this should convince you, Charlotte, 
of my anxiety to avoid offending you; 
for to any one else I would plainly and 
openly have said : * I will not come.' 
ft will be better for us both if we avoid 
any further explanation. It would per- 
haps have been wiser, my dear Char- 
lotte, if you had endeavored to master 
this irritation in silence, instead of 
brining about the explanations which 
it would have been better for us both 
to have avoided." 



" I have nothing to avoid ; I can give 
every explanation. I can lay bare my 
heart and soul to you, Wolf; and give 
an account of my every thought and 
deed. No, I have no cause to avoid 
explanations. I love you and have al- 
ways been true to you, but you, you — " 

" My love," he said, interrupting her, 
" do not reproach me again ; my soul's 
pinions are already drooping under the 
weight of reproaches that retard the 
flight of my imagination I " 

" Now you are reproaching me I " 
cried Charlotte. " I am to blame that 
the pinions of your soul are drooping I 
Wolf, how can you be so cruel I To 
reproach me I " 

"No, Charlotte, I do not reproach 
you, and how could I? If you have to 
bear with me in many things, it is but 
right that I, too, should suffer. It is 
much better to make a. friendly com- 
promise, than to strive to conform to 
each other's requirements in all things, 
and, in the event of our endeavor being 
imsuccessful, to become completely es- 
tranged. I would, however, still re- 
main your debtor in any agreement we 
might make. When we reflect how 
much we have to bear from all men, my 
love, it will teach us to be considerate 
with each other." * 

" Then we are no longer to endeavor 
to live together in happiness, but only 
in an observance of consideration toward 
each other ? " cried Charlotte. 

" I had hoped that consideration for 
each other's weaknesses would lead us 
back to happiness. I, for my part, will 
gladly be indulgent." 

"I was not aware that I stood in 
need of your indulgence," said Char- 
lotte, proudly. ' 

" I will, however, be indulgent, 
nevertheless. And I will gladly say — 
that is, if you care to hear it—that your 



♦ Ooethe^s own words.— See " Goethe^B Corre- 
spondence with Madame yon Stein," vol. lii., 
p. 826. 
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discontent and many reproaches Lave 
left no feeling of anger in my heart, 
although they inflicted great pain." 

" This is surely to be attributed to 
the fact that candor compels you to ad- 
mit that my reproaches are just, and 
my discontent, as you call my sadness, 
but natural under the circumstances. 
Tell me. Wolf, what reproaches have I 
ever made that were not folly war- 
ranted by your changed manner and 
coldness?" 

" There it is I " cried Goethe, begin- 
ning to lay aside his kindly manner, 
and to resent Charlotte^s haughtiness ; 
*'^ therein lies the reproach, and, I must 
say, the unmerited reproach. This is 
the refrain that I have been compelled 
to listen to ever since my return. I 
am changed, T love you no longer. And 
yet my return and my remaining here, 
are the best and most conclusive proo^ 
of my love for you I For your sake, I 
returned— for your sake I tore myself 
from Italy, and all the beauties that sur- 
rounded me, and — " 

"And also from the beauty who had 
entwined herself around your faithless 
heart," added Charlotte. 

He did not notice this interruption, 
but continued in more animated tones : 
"And for your sake have I remained 
here, although I have felt that this life 
was scarcely endurable ever since my 
return. I saw Herder and the duchess 
take their departure ; she urged me to 
take the vacant seat in her carriage, and 
journey to Italy in her company, but I 
remained, and remained on your ac- 
count. And yet I am told, over and 
over again, that I might as well have 
remained away — that I no longer take 
an interest in my fellow-mao, and that 
it is no pleasure to be in my company." * 

" That I have never said." 

"You have said that and much more I 
You have called me indifferent, crnel, 

* Goethe's own words. 



cold-hearted I Ask all my other Mends 
if I am indifferent to them, less com- 
municative, or take less interest in all 
that concerns them, than formerly. Ask 
them if I do not belong more completely 
to them and to society than formerly." 

" Yes, indeed, so it is 1 You belong 
more to them and society, because you 
belong less to me ; you have abandoned 
our intimate, secret, and peculiar rela- 
tion, in order to devote yourself to the 
world in general. This relation is no 
longer pleasant, because all confidence 
is at an end between us." 

" Charlotte," cried he, in angry tones, 
" whenever I have been so fortunate as 
to find you reasonable and disposed to 
converse on interesting topics, I have 
felt that this confidence still existed. 
But this I must admit," he continued, 
with Id creased violence, and now, that 
the floodgates were once opened, no 
longer able to repress his indignation ; 
" this I must admit, the manner in which 
you have treated me of late is no longer 
endurable. When I felt disposed to con- 
verse, you closed my lips ; when I was 
communicative, you accused me of in- 
difference ; and when I manifested in- 
terest in my friends, you accused me 
of coldness and negligence. You have 
criticised my every word, have found 
fault with my manner, and have invari- 
ably made me feel thoroughly ill at ease. 
How can confidence and sincerity pros- 
per when you drive me from your side 
with studied caprice? " * 

"With studied caprice?" repeated 
Charlotte, bursting into tears. " As if 
my sadness, which he calls studied ca- 
price, were not the natural result of the 
unhappiness which he has caused me." 

" I should like to know what unhap- 
piness I have caused you. Tell me, 
Charlotte; make your accu^tions; per- 
haps I can succeed in convincing yon 
that you are wrong." 

♦ Goethe's own words.— See " Goethe's Cor- 
respondence with Madame Stein," vol. ill., p. S37. ' 
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** It shall be as you say," cried Char- 
lotte, passionately. "I accuse you of 
being faithless, of having forgotten the 
love which you vowed should live and 
die -with you— of having forgotten it in 
a twofold love, in a noble and in an un- 
w^orthy one." 

" Charlotte, consider well what you 
say ; weigh your words lest they offend 
my soul." 

"Did you weigh your words? You 
have offended my soul mortally, fear- 
fully. Or, perhaps, you suppose your 
telling me to my face that you had loved 
another woman in Italy, and had left 
there in order to flee from this love, 
could not have inflicted such fearful 
pain." 

"Had left there in order to preserve 
myself for you^ Charlotte; to remain 
true to yöw." 

" A great preservation, indeed, when 
love is already lost. And even if I ad- 
mit that the beauty of the charming 
Italian girl made you for the moment 
forgetftd of your plighted faith, what 
shall I say to what is now going on here 
in Weimar? What shall I think of the 
great poet, the noble man, the whole- 
souled, loving friend, when he finds his 
pleasure in secret, disreputable inter- 
course with a person who has neither 
standing nor education, who belongs to 
a miserable family, and who, in my esti- 
mation, is not even worthy to be my 
chambermaid ? Oh, to think, to know, 
that the poet Goethe, the privy-coun- 
cillor Goethe, the scholar Goethe — that 
he steals secretly to that wretched house 
in the evening to visit the daughter of a 
drunkard I To think that my Goethe, 
my heart's favorite, my pride, and my 
love, has turned from me to a person 
who is so low that he himself is ashamed 
of her, and only visits her clandestinely, 
anxiously endeavoring to avoid recogni- 
tion!" 

"If I did that, it was for your sake," 
cried he, pale with inward agitation, his 

18 



lips quivering, and his eyes sparkling. 
" If I visited her clandestinely, I did so 
because I knew that your noble percep- 
tion was dimmed, and that you were no 
longer capable of looking down upon 
these petty, earthly relations from a 
more exalted stand-point. If you were 
wise and high-hearted, Charlotte, you 
would ignore a relation that lies en- 
tirely out of the sphere in which we 
both live. Of what nature is this re- 
lation ? Upon whose rights does it tres- 
pass? Who lays claim to the feelings I 
bestow upon this poor creature ? Who 
claims the hours that I pass in her com- 
pany?"* 

With a loud cry of anguish, Charlotte 
raised her arms toward heaven, "0 
God, he admits it ! He admits this fear- 
fill relation I " 

"Yes," said he, proudly, "he does, 
but he also entreats you to aid him in 
preventing the relation you so greatly 
abhor, from degenerating — ^to aid him 
in keeping it as it is. Confide in me 
again, look at this matter from a natural 
point of view, permit me to reason with 
you on the subject, and I may still hope 
to bring about a good understanding 
between us." t 

" N"ot I ! " she cried, with a proud 
toss of her head. "iN'o good under- 
standing can exist between us* while 
this person stands in the way — this 
person who makes me blush with 
shame and humiliation, when I reflect 
that the hand which grasps my ow^n 
has, perhaps, touched hers; that these 
lips — oh. Wolf, I shudder with anger 
and disgust, whfen I reflect that you 
might kiss me after having kissed her a 
short time before I " 

"There will be no further occasion 
for such disagreeable reflections," said 
he, gruffly, his countenance deathly 



* Goethe*B own words.— See " CorreBpondence 
wifh Madame von Stein," vol. iii., p. S28. 
tlbid. 
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pale. " Out of love I have endured much 
from yon, but you have now gone too 
far I I repeat it, yon will never again 
have to overcome the disgust of being 
kissed by me, and while I, as yon observ- 
ed, have perliaps kissed another but a 
short time before I And as for this other 
woman, I must now confess that you 
were quite right in reproaching me for 
visiting her clandestinely, and making a 
mystery of our relation. You are right, 
this is wrong and cowardly; a man 
must always avow his actions, boldly 
and openly ; and this I will do I Fare- 
well, Charlotte, you have shown me 
the right path, and I will follow it ! We 
now separate, perhaps to meet no more 
in life ; let me tell you before I go that 
I owe to you the happiest years of my 
life I I have known no greater happi- 
ness than my confidence in you — ^the 
confidence that has hitherto been un- 
bounded. Now, that this confidence no 
longer exists, I have become another 
being, and must in the fiiture suffer still 
further changes 1 " * 

He ceased speaking, and struggled to 
repress the tears that n^ere rushing from 
his heart to his eyes. Charlotte stared at 
him in dismay and breathless anxiety. 
Her heart stood still, her lips were 
parted, but she repressed the cry of an- 
guish that trembled on her lips, as he 
had repressed his tears. A warm, ten- 
der, forgiving word might perhaps have 
called him back, and all misunderstand- 
ing might have vanished in tears, re- 
morse, and forgiveness; but Charlotte 
was too proud, she had been too deeply 
wounded in, her love and vanity to con- 
sent to such humiliation. She had ex- 
ercised such great power over Goethe 
for the past ten years, that she perhaps 
even now believed that he would re- 
turn, humble himself before her, and en- 
deavor to atone for the past. But the 
thought did not occur to her that a 



* Goethe's own wordB.— See " Correapondeoce 
with Madame yon Stein," yol. lii., p. 830. 



man can forgive the woman who mis- 
trusts, hb love, but that he never will 
forgive her who wounds his pride and 
his honor. 

Charlotte did not speak; she stood 
motionless, as in a trance, and saw him 
take up his hat, incline his head, and 
murmur: "Fare well I dearest, beloved 
Charlotte, ferewell I " 

Then idl was still, and she saw him 
no longer! She glanced wildly and 
searchingly around the room, and when 
the dread consciousness that he had 
gone, and that she was surrounded by 
a terrible solitude, dawned upon her, 
Charlotte sank down on her knees, 
stretched out her arms toward the door 
through which his dear fomi had van- 
ished, and murmured, with pale, quiv- 
ering lips : " Farewell I lost dream of 
my youth, farewell I Lost delight, lost 
happiness, lost hope, farewell! Night 
and solitude surround me ! Youth and 
love have departed, and old age and 
desolation are at hand! Henceforth, 
no one will love me ! I shall be alone I 
Fearfully alone ! Farewell ! " 

While Charlotte was wailing and 
struggling with her griefi Groethe was 
pacing restlessly to and fro in the shady 
little retreat in the park to which he 
had so often confided his inmost 
thoughts in the eventful years that 
rolled by. When he left the park, after 
hours of struggling with his own heart, 
an expression rested on his noble and 
handsome countenance that had never 
been observed there before. An ex- 
pression of mingled gloom and deter- 
mination was depicted in his features. 
His eyes were luminous, not with their 
usual glow of enthusiasm, but with sub- 
dued and sullen flames. "Descended 
into hell, and arisen again from the 
dead ! " murmured he, with a derisive 
smile, as he walked on through the 
streets to the wretched little house in 
which Christiane Vulpius's drunken 
father and his family lived. 
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Slie came forward to greet him with 
aa exclamation of joyous surprise, for it 
was the first time Goethe had visited, 
in the light of day, the little house in 
which she lived. She threw hel^lf into 
his extended arms, entwined hers around 
his neck and kissed him. 

Goethe pressed her lovely head to his 
bosom, and then raised it gently he- 
tween his hands. He gazed long and 
-tenderly into her large hlue eyes. 
"Christiane," murmured he, "Chris- 
tiane, will you he my wife ? " 

A dark glow suffused itself over her 
face and neok, and then a dear ringing 
peal of laughter, like the joyous out- 
burst of a feathered songster, escaped 
her coral lips, displaying two rows of 
pearly teeth. " I, your wife, my good 
friend ? Why do you jest with poor 
little Christiane?" 

^* I am not jesting, Christiane. I ask 
you in all earnestness. Will you he my 
wife?" 

"In all eaiiiestness?" repeated she, 
the gaze of her large, soft eyes fastened 
with an expression of astonishment on 
Goethe, who stood regarding her in- 
tently, his countenance radiant with a 
» tender smile. 

" Give me an answer, Christiane." 
" First, ^ve me an answer, my good 
friend. Answer this question. Do you 
love me? Am I stUl your pet, your 
singing-hird, your little love, your fra- 
grant violet ? " 

"You still are, and will ever remain 
my pet, my singing-hird, my little love, 
and my violet." 

" Then let me remain what I am, my 
dear sir. I am hut a poor little girl, 
and not worthy to be the wife of a gen- 
tleman of high rank ; I would cut but 
a poor figure at your side^ as the wife 
of the mighty privy-councillor, and you 
might even suppose I had only accepted 
your love because I had seen the tdtar 
and this magnificence in the back- 
ground." 



"I could not think so, my darling; I 
know that yt)u love me.?' 

"Then I wish you to understand, 
good sir, that I must remain as I am, 
for you are pleased with me as I am. 
Let me still remain your violet, and blos- 
som in obscurity, observed by no one 
but you, my good friend and vmaster. 
I will serve you, I will be your maid- 
servant, and will work and sew and 
cook for you. For this I am suited; 
but I cannot become a noble lady 
worthy to bear your celebrated name. 
If I were your wife, you would often 
have cause to blush for me ; if I re- 
main your love, I can perhaps amuse 
you by my little drolleries, and you 
would have no cause to be ashamed of 
the ignorant girl who craved nothing ex- 
cept to be near yon, and to have you 
smile on her sometimes." * 

" Christiane, you shall ever b,e near 
me ; I will always smile on you ! " pro- 
tested Goethe, deeply moved. 

" Always near yon I " repeated Chris- 
tiane, in joyous, exulßng tones. " Oh, 
do let me be with yoa, good sir I Let 
me be your servant — ^your housekeeper. 
I will serve and obey you, I will honor 
you as my master, and I will love you 
as my dearest friend I " 

"And I," said Goethe, laying his 
hand on her golden hair, " I swear, by 
the Eternal Spirit of Love and of Na- 
ture, that I will love you, and that your 
happiness shall be the chief end of my 
life. I swear that I will honor you as 
ray wife, protect and cherish you as my 
child, and be to you a husband and 
father until death." 

He stooped and kissed her shining 
hair and fair brow, and gazed tenderly 
into her lustrous eyes. " And now, 
my pet, get ready and come with me ! " 

"To go where? You cannot intend 



* Chrlstifuie Ynlpiiu really rejected Qoethe^s 
offer of marriage.— See Lewes^s Life of Goethe, 
vol. ii., p. 121. 
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to walk with me through the pnblic 
streets in the broad light of äaj ? " 

^* Through the public streets, and in 
the broad light of day, at jonr side I " 

''Bnt that wiU not do,'' said she, in 
dismay. " It would not be proper for 
a noble, celebrated gentleman to be seen 
in public with a poor, humble creature 
like myself. What would the world 
say?" 

*'Let the world say what it will I 
Come, my violet, I will transplant you 
to my garden, and there you shall blos- 
som in the future." 

Bhe no longer resisted, but threw her 
shawl oyer her shoulders, coyered her 
golden tresses with the hat adorned 
with roses of her own manufacture, 
stepped with Goethe from beneath the 
roof of her father's wretched house, and 
walked at his side through the streets 
to the stately manaon on Market Square, 
henceforth destined to be her home. 

Goethe conducted her up the broad 
stairway, through the antechamber, 
and into his reception-room. Both 
were silent, but the countenances of 
both were radiant with happiness. 

With a gentle hand he relieyed her 
of her shawl and hat, pressed her to 
his bosom, and then, with upturned 
eyes, he cried, in loud and impressive 
tones: "Oftmals hab' ich geirrt, und 
habe mich wieder gefunden, aber 
glücklicher nie ; nun ist dies Mädchen 
mein Glück I Ist auch dieses ein Irr- 
thum, so schont mich, ihr klügeren 
Gatter, und benehmt mir ihn erst drü- 
ben am kalten Gestade." * 

* " Often have I erred, and idwayB fonnd the 
path again, bat never fonnd myself happier ;- 
now in this maiden lies my happiness. If this, 
too, is an error, oh spare me the knowledge, ye 
gods, and let me only difloover it beyond the 
grave I " 



CHAPTER Xn. 

BOHILLES'S HABBIAOB. 

The two great intellects, whose 
genius shed such rays of light ot& 
Weimar, and oyer all G^erman j, neither 
knew nor loyed each other. These 
two heroes of poetry stall kept at 
a distance from each other, and yet 
there was a wondrous uniformity m 
their inner Ufe, although their outward 
existence was so different. Goethe, the 
recognized poet, the man of rank, who 
had never known want' or care: Schil- 
ler, still strtggling, creating much that 
was great and beautiful, but aspiring 
to, and foreseeing with prophetic mind, 
a future of greater and more brilliant 
success— Schiller, the man of humble 
standing, who was still wrestling with 
want and care. His anxiety and pov- 
erty were not destined to be relieved by 
the appointment which Schiller re- 
ceived in the year 1789, as Professor of 
History at the University of Jena, for— 
no salary was attached to this profes- 
sorship I 

"A Mr. Frederick Schiller," wrote 
(not the poet, but) the Minister GU)ethe— 
a report forwarded to the Duke Charles 
August at that time — "a Mr. Frederick 
Schiller, who has made himself known 
to the world by his History of the 
Netherlands; is disposed to take up his 
abode at the University of Jena. The 
possibility of this acquisition is all the 
more worthy of consideration from the 
fact that it could be had gratis.'* 

Gratis I The Dukes of Weimar, Mei- 
ningen, Altenburg, and Gotha, the pa- 
trons of the University of Jena, could 
offer nothing but a professorship with- 
out salary to the poet of " Don Carlos," 
of "Fiesco," of "Louise Müllerm," and 
of "The Bobbers"— to the poet of so 
many glorious songs, to the author of 
"The History of the Netherlands!" 
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They liad but one titie, but one appoint- 
znent, to bestow upon the man to honor 
whom was to honor themselves, and 
this appointment was made to save ex- 
pense I 

Schiller accepted this professorship 
^writh the nobility of mind of the poet 
-whose soul aspired rather to honor and 
renown than to pecuniary reward, and 
who had, for those who profited by hi« 
labors while withholding all compensa- 
tion, nothing but a contemptuous shrug 
of the shoulders and a proud smile. 
Schiller's friends were, however, by no 
means satisfied with this appointment ; 
his practical friend Kömer called his 
attention to the fact, that the necessi- 
ties of life were also worthy of some 
consideration, advising him to inform 
the minister of state that the addition 
of a salary to his title of professor was 
both desirable and very necessary. But 
Schiller was too proud to solicit as a 
favor what had not been accorded from 
a sense of duty. He would not beg 
bread for the professor^ hoping that the 
poet would be able to support him. He 
had been accustomed to study close 
economy, and to struggle with want; 
care had been his inseparable compan- 
ion throughout his entire life. The poet 
had ever looked up to heaven in blissful 
enthusiasm, rejoicing in the glory of 
God, and had been " with Him " while 
the world was being divided among 
those who understood looking after 
their pecuniary interests better than the 
poet. His heart was rich, and his wants 
were few. He did not desire wealth, 
and had refused the rich lady tendered 
him in marriage by his friend Körner. 
His loving heart should alone be his 
guide in the selection of a wife. 

His loving heart I Had not Schiller a 
Charlotte, as well as Goethe? The year 
1789 had been an eventful one in Gk)e- 
the's heart's history, and had effected a 
final separation between Goethe and his 
Charlotte : the same year was also des- 



tined to be an important one in Schil- 
ler's heart's history, and to bring about 
a crisis in his relations to his Charlotte. 

The experience of the two women 
at this period was of a similar nature. 
Charlotte von 'KsSb had often entreated 
Schiller to pay her a visit, but in vain. 
He had invariably excused himself with 
the plea that the duties of his professor- 
ship in Jena were of such a nature that 
it was impossible to leave there even 
for a single day. 

At last Charlotte despatched a mes- 
senger to Jena with this laconic letter : 
" If you do not come to me in Weimar, 
I will go to you in Jena. Answer." 
And Schiller's answer was — "I am 
coming!" 

She was now awaiting him, gazing 
fixedly at the door; -a nameless fear 
made her heart throb wildly. 

"He shall not find me weak," mur- 
mured she; "no, I will neither we^ 
nor complain. No, my pride must give 
me strength to conceal my anguish, and 
to hear the decision, whatever it may 
be, with a smiling countenance. I will 
cover my heart with a veil, and it shall 
rest with him to withdraw it with a 
loving hand, if he will." 

"Here you are at last, my Fred- 
erick! "she said to Schiller on his ar- 
rival. " It seems, however, that a threat 
was necessary to bring you ! " 

" No, dearest friend," replied Schiller, 
gayly, "the threat was unnecessary! 
You know that I love you with my 
whole soul, and my heart has always 
yearned to see you once more. The 
duties of my professorship are such th^t 
I find it almost impossible to leave Je- 
na." 

A bitter smile rested for a; moment 
on Charlotte's lips, but she quickly re- 
pressed it. " It is but natural that the 
new professor should be so busily en- 
gaged as not to be able to find time to 
pay his friend a visit. And yet, Fred- 
erick, it was necessary that I should 
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speak to you; life has now brought me 
to a point where I must decide upon 
taking one of two paths that lie before 
me." 

^' Charlotte, I am conyinced that jour 
heart and joar wisdom will prompt you 
to take the right path," said Schiller. 

She inclined her head in assent " At 
our last interview I was excited and 
agitated ; I reproached you for not hav- 
ing spoken to my husband. I believe I 
even wept, and called you faithless and 
ungrateful." 

^^ Why awaken these remembrances, 
Charlotte? I have endeavored to for- 
get all this, and to bear in mind that 
we should make allowance for words 
uttered by our friends when irritated. 
We have both dreamed a sweet dream, 
my friend, and have, unfortunately, been 
made aware that our romantic air-cas- 
tles are not destined to be realized in 
this prosaic world." 

" Öo you call the plans we have both 
made for our future, romantic air-cas- 
ties?" 

"Yes," replied Schiller, with some 
litUe hesitation, " I am unhappily com- 
pelled to do so. A marriage with you 
was the brightest and most glorious air- 
castle of my fantasy; and may the 
egotism of my love be forgiven if I once 
dreamed that this castle might on some 
blissful day descend to earth and open 
its portals to admit us within its ra- 
diant halls I But sober thought followed 
quickly upon this trance of ecstasy, and 
told me that these heavenly dreams 
could not be realized." 

"Why not?" 

"Because I can offer you no com- 
pensation for the great sacrifice you 
would be compelled to make, and be- 
cause the thought that you might live 
to regret what you had done fills me 
with horror. Ton are a lady of rank, 
accustomed to the comforts and luxuries 
of an aristocratic house. I am only a 
poor professor, accustomed to hard- 



ships and want, and not in a condition 
to provide a comfortable home for a 
wife. Whoever takes me must enter 
upon life with modest expectations, 
and begin an existence at my side that 
offers little for the pres^it bat hopes 
and prospects. It would even require 
much self-denial on the part of a young 
girl, who is but just beginning life, to 
become the wife of a poor professor and 
poet. How much more would it re- 
quire on the part of a lady of high rank 
to exchange a palace for an humble cot- 
tage, and to relinquish wealth, rank, 
and even the son she so dearly loves! 
Whai could I give her in return after 
she had relinquished all these blesdngs? 
Charlotte, to live with me is to labor, 
and labor would wound your tender 
hands. Therefore, forgive the enrap- 
tured poet, who thought only of his 
own happiness when he dared to hope 
you might still be his, without reflect- 
ing that he had no right to purchase 
his happiness at the expense of that of 
his idoL" 

" You are right, my dear Mend ; we 
must never permit love to make us self- 
ish, and we must consider the happi- 
ness of the object of our love more than 
our own. We willboth consider this and • 
act accordingly. You have my happi- 
ness at heart; let me, therefore, consider 
yours. Schiller, I conjure you by the 
great Spirit of Truth and Love, now sure- 
ly hovering over us, tell me the truth — 
answer the question I am about to ask 
as truthfully as you would before Grod: 
Do you love me so firmly, so warmly, 
and so exclusively, that my possession 
can alone make you happy? " 

" Charlotte, this is, indeed, a question 
that I could only answer before God." 

"Gt)d dwells in the breast of each 
human being, and, by the God of Love, 
who has stretched out His hand over 
me, I demand of you a truthful answer 
to my question: Do you love me so 
firmly, so warmly, and so exduavelj, 
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tliat my possession can alone make you 
happy ? " 

A pause ensned — a long pause. The 
God of Truth and of Love, whose pres- 
ence Charlotte had so solemnly pro- 
claimed, alone beheld the pale counte- 
nances of the two beings who stood face 
to face with the bitter feeling that noth- 
ing on earth is constant, and that all is 
subject to change and destruction— even 
love ! 

** Nol " said Schiller, in a low voice, 
"no, I do not love you so firmly, so 
^warmly, and so exclusively. Nor do I 
believe we would be happy together, for 
it is only when no passion exists that 
marriage can unite two beings in an 
eternal union ; and then, Charlotte, you 
are also too exalted for me, and a wo- 
man who is a superior being cannot, I 
believe, make me happy. I must have 
a wife whom I can educate, who is my 
creation^ who belongs to me alone, whom 
I alone can make happy, and in whose 
existence I can repew my own — a wife 
who is young, inexperienced, and gentle, 
not highly gifted, devoted to me, and 
eager to contribute to my comfort and 
peace." * 

" Li a word, a woman who is young," 
said Charlotte, with proud composure, 
'*or rather, a young girl who is like 
a dieet of white paper, on which your 
love is to write the first word." 

"Yes, Charlotte, so it is I You un- 
derstand my heart as you have always 
understood it." 

" I relinquish from to-day all further 
claim to any such understanding, and I 
can only give you one last piece of ad- 
vice, and that is, to ask Mademoiselle 
von Lengefeld if she is not desirous of 
being the sheet of paper on which you 
could write your name. I advise you to 
marry Mademoiselle von Lengefeld ; she 
seems to possess all the required qualifi- 



* Schiller^g own words.— See " Schiller's Cor- 
respondence withEomer," toI. ii. 



cations : she is not ^fked, has no experi- 
ence, and can certainly not be called a 
superior being." 

"But a noble, an amiable being," 
cried Schiller, passionately; "a being 
full of innocence and goodness, a fair 
creature full of heart aqd feeling, full of 
gentleness and mildness ; moreover, she 
has a noble heart, and a mind capable 
of great cultivation. She has under- 
standing for all that is intellectual, rev- 
erence for all that is great and beautiful, 
and is at the same time modest, affec- 
tionate, playful, and naive." 

" In brief, she is an ideal," said Char- 
lotte, derisively. " But let your thoughts 
sojourn with me for a moment longer. 
At my request you have told me the 
truth, now you shall hear the truth from 
my lips. We might have spared our- 
selves all these explanations, but I de- 
sii-ed to probe your heart to assure my- 
self that I would not wound you too 
deeply by telling you what I must now 
avow. ]S"ow that I am no longer un- 
easy on that score, you shall hear the 
truth from my lips. My air-castles have 
vanished also — vanished so long since, 
that I scarcely have a recollection of 
them, and can only thiuk of ifiem as of 
a foolish dream, that neither could nor 
should have been realized. I have 
awakened, and I will remain what I 
am, the wife of Mr. von Kalb, and the 
mother of my son. I live once more in 
the present, and the past with all its 
recollections and follies is obliterated."* 

" I am glad to hear this," said Schiller, 
in a clear and composed voice, the gaze 
of his large blue eyes fastened on Char- 
lotte's cold and haughty countenance 
with an expression of severity. "lam 
glad to hear that the past is obliterated 
from your remembrance, as it is from 
mine. I can now speak to you freely 
and openly of the happiness which the 



* Charlotte's own words.— See * 
I- of Caroline von Wollsogen." 
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fdture baa, as I hope, in store for me. 
I love Chariotte von Leogefeld, and now 
that yon have discarded me, I am at 
liberty to ask her to become my wife.'* 

^ Do so/' said she, quietly. " We are 
abont to separate, bat my bkasing will 
reEoam with you; any correspondence 
between ns in the fdtore wonld, of 
conrse, be annoying, and as car letters 
of the post have become meaningless, I 
mnst request yon to retnm mine." * 

** As yon had already written to me 
on this subject several times, I took the 
precaution of bringing these letters with 
me to-day. Here they are. I have pre- 
served them carefully and lovingly, and 
I confess that it gives me great pain to 
part with these relics of the past" 

He handed her the little sealed pack- 
age which he had drawn firom his breast- 
pocket ; she did not take it, however, but 
merely pointed to the table. 

'^ I thank yon, and I wiü now return 
your letters." 

She walked into the a^'oining room, 
dosing the door softly behind her. With 
trembling hands she took Schiller's let- 
ters from the little box in which she had 
kept them. She kissed them, pressed 
them to her heart and eyes, and kissed 
them again and again, bat when she saw 
that a tear had fallen on the paper she 
wiped it off carefully ; she then walk- 
ed rapidly to the door and opened it 
On the threshold she stood still, com- 
posed, proudly erect. 

" Schiller, here are the letters I " 

He approached and took them from 
her hand, which she quickly withdrew. 
She then returned to the adjoining room, 
locking the door behind her. 

This was their leave-taking, this their 
parting, after long years of love I 

With downcast eyes and in deep sad- 
ness of heart, Schiller left the house of 
the woman he had once loved so ardent- 



* Charlotte*« own woidB.— See "Chiriotte; A 
Life-Pictare," p. 80. 



ly. Bat this soon passed mwaj and give 
place to the blisslul feefing that he was 
once more free — ^firee to oikit Lis lieart, 
his hand, and his Hft^ to the wooian he 
loved! 

A few days later bis heart's loDi^ 
was gratified. He went to Rndobtadt 
and received a loving and oordiai wel- 
come from bolii sastos. Both! But 
only one of the sisters was at lib^tJ ^ 
bestow her hand. Caroline was not! 
Her hand was fettered by her putted 
troth, and even if ho' husb«id's consent 
to a separation conld have been obtain- 
ed, there were other fetto^ 8he was 
in her sister's confidence. She knew 
that Charlotte loved SchiQar tenderiy. 

They were together in the quiet little 
parlor, they three alone, for tiie mother 
was absent on a littie journey. SchiDer 
sat between the sisters, his oonntenance 
radiant with happiness. 

" Oh, my fair friends, how deughted 
I am to be with you once more! " 

^'Schiller," whispered Caroline, lay- 
ing her hand gently on his shoulder, 
" Schiller, I have a word to say to you. 
Come!" 

She conducted him to a window-re- 
cess, and inclined her head so close to 
his ear that her trembling lips kissed 
one of his Mr locks. *^ Schiller," whis- 
pered she, ^^yon love my sister, and I 
know that she loves you. Courage, 
confess your love, and God bless you 
both!" 

Having said this, she walked noise- 
lessly from the room, retired to her 
solitary chamber, closed the door be- 
hind her, and sank down on her knees. 
She shed no tears, and the brave seal 
of this noble woman was exalted above 
aU pain in this hour of her great sacri- 
fice. Her chaste lips would not express 
the noble secret in words, even before 
God. But her Maker may have read 
her sacrifice in the expression of an- 
guish and resignation in her upturned 
countenance. 
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" Be happy, Schiller I God bless yon 
both I Be happy I then I will be happy, 
too." 

On returning to the parlor, Caroline's 
countenance shone with pleasure, and 
Ler lips parted in a happy smile when 
she saw the two lovers in a close em- 
brace, heart to heart. 

" Oh, dear Caroline, she has confessed ; 
you were certainly right 1 She loves 
me, she is mine. And so are you, Caro- 
line, you are also mine, and we three 
will belong to each other for evermore I " 

" Yes, for evermore, my friend, my 
brother I " She gently entwined her 
arms around Schiller's and Lottie's neck ; 
and now the three were joined in one 
close and loving embrace. 

" I have at last entered the haven of 
happiness," BsAd Schiller, in deep emo- 
tion. " I have, at last, found my home, 
and eternal peace and repose are mine. 
I am encircled with your love as with a 
halo, ye beloved sisters; and now all 
the great expectations which you have 
entertained concerning me will be real- 
ized, for happiness will exalt me above 
myself. Charlotte, you shall never 
again have cause to tell me I look 
gloomy, for your love wiD shed a flood 
of sunshine on my existence hereafter. 
You shall teach me to laugh and be 
merry. Grod, I thank Thee for per- 
mitting me to find this happiness t I, 
too, was born in Arcadia ! " 

They held each other in a close em- 
brace, they wept for joy, and their souls, 
beaming eyes, and smiling lips, ex- 
changed mut^e vows of eternai love and 
fidelity. 

These were blissful days for Schiller. 
Madame von Lengefeld had given her 
consent to the marriage of her daughter 
Lottie with Schilles, sooner than the 
lovers expected. Charles August gave 
the poet the title of privy-councillor, and 
attached a salary of two hundred dollars 
to his professorship, as a marriage pres- 
ent. The title delighted Madame von 



Lengefeld, and somewhat reconciled her 
aristocratic heart to the thought that 
hep daughter, who had been on the 
point of becoming a maid of honor, 
should now marry a man of the people. 
Schiller deemed his salary of two hun- 
dred dollars quite a small fortune, and 
hoped that this, together with the fruits 
of his poetic labors, would be sufficient 
to provide a comfortable home for his 
darling, and — "space in the smallest 
cottage for a happy and loving pairl " 

They were a " happy, loving pair ; " 
and the serene heaven of their happiness 
was undimmed by the smallest cloud. 
Had a cloud appeared, Charlotte's quick 
eye would have detected and dissipated 
it before the lovers were aware of its 
existence. The sister watched over their 
happiness like their good genius, like a 
£uthful sentinel. 

At times, while gazing dreamily into 
his Lottie's soft eyes, Schiller would 
smile and then ask her if she really loved 
him, as though such happiness were in- 
credible. 

In reply, Charlotte would smile and 
protest that she had loved him for a 
long time, and that her sister, wlio had 
known her secret, could confirm her 
statement. 

" And she it was who told me this 
sweet secret. Yes, Caroline was the 
beneficent angel who infused courage 
into my timid heart." 

" Yes, she is an angel I " said Chai'lotte, 
thoughtfully. "I look up to her as to 
a being far superior to myself, and, let 
me confess, my beloved, that the thought 
sometimes torments me that she really 
could be more to you than I am, and 
that I am not necessary to your happi- 



He gazed into her lovely countenance, 
an expression of perfect peace resting 
on his own. " Yoar love is all I re- 
quire to make me happy. The peculiar 
and happiest feature of our union is, 
that it is self-sustaining, ever revolving 
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on its own axis in -a well-defined orbit ; 
this forbids mj entertaining the fear 
that I coold ever be less to either of 
yoo, or that I coold ever receive less 
from jon. Onr love has no need of 
anzietj — of watchfrilnees. How conld 
I rejoice in mj existence unless for jon 
and Caroline ? — ^how conld I always re- 
tiun sufficient control over mj own 
son], nnless I entertained the sweet con- 
viction that mj feelings toward both, 
and each of yon, were of such a nature 
that I am not forced to withdraw from 
the one what I give to the other ? My 
soul revolves between you in safety, 
ever returning lovingly from the one to 
the other, the same star, the same ray 
of light, differently reflected from differ- 
ent mirrors. Caroline is nearer to me 
in age, and therefore more closely akin 
to me in the form of her thought and 
feeling; but I would not have you other 
than you are, for all the world, Lottie. 
That in which Caroline is your su- 
perior, you must receive from me; 
your soul must expand in my love, and 
you must be my creation. Your blos- 
som must fall in the spring of my 
love."* 

"Yes," cried Charlotte, entwining 
her arm more closely around his neck, 
"I will be your creation, and happy 
shall I feel in the consciousness of be- 
longing to you, and of being able to 
contribute somewhat to your happi- 
ness." t 

On the momiug of the twentieth of 
February, 1790, a closed carriage drove 
rapidly from Budolstadt in the direc- 
tion of Jena. But this carriage stopped 
in the little village in the immediate 
vicinity of the university-city — Wenin- 
genjena — ^at the door of the village 
church with its tapering spire. 

The sexton was standing at the open 
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door in his Sund|iy suit; wh^i the 
carriage drove up, he hastened forward 
to open the door. A tall genti^Dan, 
attired in black, stepped out ; his ooim< 
tenance was pale, but a wondrous light 
beamed in his eyes, and noble thoughts 
were enthroned on his brow, while his 
lips were parted in a soft smile. With 
tender solicitude, he helped an elderly 
lady from the carriage. Then followed a 
younger lady, with pale cheeks, but 
with eyes that were radiant with love 
and peace. At last a young girl— a girl 
with rosy cheeks, and a timid, child- 
like snüle on her fresh lips — was about 
to descend from the carriage, but the 
tall gentleman would not suffer her to 
touch the pavement with her tender 
little feet He raised her fair form in 
his arms, and bore her over the rough 
stones and into the church. 

The two ladies foDowed, and behind 
them .came the sexton, gravely shaking 
his head, and ruminating over the 
strangely quiet nature of the approach- 
ing ceremony. He did what Pastor 
Schmidt, who was already standing be- 
tween the burnüig wax-candles in front 
of the altar, had told him to do. He 
closed and locked the church doors, so 
that no one should see what was going 
on in the church. 

And you, too, ye rude winter winds, 
hold your breath and blow softly I and 
thou, thou dear blue sky, look down 
mildly ; and thou, bright sun, shed thj 
warmest rays through tbe windows into 
the little village church of Weningen- 
jena. For the poet Frederick ScbiHer is 
standing before its altar at the side of his 
lovely bride. Charlotte weeps, but her 
tears are tears of emotion and of joy. 
The mother stands at her side, her 
hands folded in prayer. Caroline's eyes 
are upturned ; and Grod reads the mnte 
entreaty of her lips. 

Schiller's countenance is radiant with 
peace and happiness, and manly dete^ 
mination beams in the large blue eyes 
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that gaze so firmly and tranquilly at the 
preacher, who stands before the altar, 
proclaiming the sacred nature of the 
anion about to be consummated. 

Subdue your fury, ye boisterous win- 
ter storms! do not touch the poet's 
cheeks too rudely with your cold breath. 
He has already suffered much from 
cold winter winds, he has journeyed 
over rough paths — ^has renounced and 
struggled, and has often seen his heart's 
fairest blossoms bruised and borne 



away by rude storms. Be tranquil, and 
let the spring-time come, that the buds 
of his hopes may put forth blossoms. 

Shed thy glorious light upon this 
little church, thou heavenly sun ! greet 
the poet Frederick Schiller, the poet of 
the German nation, who is now cele- 
brating life's fairest festival before its 
holy altar! But, 

'' Ah f life's fidreet festival 
£;nds the May of life anon ; 
With the eiidle, with the veil. 
Is the fona iUuBion gone t " 



THE END« 
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A few Words by the Author in justification of the Historical Romance. 

The Historical Bomance has its great task and its great justification, 
which is disputed by only those who either have not nnd^tooa or will not 
understand its nature. 

The ^storical Bomance has, if I may be allowed so to speak, four 
several objects for which to strive. 

Its fint object is, to throw light upon the dark places of historjj 
necessarily left unclear by the historian. Poetry has the right and duty of 
setting facts in a clear light, and of illuminating the darkness by its sunny 
beams. The poetry of the Bomance writer seeks to deduce historical 
charaoteristios from historical facts, and to draw from the spirit of history 
an elucidation of historical characters, so that the writer may be able to 
detect their inmost thoughts and feelings, and in just and sharp traits to 
communicate them to others. 

The iewnd task of the Historical Bomance is, to group historical charac- 
ters according to their internal natures, and thus to elucidate and illwtrate 
history. The illustration then leads to the third task, which is the discoyery 
and exposition of the motives which impel individual historical personages 
to the performance of great historical acts, and from outwardly, apparentiy 
insignincant events in their lives to deduce their inmost thoughts and natures, 
and represent them clearly to others. 

Thence follows the fowrfh task : the illustration of historical facts by a 
romance constructed in the spirit of the history. This fourth and principal 
task is tiie presentation of history in a dramatic form with animated 
descriptions ; upon the foundation of history to erect the temple of poesy, 
which must nevertheless be pervaded and illuminated by historic truth. 
From this it naturally follows that it is of very little consequence whether 
the personages of the Historical Bomance actually spoke the words or per- 
formed the acts attributed to them ; it is only necessary that those words 
and deeds should be in accordance with the spirit and character of such 
historical personages, and that the writer should not attribute to them what 
they could not have spoken or done. In Historical Bomance, when circum- 
stances or events are presented in accordance with historical tradition; 
when the characters are naturally described, they bear with them their own 
justification, and Historical Bomance has need of no further defence. 

Historical Bomance should be nothing but an iÜAOiVration of history. 
If the drawing, grouping, coloring, and style of such an illustration of any 
giv^ historical epoch is admitted to b6 true, then the illustration rises to 
the elevation of a work of art, worthy of a place beside the historical 
picture, and as equally useM. 



D. APPLETOjf Jk CO:S PUBLICATIONS. 

JOSEPH II. MD HIS COURT. 
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** In * Joseph IL' she transcends her previous efforts, not onlj in the story 
WTonght ont in a masterly manner, bat the real characters that figure in it 
have been carefolly stadied firom the detailed chronides of the time.^ — PMUh 
delphia Inquirer, 

^' The series of Blstorical Novels by Miss Mflhlbach are winning for their 
author a high distinction among a dass of writers, of which Sir Walter Scott 
has stood at the head. The events of history which are interwoven in the 
romances she has written, are not distorted and falMfied for the pnrposa of 
making a sensation, bat are presented with a trathfolness which gives a soHd 
valae to the series. The volume before as is literally one of thrilling inter- 
est — Fulton Oatmty BepubUeaau 

^^ We regard these books as among the best and most entertaining novels 
of the day." — Springfield Eepubliean. 

^^ The novel is divided into fliz books, and indades the very large number 
ef one hundred and seventynsiz chapters ; yet the interest is so well kept iq» 
that the reader never tires or notices with regret its unusual length.*'-^ 
Georgetoten Courier . » 

*^ This is an historical novd of intense and thrilling power. The reader 
is at once fascinated and hdd spell-bound until the volume is completed. 
Miss Mühlbaoh's novels have risen into &vor very rapidly, and this tact 
alone gives a good indication of their real merit. The book is not of th« 
fialse sensational kind, but the interest of the reader is chained from the firsk 
zhaipiAT.^-^Galeebwrg JE^ee Prea. 
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From the Utica Morning Herald. 

** No hiBtorical novelist has labored so faithfully and successfully to reproduce a 
complete picture of past times and events as Louisa Mühlbach. Her success in the 
present work is most satisfactory. By reading the volume one gains an astonish- 
ingly clear and vivid idea of the causes which permitted the overthrow by Napo- 
leon L of the empire of Charlemagne — ^the corruption and vice, and weakness and 
irant of earnest patriotism which characterized the courts and people of the Germany 
of that period." 

From the Kewe and Herald. 

" This is also an historical novel, and is very entertaimng and piquant, and will 
command a wide circle of readers." 

From the Daily Courant, 
** Among the characters introduced are the first Napoleon, Joseph Haydn, the 
Empress Josephine, the historian Müller, the philosopher Hegel, and many other 
famous characters of two generations ago." 

From the Republican. 
** This interesting historical novel takes the reader to Prussia during the period 
of the invasion of Germany by Napoleon. It gives us the German side of the war, 
showing how deeply they felt the humiliation which Napoleon's victories compelled 
them to endure. The character of the beautiful and beloved Louisa of Prussia, 
whose memory is cherished by the Prussians as that of a saint is cbarminfcly por- 
trayed.»» 
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From the Bo&ning Telegraph, 

**Th6 publishers deserve the heartiest thanks of the reading pnblio for 
reproducing in America, so prompüj.and so admirably, the illustrated His- 
torical Bomances of L. ^üMbach, which are nnqnestionablj the most com- 
plete and meritorious works of the kind which haye been written einoe the 
days of Sir Walter Scott, and which cannot be too widely read." 

From the Indianapolis State Journal. 

^^ The romantic career of the beautifol and unfortunate daughter of Maria 
Theresa, the famous plot of the Diamond Necklace, and the Reign of Terror, 
are depicted with great power, and worked up into a novel, making a very 
enchanting love-story." 

From the Norfolk County Journal, 

^ The era chosen for the scene of this novel is one of the most ezcitang 
in history. It b one of this author's most successful attempts at combining 
history and romance for general reading." 

From the Springfield BepubUean. 

'^ As in all the works of the author, the story of itself is interesting 
enough to retain the attention and interest of any novel-reader, while bv* 
torical accuracy or verisimilitude is carefully preserved." 
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